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PROLOGUE 


The End of a Career 


ee plane landed at Washington’s National Airport just af- 
ter midnight, so it was already Sunday, November 2, 1975. I 
was returning from Jacksonville, Florida, where I had gone 
for a protocol meeting with visiting Egyptian President An- 
war Sadat. On a trip to Cairo the previous year I had called 
on him officially; now, during his visit to the United States 
in line with Kissinger’s policy of friendship with Egypt, I 
wanted to pay my respects. But Barbara Walters had gotten 
to him first and had overstayed her time, so I never did get 
to see him. I was philosophical about it; plainly the Egyp- 
tian president thought it more important to get his message 
out to the American people via Miss Walters’s television in- 
terview than to make general conversation with me about 
intelligence affairs. I couldn’t quarrel with his choice. 
Nevertheless, it had been a wasted afternoon and evening, 
sitting in a car being unobtrusive outside his temporary resi- 
dence, until the Egyptian security types and I agreed to can- 
cel the visit. Now I was happy to be back in Washington and 
was looking forward to an agreeable Sunday. My wife, Bar- 
bara, and I planned to go to Mass and then go on a picnic or 
for a bike ride along the canal. But it was not to be. 

The security officer with my car, waiting outside Page Air- 
ways when I disembarked from the plane, handed me an 
urgent message: I was to call John Marsh, Counselor to the 
President, no matter how late I arrived. There was a phone 
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in the limousine, but for security’s sake I went into the ter- 
minal and placed the call from a pay booth. Marsh was 
asleep. I apologized for waking him. No, that was all right. 
Could I be at the Oval Office at eight this morning? That 
meant a meeting with the President. Yes, of course I could. 
Fine, Marsh said; he’d see me then. And he hung up. 

Ordinarily, on being summoned to see the President, I 
would ask what for, so I could bone up on whatever topic 
was to be the subject of discussion. But this time, I didn’t. 
Marsh, obviously, was eager to get back to sleep and I was 
tired too, anxious to get home and to bed myself. And be- 
sides I could make a pretty fair guess as to what it was prob- 
ably about. The previous day, Saturday, the press had bro- 
ken a story revealing that the CIA had covertly been 
funneling aid to Kurdish rebels in Iraq. We had talked of 
these leaks at the usual meeting in the White House base- 
ment all that morning. So it was more than likely that the 
President was assembling a group of aides to discuss how 
leaks of sensitive material like this could be prevented. All 
the usual people would be there, I figured—Scowcroft; 
Buchen;,someone from the Pentagon, possibly Schlesinger 
himself; Mike Duval; probably Don Rumsfeld; and Marsh 
and I. 

But they weren’t. Aside from the Secret Service on duty at 
the side door, the West Wing of the White House at seven 
forty-five that Sunday morning was deserted. The anteroom 
to the Oval Office was empty, until Marsh came in a couple 
of moments after I arrived. Apparently my guess at what this 
was all about was wrong. Still, I took a crack at it. 

“Boy, that Kurdish story, that’s some fine mess, isn’t it, 
Jack?” I said. Marsh nodded absently. “I’d bet anything that 
it came from the House Committee,’ I went on. Marsh 
shrugged and looked away, clearly uninterested in pursuing 
the subject. I made a few more desultory remarks and then, 
puzzled, let it drop. We stood around in a rather awkward 
silence. 

Promptly at eight President Ford showed up. He came 
from the White House residence along the enclosed porch, 


The End ofa Career | 9 


passed the Rose Garden and went directly into the Oval Of- 
fice without seeing us. He was accompanied by two Secret 
Service men. After a few moments, one of them invited us 
Wake 

Ford was seated behind the huge, handsome Presidential 
desk, looking a bit grim and, as he was to fly to Florida to 
meet with Sadat later in the morning, he had a thick black 
briefing book on the Middle East situation in front of him. 
He set it aside as soon as Marsh and I walked in. I had seen 
the President regularly in the past year, but ours could not 
in any way be characterized as a personal relationship. Ford, 
while always cordial, dealt with me in a fairly formal man- 
ner. He did not stand up now; we didn’t shake hands. I said, 
“Good morning, Mr. President. Jack said you wanted to see 
me.” 

“Yes, he replied, indicating that I should take a seat in 
the straight armchair in front of the desk. “We are going to 
do some reorganizing of the national-security structure.” 

He need not have said another word. From that sentence I 
realized immediately why I had been summoned: I was 
about to be fired as the Director of Central Intelligence. 

Ford did not put it quite so bluntly. In the time-honored 
political tradition with sticky things of this sort, he said he 
wanted me to take a new job, as Ambassador to NATO. He 
then sketched the reorganization—which is to say, the 
sweeping personnel changes—he had in mind. It was what 
later was to be dubbed the Halloween Massacre, and it in- 
cluded the sacking of Jim Schlesinger as Secretary of De- 
fense and Nelson Rockefellers withdrawal as Ford’s run- 
ning mate on the 1976 GOP ticket. At the time, however, 
Ford didn’t mention to me what was in store for Schlesin- 
ger, for the perfectly good reason that he hadn’t yet men- 
tioned it to him. But he did tell me that, under his reorgani- 
zational scheme, Henry Kissinger would give up his post as 
National Security Assistant to the President and move over 
exclusively to the State Department; that Brent Scowcroft 
would take over Kissinger’s role as Presidential Assistant. 
And he told me that George Bush was coming back from 
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China to replace me as the new CIA chief. I said he was a 
good choice, and I meant it. 

He then made a bit of a sales pitch for me to take the 
NATO post. He said that it was the job Don Rumsfeld had 
held before being appointed White House chief of staff. Ob- 
viously he was anxious for me to take it, if for no other rea- 
son than to have his politically explosive series of personnel 
changes appear to take place smoothly and uncontrover- 
sially. I would, wouldn’t I? 

“I would like to think about it a bit, Mr. President,” I re- 
plied. “I would like to talk it over with Barbara.” I was sure 
he would understand that, I said, as he often consulted with 
his wife on matters that affected them personally. But I said 
there and then that I had some reservations. I was con- 
cerned, for example, about the negative political impact that 
the naming of a former CIA Director to the NATO position 
could have, the political demonstrations that it could stir up 
in the countries of the Alliance and the disfavor with which 
the governments of those countries might consequently 
view the appointment. 

Ford was quick to try to reassure me. I needn’t be con- 
cerned, he said, because the appointment would be as the 
President's personal representative and thus didn’t need the 
approval of the NATO countries. 

“T realize that, Mr. President,” I, said; “nevertheless, I 
really need to think about it and talk to my wife about it.” 

“All right,” Ford said. “Let us know vour decision as soon 
as possible.” 

“Yes, sir, I will. Tl get in touch with Jack later in the 
morning,” I said. He said the changes would be formally 
announced on Monday, and asked me to keep them to my- 
self until then. I agreed. 

There was nothing further to say. I stood up. The meeting 
was over. It had lasted about fifteen minutes. And in those 
fifteen minutes my thirty-year career as an intelligence offi- 
cer had been brought abruptly to an end. 

I should have been shattered, but my old discipline of 
thinking of the next step ahead took over. I wanted to catch 
Barbara, who would be leaving home in time to make a nine 
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o clock Mass across town. We were going to have to figure 
out what we should do about the NATO job offer. Marsh, at 
my elbow as we left the Oval Office, anxiously asked, “You 
are going to take it, aren’t you?” revealing just how impor- 
tant it was that the “reorganization” go without a hitch, that 
all the players in it be happily in place before it was offi- 
cially announced to the press. But I suspected even then 
that I wasn’t going to oblige. (Neither was Schlesinger, I 
later discovered; he turned down Ford’s offer to be Chair- 
man of the Export-Import Bank on the spot, and rather 
angrily.) 

Apart from the negative reaction that the appointment 
could inspire in Europe, a couple of other things bothered 
me. I doubted, for one, that I would be able to do anything 
worthwhile in the job with Kissinger as Secretary of State, 
with his well-known preference for conducting foreign pol- 
icy personally rather than through ambassadors. And, for an- 
other, it could be a very short-term assignment, what with 
the President facing an uphill reelection campaign just a 
year away. 

I didn’t say any of this to Marsh just then. When he left 
me, I found a phone in the reception area and called Bar- 
bara. I caught her just as she was about to leave, and I asked 
her to skip our planned activities and wait for me as we had 
to discuss something important. Then, as I hurried to the 
basement entrance to the West Wing of the White House, I 
ran into Schlesinger. He was somewhat surprised. “What 
the devil are you doing here at this hour?” he asked. It was 
clear that he had no inkling as to what was afoot, but I didn’t 
think it was my place to inform him, so I muttered that I had 
talked of the Kurdish exposure and hurried on my way. 

By the time I got home, talked the situation over with Bar- 
bara, and called the White House, Marsh had taken off with 
the President for Florida to meet with Sadat. The White 
House operator put me through to Air Force One. “Jack, the 
answer is ‘no, with great respect and appreciation,” I said to 
Marsh when I got him on the phone. “Okay,” Marsh said. 
“Tl tell the President. I’m sorry.” 

That done, Barbara and I set about informing our family. 
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We told our children Christine and Carl, who lived at home 
with us. We called our grown son Jonathan and his wife, 
Susan, who lived in New York, and we called our other son, 
Paul, at Tulane University. We visited both Barbara’s 
mother and my parents, who lived nearby. And suddenly, 
when I had a moment to reflect on what had happened, I 
realized that neither the family members nor I had been sur- 
prised. Indeed, I had been expecting this, steeling myself 
for it for nearly a year, the year in which the CIA had come 
under the most intensive public scrutiny in its history, the 
year in which I had spent virtually all my time facing count- 
less Congressional investigating committee sessions, the 
year in which American intelligence entered a wholly new 
era. 

That year had begun, in effect, with the publication in 
The New York Times on December 22, 1974, of a story by 
Seymour Hersh charging the CIA with a “massive illegal 
domestic intelligence operation.” To some extent, of course, 
the ground had geen prepared for the crisis that followed. 
There had been Vietnam; there had been Watergate; there 
had been Chile. Each in its own way had raised questions 
that troubled the American public. Each had brought the 
CIA under harsh attack for one or another aspect of its oper- 
ations. Each had dragged it farther out of the shadows of 
anonymity and secrecy, where it had preferred to function. 

But the Hersh story topped them all. That New York 
Times headline—“Huge CIA Operation Reported in U.S. 
Against Anti-War Forces, Other Dissidents in Nixon 
Years’ —triggered a firestorm. For in it all the dreadful fears 
and suspicions about the CIA, which had been building for 
years, suddenly crystallized. It raised the specter of a gov- 
ernment agency running amok, becoming a Gestapo, violat- 
ing the fundamental constitutional rights of the American 
people. It suggested a scandal equal in magnitude to the 
one that just recently had forced a President of the United 
States to resign on the verge of impeachment. 

And the media seized on the CIA with an investigative 
intensity and preoccupation comparable only to Watergate. 
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Other stories, with equally sensational headlines charging 
equally shocking CIA activities, followed in a flood. Politi- 
cians, editorialists and ordinary citizens demanded an end 
to CIA’s heinous practices. Devastating charges were 
hurled; the Agency was termed a “rogue elephant” out of 
control, a threat to the nation’s fundamental liberties, a 
Frankenstein monster that had to be destroyed. Investiga- 
tions were quickly underway: the regular Congressional in- 
telligence oversight committees convened; Ford established 
a blue-ribbon Presidential commission, headed by Vice- 
President Rockefeller, to look into the particulars of the New 
York Times’s charge of alleged CIA illegal domestic spying, 
and the Senate and the House formed Select Committees to 
look into virtually everything else the CIA had ever done. 
The seminal year for a new and American intelligence—and 
my final year as an intelligence officer—had begun. 

It was a grueling year. Every week I was required to 
spend days on Capitol Hill, facing hours of hostile question- 
ing, struggling to keep in some sort of perspective the 
Agency's abuses and its accomplishments, threading the 
thin line between responding to the Congress’s constitu- 
tional right to know and protecting legitimate intelligence 
secrets. I had to be alert to the prospect that whatever I 
said—or didn’t say—could appear as a sensational headline 
the following day. At the same time, back at CIA headquar- 
ters in Langley, the Agency had to be kept functioning with 
some semblance of effectiveness in the midst of the mael- 
strom. I had to prevent the investigations and sensational 
journalism about the past from overwhelming our people 
and destroying their ability to do their job in the present. I 
had to answer younger staffers’ charges that they had been 
lied to and misled, and senior staffers’ charges that they 
were being sold down the river. And all had to be answered 
when they asked, in the wake of the latest horrendous head- 
line, “What am I supposed to tell my children?” 

Throughout this most disturbing year in my not altogether 
sedate career in intelligence, I now realize in retrospect, I 
had suspected that when the investigations had been con- 
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cluded and the press and political storm had at last abated, I 
would almost certainly be fired. The signs were every- 
where. The headlines and columns repeatedly speculated 
on the prospect; time and again the story went out that the 
White House was conducting a search for my replacement. 
Deep down, I admit, I hoped that it wouldn't happen. I 
wanted to stay on as the Agency’s director; I had a number 
of new ideas that I wanted to apply to American intelli- 
gence. But the truth is that well before Ford actually called 
me in on that Sunday morning I must have known, even if I 
steadfastly refused to acknowledge it, that only a miracle 
could save me from dismissal. 

Why? There were any number of reasons and all of them, 
to some degree, were valid. There was, for instance, the offi- 
cial reason—I don’t question for a moment that Ford really 
wanted to reorganize the national security structure, at least 
to the extent of getting rid of Schlesinger (because his per- 
sonality and his views on defense didn’t sit well with the 
President or with Kissinger), and of dumping Rockefeller (to 
eliminate this red flag to the GOP’s right wing), and that 
Ford and his advisers hoped that the political uproar over 
these controversial moves might be softened if they were 
announced in the context of a wider purge, including my 
own dismissal. And there was the more obvious reason that, 
after the damaging revelations about the CIA, it would make 
good political sense to name a new Agency chief to signal a 
turn away from the murky past toward a more promising fu- 
ture. For the Republicans didn’t want, in the upcoming 
elections, to be saddled with the CIA furor. 

But, however persuasive these reasons may have been, 
neither, in my opinion, was the main reason for my dis- 
missal. I believe I was fired because of the way I went about 
dealing with the CIA’s crisis. My approach, pragmatically 
and philosophically, was in conflict with that of the Presi- 
dent and his principal advisers. From their point of view, I 
had not played the game during that turbulent year as a 
loyal member of the White House “team.” 

My strategy quite simply had been to be guided by the 
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Constitution, and to apply its principles. This meant that I 
had to cooperate with the investigations and try to educate 
the Congress, press, and public, as well as I could, about 
American intelligence, its importance, its successes and its 
failings. The Agency’s survival, I believed, could only come 
from understanding, not hostility, built on knowledge, not 
faith. And I thought this could be done without exposing the 
true secrets that needed to be kept, the names of the Ameri- 
cans and foreigners who worked with us under cover, and 
the sensitive technologies that could easily be made useless 
if revealed to the intended targets. 

In this spirit, when Hersh first called and said he had a 
story “bigger than My-Lai,”’ I agreed to meet with him. And 
then I did not flatly deny the allegations he had dug up 
about improper CIA activities in the domestic field, but 
made an effort to put his discoveries in perspective, saying 
that those cases where the CIA had overstepped its legisla- 
tive charter had been few and far between, had occurred 
years before, and had been stopped many months ago. 
When he nonetheless broke the story, I dictated a report for 
the President, detailing the entire matter without revealing 
names, and I added a covering note suggesting that it could 
be released to the press immediately, as the best way of 
countering Hersh’s distortions and exaggerations. 

Then at one of the very first Congressional sessions there- 
after, when the chairman requested that my testimony—a 
detailed rundown of my response to Hersh’s article—be re- 
leased to the public, I agreed and repeated it at another 
committee’s open session in the presence of the press and 
television cameras. And when the special investigating com- 
mittees were formed, I telephoned the respective chairmen 
to say that I looked forward to a cooperative rather than an 
adversary relationship with them since it was in everyone's 
best interest, the CIA’s included, that the Congress and the 
nation get a true understanding of the Agency's operations. 

Moreover, at CIA I told my colleagues and subordinates 
that we could be sure the investigation would find every 
item of questionable behavior it sought, and that our only 
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sensible recourse was to proffer additional evidence to try to 
put those in their true (and small) proportion. And so in- 
structions were sent to all employees to report any cases of 
dubious behavior in the past, so that CIA would be the one 
to report them, rather than have them uncovered by a trium- 
phant investigator. Thus, when a long-forgotten vial of snake 
poison, and the exotic dart gun by which it was meant to be 
administered—which had been stored in violation of an or- 
der that such materials must be destroyed—was discovered, 
we reported it to the White House and then the Congres- 
sional committees; they then used it as the basis for a theat- 
rical public hearing, but it was we who had uncovered it. 

To say the very least, most of the White House staff and, 
for that matter, much of the intelligence community, were 
unenthusiastic about what I was doing. Their preferred ap- 
proach, bluntly put, would have been to stonewall, to dis- 
close as little as they could get away with, and to cry havoc 
to the national security about what they couldn’t deny—in 
short, the exact opposite of mine. And I have to admit that, 
from the very outset, I was made aware that this was so. 

Kissinger bluntly commented that he thought I should 
have immediately issued a flat denial of Hersh’s report. My 
suggestion for public release of my report to the President 
brought only silence. Instead, the White House decided to 
try to contain the crisis by forming a blue-ribbon commis- 
sion to investigate, although I believed that the questions 
would later have to be answered in public and not only be- 
hind closed doors. And soon after my first testimony before 
this commission, chaired by Vice-President Nelson Rocke- 
feller, he drew me into his office in the Executive Office 
Building and said in his most charming manner, “Bill, do 
you really have to present all this material to us?” And at 
one of our private meetings to discuss intelligence activities, 
after I had become a regular performer before the Senate 
Select Committee, Kissinger, in a sarcastically teasing refer- 
ence to my Catholicism, cracked, “Bill, you know what you 
do when you go up to the Hill? You go to confession.” 
Scowcroft with his Air Force background and fierce loyalty 
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to the Presidential command structure, didn’t try to be witty 
about it; he flatly said I should refuse to reply to the ques- 
tions the Congress was asking. 

The same sort of distress over my approach existed within 
the intelligence community. Like administration officials, 
many intelligence officers argued that intelligence was 
strictly an Executive Branch function and must be protected 
from Congressional prying. Others warned that Congress 
could not be trusted with intelligence secrets, that release to 
it was the equivalent of release to the public. Jim Angleton, 
a onetime top CIA officer, was quoted in the press to the 
effect that some officials had violated their statutory obliga- 
tion to protect intelligence sources and methods, and I knew 
he meant me. And again and again I heard the opinion whis- 
pered about that what I really was doing was dumping the 
crisis onto Richard Helms, my predecessor as CIA chief, in 
order to save my own skin. 

It wasn’t long before I felt very alone. Ford and his aides 
decided their best policy was to dissociate the White House 
from CIA’s troubles and thus minimize their responsibility 
for the Agency’s questionable practices in the past and bad 
odor in the present. I agreed with them, and thought I 
should take the heat, but the process added to my isolation. 
The wagons were drawn around—and I was left on the 
outside. 

In the process, I too made some mistakes, such as agree- 
ing that the Senate could release my testimony before in- 
forming the White House. The banner headlines and full 
text in the next day’s New York Times, while no substantive 
surprise to the White House, certainly led them to reach for 
a tighter tactical control over my dealings with the Hill. The 
fact that the report essentially torpedoed the charge of a 
“massive illegal domestic intelligence operation,’ and ap- 
parently led to the denial of another Pulitzer Prize to Hersh, 
did not mollify the White House hard-liners. And the morn- 
ing columns reporting that the White House was looking for 
a replacement for me made my position clear as not on its 
“team” and gave me warning that I would certainly go when 
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the opportunity arose. But it also strengthened my resolve to 
follow what I saw as the right strategy, that of respect for the 
Congress’s constitutional role and of fighting to show the 
real proportion of intelligence faults in the past against its 
contribution. and indispensability to the nation. And some 
went out of their way to give a word of encouragement, as 
when Senator Walter Mondale drew me aside after one 
White House leak—or plant—and told me to stick to doing 
the right thing. 

Despite the pressure and the end result, I do not now, nor 
did I then, regret what I did. I remain more convinced than 
ever that not only was it the right way but it was the only 
way. 

On the tactical level, it would have been impossible to 
stonewall the Congress. To be sure, that wouldn’t have been 
the case in the past. Then the traditional concept was that 
intelligence was the sole business of the President, a busi- 
ness to be conducted in total secrecy, a business, moreover, 
with which Congress shouldn’t concern itself. One only has 
to recall a statement that the powerful Senator John Stennis, 
then Chairman of the Armed Services Committee, made as 
recently as 1971, to illustrate the truth of this. “Spying is 
spying, he said. “You have to make up vour mind that you 
are going to have an intelligence agency and protect it as 
such, and shut your eyes and take what is coming.” In a day 
when something like that could be said, obviously the Presi- 
dent and his CIA chief could not only get away with stone- 
walling the Congress, they were in a sense obliged to—and 
could count on the leaders of Congress to support them. The 
Senate and House chairmen deferred to the President and 
were quick to shut off any Congressional attempt to pry into 
what they regarded as the Executive’s privilege. 

But by 1975 this had radically changed. Vietnam and Wa- 
tergate had revealed the frightening abuses that could be— 
and were—committed under the cloak of the Executive’s 
separate powers and privileges. The Congressional fresh- 
men elected in 1974 were insistent that a new day had 
dawned. Congress was no longer prepared to defer to the 
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President. Indeed, just a few months before Hersh’s article, 
it had forced Nixon to resign on the verge of impeachment. 
With its newfound muscle it wasn’t about to allow itself to 
be defied on its investigations into the CIA. In the House, 
long-time CIA friend and supporter F. Edward Hebert had 
been unseated as chairman of the Armed Services Commit- 
tee, and in the Senate the supportive chairmen and leading 
members who had protected intelligence in past years told 
me that I would have to respond to the other committees 
asking how intelligence had acted in areas in their jurisdic- 
tion. 

Had I tried to resist Congress, we would have been inun- 
dated by a flood of subpoenas and contempt citations. The 
information we would have tried to withhold would have 
been gotten out of us anyway. Only it would have been got- 
ten out of us in the worst possible way—dragged out, raising 
all sorts of suspicions about what we were trying to hide and 
why, and what further hideous secrets were still being cov- 
ered up. The sensations, the distortions and exaggerations, 
the misunderstandings, the utter lack of perspective on what 
was revealed were only starters to what would have hap- 
pened in the other event, and the damage to the Agency 
would have been far greater. By cooperating, by being as 
forthcoming as possible, we did get the chance to present 
the CIA’s case in the most favorable light, place its few 
abuses in the context of its greater accomplishments, mini- 
mize the sensationalism and so protect the Agency from a 
slew of crippling legislation that I am convinced the Con- 
gress might have enacted in the heat of hysteria. 

The best accolade for my position came from Kissinger 
who told me just before I left office that he had disagreed 
with my strategy initially but that he had come to believe 
that I had been right. It was a gracious thing for him to say, 
and he is not known to be generous with compliments. 

But besides the tactical advantages, something else moti- 
vated my approach. From my early studies in Constitutional 
Law, I knew that Congress had the right and duty to con- 
duct such investigations, and that they are in the best inter- 
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est of our country and represent the best principles of our 
democracy. As a matter of conscience, I was obliged to coop- 
erate if I were to abide by my oath to support and defend 
the Constitution. 

I am willing to concede that I did not always believe this. 
I first entered the intelligence profession when all the old 
traditions of total intelligence secrecy held sway, and I 
spent the larger part of my career as an adherent of them. 
But during that career much happened that forced me to 
question and then ultimately reject them. For one thing, the 
intelligence profession exploded in size and in importance. 
In the beginning, it was a relatively minor affair, limited to 
clandestine operations, contributing only individual reports, 
involved in individual actions. Few forces required its expo- 
sure to anyone other than the President. But over the years, 
American intelligence burgeoned into a great academic cen- 
ter of scholarship and analysis, a sponsor of large-scale sci- 
entific research and technology, and a major factor in Ameri- 
can foreign relations. It now demands the management 
techniques of major technical enterprises and government 
structures, requires mammoth financing, and must be 
closely coordinated with the other elements of America’s 
foreign policy. It has quite simply outgrown the old concept 
of a small, secret intelligence service located at the elbow of 
the President and to be used bv him at his discretion. 

Moreover, it lost the support of the nation during those 
years. In the beginning, certainly during World War II and 
on through the Cold War of the 1950s and even into the 
early 1960s, a national consensus accepted the need for the 
CIA and, indeed, the need for the secrecy cloaking its activi- 
ties in the unfriendly world around us. But, with the scandal 
of the Bay of Pigs, with the revelations about CIA’s relations 
with the National Student Association, with Vietnam and 
Chile and Watergate, that consensus was irreparably shat- 
tered. Secrecy was perceived to cover error and wrong- 
doing. The once dashing James Bond image of the agent 
was seen as a disguise for an immoral, cynical assassin. No 
longer would the American public accept the statement of 
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Nathan Hale, one of the nation’s first spies, that “every kind 
of service, necessary to the public good, becomes honorable 
by being necessary.” When President Kennedy said that 
the triumphs of intelligence were unheralded, its failures 
trumpeted, he meant it in a positive sense, but the succes- 
sive fanfares of failures and sensation finally deafened the 
public. 

For these reasons I had become convinced that the CIA 
no longer could operate within the traditions of the past. 
The CIA must build, not assume, public support, and it can 
do this only by informing the public of the nature of its ac- 
tivities and accepting the public’s control over them. It must 
convince the people that it is not some nefarious “invisible 
government,’ engaged in heinous crimes and oblivious to 
American democratic values, but a legitimate, controlled, 
and immensely valuable weapon in the arsenal of our 
democracy, serving to protect the nation and promote its 
welfare. 

A public informed of the CIA’s accomplishments and ca- 
pabilities will support it. A public aware of its true mission 
and the limits of its authority will accept it. A public that 
understands the issues and problems involving intelligence 
and its role in the American government will debate and 
decide them. A public convinced of the CIA’s value will 
help protect its true secrets. The only way we can have such 
a public is by making the CIA an integral part of our demo- 
cratic process, subject to our system of checks and balances 
among the Executive and the Congress and the Judiciary, 
responsive to the Constitution and in the end controlled by 
the informed populace it serves. 

Many good Americans in and out of the intelligence com- 
munity do not agree with me. I realize that those who dis- 
agree have persuasive arguments and sincere beliefs on 
their side. Thus, it is the purpose of this book to show why I 
believe what I believe, and to do that it is best to begin at 
the beginning—with the origins of the CIA and Bill Colby. 


CHAPTER ONE 


Parachutes to the 
Underground 


JE: parachute snapped open with a reassuring jolt and the 
Liberator bomber Slick Chick from which we had just 
jumped at about fifteen hundred feet, veered away into the 
night, heading back across the Channel to England. We 
were on our own now, two Free Frenchmen and myself, 
floating down through the balmy August midnight into the 
heart of German-occupied France. And I suddenly realized 
that something was seriously wrong. 

Below, I could make out the flames which the Slick 
Chick’s pilot had taken for the signal, set by the maquis, 
marking our drop zone. But it wasn’t the three bonfires ar- 
ranged in a triangular pattern that I had been briefed to ex- 
pect. No, this was a single fire burning in a straight line. In 
fact, it was a train burning on a track, shot up in an air raid a 
couple of nights before and further sabotaged by railroad 
workers. We had jumped in the wrong place and were now 
plummeting not into a safely secluded pasture in the farm 
country near Joigny, but straight into an unnervingly well- 
built-up urban area. 

I had to swing my legs out of the way to clear the tile roofs 
and chimney pots as I came crashing down into someone’s 
back yard. In a burst of feathers, chickens scattered hysteri- 
cally; dogs began to bark; people, startled from their sleep, 
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flung open their shutters and excitedly asked each other 
about the sudden racket. My two companions, Jacques 
Favel and Louis Giry, having scrambled out of their para- 
chute harnesses, joined me in the front yard of the house we 
had just missed. 

“Where are we?” I asked Favel. A small group of French 
residents rapidly gathered. Favel learned from them that we 
had landed in the outskirts of the town of Montargis. Re- 
membering the map of France from his school days, Favel 
said he thought we were twenty-five or so miles west of 
where we were meant to be. But what was worse, the local 
citizens told us, there was a German garrison just a few 
hundred yards up the main street. 

I quickly summed up our situation as bad. We had jumped 
with ten supply chutes, and they had come down over a 
large area of the town, banging off rooftops, clanging down 
into the streets, hanging in telephone wires. It would take a 
couple of hours to round them up, and we didn’t have any- 
where near that amount of time. The Germans had probably 
heard them land, or soon would hear of the commotion, and 
would be looking for us in a matter of minutes. We had our 
side arms with us, and the codes, maps, mission instruc- 
tions, and radio crystals stashed in the pockets of our jump 
suits. But the radio itself, the arms we had brought to dis- 
tribute to friendly partisans, and the French clothing I had 
brought along to change into out of my U.S. Army uniform 
in an emergency, were in the supply cannisters scattered all 
around. Nevertheless, we had no choice; we had to abandon 
all of it and get out of there quickly, toward the east and our 
proper drop zone. 

Our impromptu “reception committee’ told us that the 
railroad with the burning train was a spur line from Montar- 
gis to the east, so we set off down the track. When we got 
into the country, we left the track, since it might be guarded, 
and cut off across the wooded farmlands. I don’t know how 
far we got exactly. It must have been pretty nearly 1 A.M. 
when we got out of Montargis, and I don’t suppose we made 
more than five or six miles by the time the sky began to 
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lighten with the false dawn. We found a secluded ditch at 
the base of a wooded rise and hid ourselves in it. When 
morning came we saw that we were about a hundred yards 
from a road going west to Montargis. 

There was no way for us to keep going during the daylight 
hours. The Germans had gone through every house in Mon- 
targis during the night and, with the first light, patrols 
moved out into the surrounding farm villages and country- 
side on an intensive search for us. There was nothing we 
could do but remain hidden in the ditch until the fall of 
darkness again. Once a farmer went by quite close to us, 
leading an oxen cart, but we didn’t contact him. From time 
to time, we saw German trucks and armored cars moving 
down the road, apparently units going to Montargis to join 
in the manhunt. At noon we rationed out a couple of candy 
bars and drank water sparingly from our canteens. It was a 
warm summer day, the air thick with the scent of manure 
and wild flowers; bees and flies buzzed around us drowsily 
and one by one we would doze off for a few moments, each 
with his own private thoughts. 

Jacques Favel, lieutenant in the Free French forces, bril- 
liant cardplayer and irresistible lady’s man, code name Gal- 
way. Louis Giry, sergeant in the Free French forces, tough, 
simple workman from Nancy, and excellent radio technician 
and operator, code name Piastre. And me. I was twenty-four 
at the time, a major in the U.S. Army Parachute Field Artil- 
lery and my code name was Berkshire. We three formed 
Jedburgh Team Bruce, one of some ninety such three-man 
multinational teams (others included Britons, Belgians and 
Dutchmen) that had been parachuted behind German lines 
in the first days and weeks following the Normandy D-Day 
invasion with the object of organizing an uprising of French 
resistance groups so as to wreak the maximum havoc in the 
German rear and undermine German defense against the 
advancing Allied armies. Team Bruce’s mission was to con- 
tact réseau Jean-Marie, a maquis network operating in the 
Department of Yonne in central France, arrange for weap- 
ons and supplies to be parachuted to it, and coordinate its 
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activities with that of Patton’s Third Army, blowing bridges, 
ambushing patrols, attacking depots, sabotaging communica- 
tions, blocking roads and rail lines, in a ceaseless series of 
hit-and-run harassing raids. 

It was a dangerous mission. Just a few weeks before, the 
German High Command had broadcast this warning: 
“Whoever on French territory outside the zone of legal com- 
bat is captured and identified as having participated in sabo- 
tage, terrorism, or revolt is and remains a bandit or franc- 
tireur and shall consequently be shot, whatever his national- 
ity or uniform.” And they weren’t kidding. The leader of 
one of the first Jedburgh teams to drop into Brittany, Major 
John Bonsal, had been stopped at a German checkpoint, 
identified, and executed on the spot. 

Under the circumstances, and not surprisingly, I couldn’t 
help asking myself during that long, hot summer day, hiding 
in a ditch while German soldiers scoured the countryside 
looking for me, just how in the world I had gotten into this. 
It was a question I have often asked myself, in comparably 
sticky situations, in the thirty-odd years since, because that 
Jedburgh mission was what started me on the path that, with 
just one brief interlude, I was to follow for the rest of my 
life. For the Jedburghs were an operation of the Office of 
Strategic Services, and the Office of Strategic Services, the 
first comprehensive intelligence organization in America’s 
history, was the precursor of the Central Intelligence 
Agency. My experience as a Jedburgh made me a natural 
recruit for the CIA’s world of espionage, sabotage, covert 
operations, and intelligence. But what got me to become a 
Jedburgh in the first place? 

Probably my being an Army brat of a somewhat unortho- 
dox sort had a lot to do with it. My father, Elbridge Colby, 
became an Army lieutenant shortly after I was born on Janu- 
ary 4, 1920, in St. Paul, Minnesota, returning to the Army 
after World War I service. But he was not at all your typical 
spit-and-polish career officer. He had, in fact, set out in life 
to be exactly the opposite—a writer, a teacher of English 
literatuce, an independent thinker. As a young man at col- 
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lege he had converted to Roman Catholicism out of intellec- 
tual conviction and to the distaste of his New England fam- 
ily, had won a Master’s degree and Phi Beta Kappa key from 
Columbia and had taught at Columbia and the University of 
Minnesota before the outbreak of World War I. His interest 
in that conflagration was not unlike so many other young 
writers of that generation, and like them he went to what is 
now Yugoslavia in 1915 on a war relief expedition deliver- 
ing food. With America’s entry into the war, he joined up 
and was commissioned, but was frustrated to be sent to Pan- 
ama to guard the Canal instead of to France to fight in the 
trenches. He took with him from Minnesota to the faroff 
tropics his wartime bride, Margaret Mary Egan, a lovely 
Irish Catholic girl from St. Paul, whom he had met at the 
University of Minnesota. 

But there was something else about my father. He came 
from a family that had fought hard to stay respectable de- 
spite poverty—his own father, a junior chemistry teacher at 
Columbia, had died when he was a boy and my father had 
watched his mother scrimp and scrape to educate his two 
sisters and him, and this had made him extremely conscious 
of economic security. When the war ended, he returned to 
teaching at Minnesota, but he became anxious about his 
ability, as a struggling writer and underpaid teacher, to sup- 
port his family of my mother and myself. And so, partly for 
the financial security it offered, he returned to the Army for 
his career (he retired in 1948 as a full colonel, to establish 
and head a department of journalism at George Washington 
University). 

But he never stopped being that writer, teacher, indepen- 
dent thinker. He regularly produced books on military his- 
tory, served as press officer and editor of post journals, and 
wrote editorials for Army weeklies and articles for a promi- 
nent Catholic journal. The Army valued his qualities 
enough to send him back to Columbia to get his Ph.D. But it 
also had reason to rue them. In 1925, while my father was at 
Fort Benning, Georgia, a black soldier from the Fort (this, of 
course, was in the days when the Army was strictly segre- 
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gated) went to nearby Americus. It seems that while walk- 
ing down the main street he refused to step off the sidewalk 
to let a white man pass. The white man pulled a gun and 
shot the black soldier dead, and then was acquitted of the 
crime by an all-white jury. My father was outraged and 
thought that soldiers should stand together against such a 
crime against any one of them. As “publicity officer” for the 
garrison, he wrote an incensed article about the incident for 
the extremely liberal Nation magazine. A furor broke out. 
The black press came to my father’s defense, praising him 
for his sense of justice and decency. But the Georgia press 
and Congressmen, predictably, attacked him viciously. The 
Army reacted by assigning him to the 24th Infantry Regi- 
ment, an all-black outfit, and though he was later reassigned 
to a Northern post, the incident haunted his career for years. 

My mother’s contribution was no less significant. To her 
strong Irish Catholicism, she added stories about the Irish 
Democratic Party politics which her father participated in in 
Minnesota, and of his days as a post trader in the Dakota 
Indian territories as a young man. Her discipline and devo- 
tion rubbed off on me. 

So, this combination of contradictory forces shaped my 
character in my earliest boyhood. On the one hand, I was 
fascinated by the military life all around me, with its pomp 
and pageantry, weaponry and machismo, its discipline and 
patriotism, its grand and heroic deeds. At the same time, I 
was profoundly influenced by my father’s unorthodoxy, his 
outspoken independence, his respect for good scholarship 
in English and history, his interest in a wider world than the 
narrow life of an Army camp. 

There were also other forces at work on me during those 
youthful years. There was, for example, all the traveling we 
did. In my first sixteen years, my father was posted back and 
forth across the world and all over the country, from the 
Panama Canal Zone to Tientsin, China, from Minnesota to 
Georgia to Vermont. And surely one of the effects of this 
was to develop in me a curiosity about the world and its 
peoples and an eagerness always to be off to new places and 
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to experience different things. But it also had the concomi- 
tant effect of making me feel an outsider everywhere, with 
roots really nowhere. The longest period of settled life that I 
experienced in my youth was the three years I spent at high 
school in Burlington, Vermont, where my father had been 
assigned as an ROTC instructor at the University. And even 
there I have the clear memory of being the new boy in 
town, and a Catholic in Protestant Establishment circles. It 
was a feeling I brought with me when I was admitted to 
Princeton in 1936. 

There had been a vague understanding that I might follow 
my father into the military, as many of my fellow “Army 
brats” did. But, because of my constant shifting from one 
school to another as a result of my father’s repostings, I grad- 
uated from high school at sixteen, a year too young to apply 
to West Point. Then the next year when I did apply, after a 
year at Princeton, I was rejected by the Academy because of 
my nearsightedness. I was delighted, for that one year at 
Princeton had disabused me of the idea of a military career. 

It was not that at college I had found a place in which I at 
last belonged. In those days, Princeton was a very social and 
socially conscious place, still dominated by the snobbish 
F. Scott Fitzgerald tradition. And I was still very much the 
middle-class type, the son of an Army officer from a public 
school, who, to help with his tuition, had to wait on tables in 
the college dining halls, tutor in some of the courses I did 
well in, and serve as altar boy in the Catholic chapel. I 
wasn't invited to join one of the more fashionable eating 
clubs. And since I wasn’t much of an athlete either—at five 
feet, eight inches, one hundred and thirty pounds, and wear- 
ing eyeglasses—I wasn't taken up in the social whirl. No, I 
remained still pretty much the outsider, content to go my 
own way quietly, with a few friends, involved in a few extra- 
curricular activities, but a leader in none. Only in ROTC did 
I achieve any real prominence, as a cadet captain. 

What excited me about Princeton was the intellectual 
stimulation and challenge of my studies—sharing a campus 
with Albert Einstein, participating in seminars held by Ed- 
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ward S. Corwin and Alpheus T. Mason on constitutional law 
and political theory. And now that other influence in my 
background surged to the forefront—my father’s love of 
books and ideas, his and my mother’s liberal principles and 
concern about the world. A course in anthropology turned 
me on in my freshman year. I took courses in the new 
School of Public and International Affairs, doing indepen- 
dent study and research on such problems as black educa- 
tion, the Cuban sugar trade, and civil liberties in Jersey City 
under Boss Hague. 

This was the time of Franklin Roosevelt's New Deal, a 
time of liberal idealism and political innovation domesti- 
cally. These were also the years of the growing threat of fas- 
cism in Europe, the Austrian Anschluss, the rape of Czecho- 
slovakia, the flawed Popular Front in France, the Spanish 
Civil War—a time of rising debate between American isola- 
tionists and interventionists. I was a liberal, an antifascist, 
an interventionist, and I wanted to get involved in every- 
thing in that eager, urgent way only a young college student 
can. 

In the summer after my junior year (1939) I decided to 
spend my vacation in France as much to have an adventure 
and learn the language as to get a chance to find out what 
was happening in Europe politically. My father arranged for 
me to live with a French family in the Loire Valley. It was a 
magnificent summer. I spent much of my time happily bicy- 
cling around the beautiful chateau country, visiting lovely 
little farm villages, learning to drink wine in the small cafés, 
developing a deep affection for the French people. And it 
was also an incredible summer because while I was there 
World War II broke out. I made my way across the Channel 
to England and returned to New York aboard an armed Brit- 
ish ship, dodging German submarines in the North Atlantic. 
My intellectual antifascism had acquired a very personal di- 
mension. 

As the subject for my senior thesis, I chose French policy 
toward the Spanish Civil War as a vehicle for examining the 
question of why the democracies were so weak in the face of 
the rise of fascism. It came down hard on the side of the 
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Republic and condemned the democracies for failing to sup- 
port the Republic against Franco, their fear of war paralyz- 
ing them into watching Hitler and Mussolini carry the day. 
This, however, did not put me on the side of the Commu- 
nists, who also supported the Republic. I was perfectly con- 
vinced—which of course many supporters of the Republican 
cause were not—that it was possible to be antifascist with- 
out becoming pro-Communist. Indeed, if anything, I was as 
anti-Communist as I was antifascist, and for the same rea- 
son—a conviction that freedom is a transcendent value. In 
part, I am willing to concede, my Catholicism may well 
have kept me from the emotional antifascism that pushed 
many of my time into the ranks of the Communists. But I 
had also read Lenin; and the Hitler-Stalin pact made it clear 
that Communism represented the same cynical totalitarian 
threat to liberal democracy as did fascism. It was just that, at 
the moment, fascism was the more immediate danger. 

France fell the year I was graduated from Princeton, and I 
was convinced, and indeed hoped, that America would soon 
enter the war against Hitler. I might have joined the Army 
right then had not one of those curious influences from my 
background held me back. Despite my ROTC graduation, I 
could not be commissioned as an officer until my twenty- 
first birthday in January 1941. That peculiar class conscious- 
ness bred into an Army officer’s son made me rather wait for 
that date than go into the less consequential duties of an 
enlisted man. 

I had by this time chosen to be a labor lawyer as the most 
practical way of getting into the excitement of New Deal 
politics, and Columbia Law School had accepted me for the 
class starting in the autumn of 1940. I decided to spend the 
summer until then in Washington (where my father had 
been transferred) examining the political scene at close 
hand. I got a job at a gas station and quickly made contact 
with the local Oil Workers’ Union. Gas station attendants 
weren't unionized, and I enthusiastically joined in the ef- 
fort to organize them in the best tradition of New Deal lib- 
eralism. 

Then it was off to law school for a year, during which the 


32 / HONORABLE MEN 


most memorable event was my meeting (on a blind date ar- 
ranged by a mutual friend) a Barnard junior by the name of 
Barbara Heinzen. We saw each other during that year, al- 
though both of us had other interests as well. I suppose I 
knew that she was the girl I would marry. But I also knew 
that I intended to join the Army when I was twenty-one, so 
the subject was never broached. We had splendid times to- 
gether, racing around New York, dancing, partying, end- 
lessly arguing politics with our friends. A memorable event 
was a Communist demonstration in which mock coffins 
were carried around the campus in protest against Roose- 
velts policies of aid to Britain. (This was during the Nazi- 
Soviet “friendship” period, dramatizing Communist cyni- 
cism in its reversal of its earlier antifascism.) Then, at the 
end of the school year, I applied for active service. And in 
August 1941 I reported for duty. 

As an ROTC second lieutenant, I was sent to a replace- 
ment training center at Fort Bragg, North Carolina. While I 
was there the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor, and Hitler 
foolishly (but, to me, happily) declared war on the United 
States. I was then assigned to Fort Sill, Oklahoma, for field- 
artillery training. Apparently I did well at it—in fact, too 
well for my taste, for instead of being assigned to a combat 
unit going off to war, I was selected to be an instructor at the 
Field Artillery Officer Candidate School. After six months in 
that job, I was afraid that the war would be over before I got 
a chance to fight—a repetition of my father’s frustration in 
Panama during World War I. But an Army notice appeared 
on the bulletin board one day, calling for volunteers for a 
new type of military training—parachuting—and saying that 
applications could not be blocked by commanders trying to 
keep their personnel. Instantly I volunteered. I realized that 
my weak eyes, which had kept me out of West Point, might 
keep me out of the paratroops, so when the time came for 
the physical examination, I arranged to undress near the eye 
chart and memorized the 20/40 line. When I stumbled on 
reading it backwards with my left eye, and couldn’t see the 
20/50 line at all, a wise doctor asked if I really wanted to be 
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a paratrooper, and waved me on with the comment that he 
thought my sight was good enough so that I could see the 
ground. 

I was sent to parachute school at Fort Benning in the fall 
of 1942 but, because I broke my ankle on my second jump, 
it wasn't until March 1943 that I was assigned as a staff offi- 
cer in a combat outfit of the parachute field artillery. But this 
was still not to be my vehicle for fighting fascists. Just be- 
fore the unit was to be shipped out with the 82nd Airbome, 
the battalion’s commanding officer, a reserve lieutenant 
colonel, was relieved of the command, apparently for lack of 
the gung-ho dynamism expected of paratroop commanders 
in those days, and the colonel who replaced him brought in 
his own personal staff. I was suddenly out of a job and back 
again in the officers’ replacement pool at Camp McCall, 
watching enviously as the units prepared to go off to war. 
And then along came the man from OSS. 

The Office of Strategic Services had been in existence at 
this time for less than two years. Previous to that, hard as it 
is to imagine for a great power, America had no intelligence 
service at all. While America had, of course, used spies in 
wartime since the days of Nathan Hale, it had always gotten 
out of the intelligence business during peacetime. During 
the 1920s, after World War I, for example, then Secretary of 
State Stimson had closed a code-breaking unit in his depart- 
ment with the righteous comment that “Gentlemen do not 
read each other’s mail.” After that, whatever intelligence the 
United States government obtained came in a haphazard 
way from a scattering of uncoordinated, understaffed and in- 
adequate sources such as diplomats in American embassies 
abroad, military and naval attachés, a dedicated group of 
military-communications intelligence specialists, and the 
gleanings of foreign press and radio broadcasts. By 1941, 
however, as war neared, Franklin Roosevelt saw the need 
for intelligence and did something about it. He created the 
Office of the Coordinator of Information, and chose the 
prominent and well-connected attorney William J. Donovan 
to head it. 
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The choice was both inevitable and brilliant. Wild Bill 
Donovan, though then already fifty-seven, was a vigorous, 
brilliant, adventurous man with just the right combination of 
romanticism, sophistication and intellectual keenness to be 
perfect for the job. He had been commander of New Vouk s 
fabled Fighting 69th in World War I, winning the Congres- 
sional Medal of Honor for valor in the field, had founded 
one of Wall Street’s most successful law firms, had traveled 
widely in Europe, and had in fact already undertaken intel- 
ligence missions for F.D.R., having made fact-finding visits 
to England and the Mediterranean in 1940 to assess the mil- 
itary and political situations there. He campaigned for a new 
intelligence service to comb through the mass of disorgan- 
ized intelligence information and summarize its meaning, 
and to perform the political task of meeting the new fifth 
column tactics that the enemy had developed. Once given 
the mandate to produce a real intelligence effort, there was 
no stopping him. He set about building a central agency that 
not only would coordinate and analyze intelligence coming 
in from existing sources, but also would put its own agents 
into the field to conduct a broad range of espionage, coun- 
terespionage, sabotage, paramilitary and propaganda ac- 
tivities. 

A year after Donovan’s appointment (and six months after 
Pearl Harbor), the Office of Coordinator of Information for- 
mally became the Office of Strategic Services, which re- 
ported to the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and was well on its way to 
recruiting some 12,000 of that generation’s most extraordi- 
nary men and women to participate in the war's most spec- 
tacular adventures. By the time I joined up, OSS had run 
operations in North Africa to prepare the way for the Allied 
invasion there, had agents working in Spain and Portugal to 
keep those countries neutral, had spies in Berlin stealing 
the secrets of the German High Command, had guerrilla 
teams working with the partisans in the Balkans, had clan- 
destine radios broadcasting from Sicily and Italy, and now, 
with preparations shaping up for Operation Overlord, the 
Normandy invasion, was beginning to put together the Jed- 
burgh teams. 
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At the time, however, I knew none of this; in fact I had 
never even heard of the OSS. And the OSS recruiter did 
very little to enlighten me. All he said, in effect, was that he 
was looking for qualified parachute officers, especially those 
with some proficiency in French and other foreign lan- 
guages, willing to volunteer for a highly hazardous mission. 
Practically every man in the replacement pool that day 
stepped forward. 

I have often felt that the true act of heroism occurs when a 
person volunteers for a dangerous mission in the first place. 
Later on, when the mission itself is underway, all sorts of 
irresistible factors come into play that require a man to be- 
have bravely, independently of his will, very often without a 
second thought—peer pressure, instinct for survival, or soli- 
darity with comrades in dangerous circumstances. But in the 
tranquillity of an office, before any of these factors begin to 
have any force, a man does measure his courage and decide 
whether he is willing to risk his life, and why. In my case, 
the urgent desire to escape the replacement depot was in 
part produced by my antifascism. It was fortified by the 
need not to be left out of the action, indeed to be in the 
forefront of the fighting, that almost every young man felt at 
that time. And then too, all those other influences of my 
youth came into play: an inclination to unorthodoxy in mili- 
tary service, an interest in the political aspects of war, a 
habit of going my own way and seeking my own band of 
kindred souls where money or social status, or the prep 
school you went to, didn’t matter; where only your spirit, 
what you were made of, and what you could do mattered. 
And the Jedburghs were certainly that sort of band. 

Of the hundred-or-so parachute officers who volunteered 
for the mission, only some fifty survived the initial screen- 
ing process. Those who did survive were a mixed, spectacu- 
lar, and exuberant lot. There were Stewart Alsop, who went 
to fame as a writer; Lucien Conein, who later sat with the 
generals who overthrew Diem in Saigon; Douglas Bazata, a 
red-haired soldier of fortune, who called all colonels 
“Sugar”; Phil Chadbourne, who became Consul General in 
Marseilles, and in later life, public-relations agent for Prin- 
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cess Grace of Monaco; Hod Fuller, who had sailed around 
the world in a small boat, fought in the French army until 
the fall of France, and then with the First Marine Division 
on Guadalcanal; Bernard Knox, a Cambridge classicist, who 
had fought in Spain; René Dussaq, before the war an Argen- 
tine stunt man in Hollywood. I have to say that in this color- 
ful company I was regarded as a quiet one. 

Just before Christmas 1943 we sailed for Britain aboard 
the Queen Elizabeth. By this time we realized that our mis- 
sion would involve parachuting behind enemy lines in 
France, but little else. We debarked in Glasgow and were 
taken to a British commando training center in western Scot- 
land. Within two weeks we were on the move again and 
settled in a magnificent country estate in the south of En- 
gland near Peterborough called Milton Hall. And it was 
here that we truly turned into Jedburghs and discovered at 
last what we were expected to do. 

At this stage in the war, America had little experience in 
guerrilla operations, so our training at Milton Hall was con- 
ducted mostly by British commandos and intelligence per- 
sonnel, organized in a “Special Operations Executive’ di- 
rected, in Churchill’s words, to “set Europe ablaze.” From 
them we learned all the dark arts—the secrets of silent kill- 
ing, demolition, operation of clandestine radios, infiltration 
and exfiltration, judo, cryptography, and how to live on the 
run, use forged papers, dress, eat and otherwise behave like 
Frenchmen. Night after night we ran mock exercises in the 
surrounding countryside; day after day the patient British 
women radio operators tried to get our Morse code speeds 
above twelve words per minute; and several times a week 
we attended lectures on the workings of the French maquis 
networks or on the tactics the Germans used to combat 
them—talks given by agents and commandos who had been 
behind the lines and had come back alive. On one occasion 
we were given a talk by a British spy who had been cap- 
tured by the Gestapo: in typical British low key he de- 
scribed his capture and escape, casually glossing over his 
torture and success in withholding his secrets from the Ger- 
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mans. It made for riveting, hair-raising variations on the tra- 
ditional academic lectures we recalled from far-off college 
days. 

But despite this sort of thing, morale was incredibly high. 
By now, along with the fifty of us, there were some two 
hundred and fifty at Milton Hall—English, French, Belgian, 
and Dutch officers and enlisted men, as well as some fifty 
American enlisted radio operators—from which the multina- 
tional teams would be assembled. None of us dwelt on the 
dangers of what we were preparing to do. The usual young 
man’s conceit that he is invulnerable and immortal 
enveloped us all. Everything was dealt with as a joke; in a 
sense we were far too much caught up in the adventure that 
we were undertaking to be afraid. We had weekend passes 
to London, where we could pose as heroes and chase girls. 
There were endless poker games and interminable discus- 
sions of the fine points of explosives and weapons. On one 
trip to London I took time off to visit Foyle’s great book- 
store, where I bought a copy of T. E. Lawrence’s Seven Pil- 
lars of Wisdom, which I read voraciously for its account of 
how an outsider operates within the political framework of a 
foreign people. I suppose I fantasized myself as becoming, 
if not exactly a Lawrence of Arabia, then at least as Colby of 
a French Department, but it was the closest thing I could 
find for training in the political aspects of our mission. 

By June we had gone through our training scores of times, 
and it had long since become second nature; it was clear 
that we were now just marking time, just being kept busy 
until the operation was activated. Supreme Headquarters 
(SHAEF) was concerned to use the Jedburghs at precisely 
the right moment. It didn’t want us to go in and spark the 
French uprising so early that the Germans could put it down 
before it would do any good. And it didn’t want us to go in 
so late that the uprising would be of no help to the advanc- 
ing Allied invasion. So we continued our training, honing 
ourselves to the sharpest edge humanly possible, and began 
forming our three-man teams. 

This was done by a system of engagement, marriage and, 


38 / HONORABLE MEN 


occasionally, divorce. The commanding officer at Milton 
Hall had decided that for an operation like this the men 
themselves should choose the partners they felt they could 
best work with under the harrowing conditions ahead. The 
only criterion was that, beside the radio operator, who could 
be of any nationality, each team had to include one British 
or American officer, and one French or Belgian or Dutch 
officer. Throughout the previous weeks all the Jedburghs 
had been mixed together in all training exercises, but there 
was a natural enough tendency for each of the nationalities 
to stick pretty much to themselves socially. As a conse- 
quence, Jacques Favel (his real name was Camille Lelong, 
but all Frenchmen used pseudonyms to protect their fami- 
lies under German occupation) was the only one of the 
French Jedburghs I knew really well. The reason for this 
was that he had gone to high school in Louisiana, where his 
father had owned a cotton plantation, and he enjoyed social- 
izing with the American Jeds. 

He and I got along particularly well. He was lively and 
outgoing, a dazzler with the English girls, an extremely 
deadly poker player, tough, quick with a native intelligence 
and an ability to handle himself in tight places. He had gone 
to Algeria after the fall of France and joined the Free 
French forces after the Allied invasion of North Africa. We 
quickly agreed to an engagement (a trial period to see how 
we liked working with each other), then decided on mar- 
riage (formalized by the command officially posting our 
names as a team) and were assigned Louis Giry (whose true 
name was Roger Villebois) to join-us as the radio operator 
for Team Bruce. To show the informality of the operation, 
Lieutenant Favel was named team leader and Major Colby 
his deputy. 

In the second week of August we finally were tapped to 
go. Ten Jedburgh teams had jumped into Brittany on D-Day 
and in subsequent weeks some twenty more had followed. 
On August 12, after the St. Lô breakout of Patton’s Third 
Army, we were summoned to London. In a nondescript row 
house, a British officer told us we would be dropped to a 
maquis network led by Henri Frager, who was known as 
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Jean-Marie, in the Department of Yonne, southeast of Paris. 
“Go in, make contact, report the situation, and build up the 
resistance strength,’ we were told. We didn’t need more 
precise instructions; we knew the basic drill from our train- 
ing, and the mission of attacking Germans to turn them away 
from the Allied invasion was obvious. We were to take off at 
dusk from the air base at Tempsford. But the weather closed 
in, and the next day there was a sudden change of plan. We 
were told that word had come that Henri Frager had been 
arrested by the Gestapo. No one had any good information 
on how it happened. Later we heard that he had been 
picked up by a street patrol, quickly identified, and sent off 
to Buchenwald (where he was subsequently executed). We 
were briefed to meet and work with his deputy, Roger Bar- 
det, who had taken charge of the network. We accepted the 
new order as simply as the first, as though our announced 
hostess had taken sick and was replaced by a cousin. The 
friendly British girl escort officer took us to Tempsford to 
check our equipment, and at dusk we climbed into the Slick 


Chick. 


And so now, with dark fallen once again, we climbed out 
of the ditch in which we had been hiding and continued on 
our way to find Roger Bardet. A summer thunderstorm 
sprang up; the fields turned into a muddy morass, and the 
night became so unfathomably dark that the three of us fas- 
tened ourselves to each other with our pistol lanyards so as 
not to become separated and lost. Slogging and stumbling 
along a compass course in this awkward fashion, staying 
clear of farmhouses where dogs would bark at us, we made 
pretty poor headway. I realized that it would take us forever 
proceeding like this; we had to get help. 

Then, toward 2 A.M., we suddenly heard muffled voices a 
short distance off in the darkness. A lightning flash revealed 
a lone farmhouse. It was far too late an hour for ordinary 
farmers still to be awake. We decided to chance it. With 
Giry and me covering him with our pistols, Favel knocked 
on the door. The voices within stopped abruptly. Then, after 
a moment: “Qui est la?” Favel replied, “Un français.” A 
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few moments more of silence. Then the door opened. Favel 
went in. Giry and I waited tensely. Then Favel opened the 
door and said, “It’s all right. Come on in.” 

As luck would have it, we had stumbled on a maquis radio 
post, manned by an agent who had been parachuted in from 
England just eight days before. He sent a signal to London, 
reporting Team Bruce's position and disposition. We spent 
the following day hidden in the house and the next morning 
were driven in a beat-up, charcoal-burning Citroen the fif- 
teen remaining miles to our proper drop zone, where we 
went to the “safe house” emergency contact point. There 
we arranged to be passed on through the Jean-Marie net- 
work to Sommecaise, a small farm village twenty miles to 
the east, where Roger Bardet had set up his “headquarters.” 

We met in Sommecaise’s sole café. Bardet was seated at a 
table in the corner, a bottle of red wine and a plate of food 
in front of him, while armed resistance fighters lounged 
about eyeing us as we came in. Bardet stood up and we 
shook hands. 

“Where have you been?” he asked. “We've been waiting 
three days. We had the signal fires ready but no plane 
came.” 

We explained about our misplaced jump and close call in 
Montargis. Bardet nodded, had extra chairs pulled over to 
the table, invited us to sit down, then snapped orders to the 
others to have food brought to us. 

“We're here to help vou fight the Germans,” I said, and 
pulled out my map and spread it on the table. “Where are 
they? How many are there? Where are your men? How 
many do you have? What about the other networks in the 
region? Who are their chiefs? These are the things we need 
to know so we can bring in more arms, coordinate our ac- 
tions with the invading Allied armies, and hurt the enemy as 
much as we can.” 

I smoothed out the map, located our position on it, and 
expected Bardet to begin eagerly filling me in. But there 
was only silence. I looked up. Bardet was staring at me with 
small, black, beady eyes. 
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I cannot pretend that I was suspicious of Bardet then or, 
for that matter, at any time during our association. And when 
he was arrested after the liberation for being an agent of the 
Germans, the traitor who had sold out Henri Frager, and 
was convicted of treason and sentenced to death, I was as 
surprised as everyone else in the network. But there was 
something about him right there at the very start that didn’t 
feel right. He had the look of a minor civil servant, a petty 
functionary, going through the motions instead of leading, 
wearing puttees and a beret, though he was anvthing but 
energetic, let alone daring, in his role of resistance leader. 
He never initiated the actions, but found reasons to oppose 
or delay those that others did, and forever pleaded igno- 
rance about information we needed to know. I had the feel- 
ing that the intense and dedicated men under him gave his 
“leadership” lip service out of respect for Frager’s memory, 
but were in fact autonomous. 

In retrospect, of course, considering that he had been a 
German agent, one can understand his passivity. That he 
didn’t turn us in to the Gestapo is also understandable: he 
realized by this time that he was on the wrong side of the 
war. With Patton’s tanks now blasting across France, he was 
trying to disengage from the Germans and come over to the 
victors without attracting too much attention to himself from 
either. Only Nicole, the pretty English girl who had para- 
chuted in April to serve Jean-Marie as a courier, had doubts 
about him. Of mixed British-French parentage, she had 
been recruited for the job when a British officer overheard 
her perfect French in a restaurant in London, and, after re- 
ceiving one training jump from a balloon, she had come to 
the Yonne to help Frager run his network. Surrounded and 
barely escaping from a German roundup once, she had ever 
since harbored a suspicion that Roger Bardet’s absence from 
that night’s rendezvous was not entirely coincidental, and 
after our arrival she looked to us for orders to run messages 
through the German patrols to other maquis groups, always 
carrying a submachine gun hidden in her car. 

But we were stuck with Bardet for the first few days be- 
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cause, having lost our radio in the drop, we needed the use 
of his. I wasted little time contacting other maquis net- 
works in the region and hunting out other more effective 
resistance leaders with whom to coordinate our operation. I 
found an over-all chief in the person of Colonel Chevrier 
(his real name was Adrien Sadoul), a sixty-year-old former 
French Army reserve officer and lawyer from Metz, with an 
imperious manner, who proclaimed himself appointed by 
de Gaulle’s headquarters as the maquis chief for the entire 
Department of Yonne. In actual fact, and certainly compared 
with Bardet, who had some five hundred armed men in his 
network, Chevrier commanded very little, perhaps a score of 
personal associates. But what he did command, in a way 
Bardet never could, was respect. He was flamboyant, charis- 
matic, constantly on the move, in touch with all the other 
resistance chiefs in the Department who themselves com- 
manded some two thousand or more fighters. He was a po- 
tent political force, a spellbinding orator in tune with the 
emotional times, a man I certainly could work with. We 
soon shifted Team Bruce’s activities to him and only once 
had to intervene diplomatically to suggest that he rule as 
“chairman” of a departmental committee of resistance lead- 
ers rather than as “commander” of such locally raised and 
proud groups. 

The first thing we had to do was get weapons and ammu- 
nition parachuted to the various networks. With Chevrier 
we picked the most likely drop zones, secluded fields and 
pastures in the outlying country. Each was given a code 
name—Binnette, Pelle, Engrais, Rateau—a signal letter and 
these with the map coordinates locating the field were ra- 
dioed to London. Each code name corresponded to a prear- 
ranged code phrase, some nonsense statement like, for ex- 
ample, “Le Vieux Monsieur de Gaie Sentiment,” or “Le Vin 
Est Rouge.” What we then had to do was listen to the “Mes- 
sages personnels” that followed Beethoven’s Fifth Sym- 
phony theme on the nightly news that the BBC broadcast to 
France. And when, in the course of that, we heard one of 
our nonsense phrases, we knew that a drop was scheduled 
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that night for the field to which the phrase corresponded. So 
we'd go out to that field about midnight, listen for a plane, 
light the signal fires, flash the arranged identifying letter, 
and then duck to avoid the arms-filled containers crashing 
down in the dark. I have never heard Beethoven’s Fifth 
Symphony theme since without thinking of those messages. 

In the first two weeks behind the lines we arranged for at 
least a dozen such drops, bringing in several thousand rifles 
and carbines, mortars and bazookas and machine guns. And 
with those arms, the numbers of resistance fighters in the 
region was doubled, then tripled, as farmers and farm maids 
flocked to the maquis now that the war at last was going 
against the Germans. The uprising was underway. Maquis 
units ambushed patrols, attacked convoys, blew up supply 
depots. At one point a German plane was forced to make a 
landing in a field because it had run out of fuel, and I joined 
the maquis’s attack on it, shooting it up thoroughly, but 
learning the lesson that guerrillas should not make frontal 
attacks. The harassment of our hit-and-run actions was con- 
tinual, forcing the Germans to divert their attention from 
their main tasks of defending against Patton’s advancing 
Third Army and withdrawing their forces from southwestern 
France. One day, near Montargis, past the outposts manned 
by Lieutenant Colonel Creighton Abrams’ tanks, we visited 
Patton’s headquarters to relay intelligence on the state of 
the German forces and the movement of their troops. Since 
Patton was moving with such phenomenal speed north of 
the Yonne, he was leaving his right flank wide open to Ger- 
man counterattack, so we took the job of helping protect that 
flank by establishing posts and occupying towns along it, 
blowing up bridges on the Loire, and doubling our harass- 
ing raids on German units in that area. 

It was an explosive, exciting time and, though it didn’t 
seem so then, remarkably brief. By the second week of Sep- 
tember, the liberation of Yonne was complete. The maquis 
units took over the towns of the Department, wine, cham- 
pagne and oratory flowed like water in celebration of the 
liberation. Team Bruce went on to Paris (with a slight de- 
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tour to pick up an old girl friend of Favel’s) for a grand gath- 
ering of the surviving Jedburghs, including a great meeting 
with Bob Anstett, a fellow Columbia law student, whose 
Jedburgh mission “liberated” Vichy Premier Pierre Laval’s 
black Cadillac, which he turned over to me as he climbed 
on a plane to England. 

For Favel and Giry, who rejoined the French Army, the 
war in Europe was over. (Favel served as a liaison officer 
with the Americans and after the war, following in his fa- 
ther’s footsteps, went back to Louisiana to run a cotton plan- 
tation, and there he lives today. Giryv, unluckier, was sent to 
Indochina, where he was killed in 1945.) But the war wasn’t 
over vet for me. I was slated to command vet another OSS 
mission behind enemy lines. 

I returned to London wondering what new mission I 
might draw. A plan to drop into Alsace was abandoned 
when the Germans withdrew across the Rhine, and my one 
vear of college German was not enough for me to be con- 
sidered for a mission into the hostile Reich. Then Gerrv 
Miller, our London Jedburgh chief, called me in and said 
they needed a major who could take command of OSS’s Nor- 
wegian Special Operations (NORSO) Group. This was a 
group of a hundred or so Norwegian-Americans who had 
been used in France and were now destined for a drop into 
northern Norway, to sabotage the Northland Railway over 
which the Germans were moving 150,000 troops toward the 
final battle of Germany after having been pushed out of Fin- 
land. I quickly accepted, as it seemed an interesting and im- 
portant mission, and better than the long delay and confu- 
sion that a move to the Far Eastern theater might involve. 

“By the way,” Miller said to me, “do vou ski?” We both 
belatedly realized that the Norwegian mountains were deep 
in winter snow, but I assured him that my days as one of the 
first members of the Burlington High School ski club in Ver- 
mont had taught me how to climb the then chairliftless 
Green Mountains, and to maneuver safely, if not swiftly, 
back down. 

My first command was a bit dubious about this non-Nor- 
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wegian who arrived to lead them. They were at the time 
living in a pleasant country house north of London, resting 
and refitting after their operation in France, where they had 
been led by the colorful Colonel Serge Obolensky, who had 
learned his military lore in the St. Petersburg Imperial 
Guards and had met Donovan in New York society circles. 
Now a Fort Benning graduate, I, arrived to put them 
through miles of double-time jogging, begin the prepara- 
tions for the drop into Norway, and select the few who 
would be taken on the long flight over the North Sea. I 
quickly moved them to the Scottish Highlands, where they 
could toughen up with long treks in the mountains and re- 
fresh their ability to shoot and ski. The area had the benefit 
also of being fifty miles north of the nearest American mili- 
tary police post and among sympathetic Scots who could un- 
derstand the effect of their national drink on soldiers let out 
only on Saturday night. We even survived a field exercise 
when, living off the land, we shot and roasted one of the 
royal deer from the preserve around Balmoral Castle, the 
King’s highland retreat. 

Night drops into enemy country can take place only dur- 
ing a favorable “moon period,” when the darkness is light- 
ened so that rivers and lakes can be seen for navigation. We 
were ready to go in January, but bad weather dominated 
that month’s moon period. In the February period, we dis- 
patched an advance party of my second in command, Cap- 
tain Tom Sather; our best radio operator, Borge Langeland; 
Arne “Tank” Listeid; and “Hans Hoel” (in truth Herbert 
Helgesen), a Norwegian liaison officer with the resistance, 
who had been smuggled back from the area through Sweden 
to go with us. But the long flight was turned back by the 
weather and reached base only after jettisoning all equip- 
ment. By the next moon period, we had changed our target 
and drop zone when the Norwegian exile newspaper in 
London reported that the Germans had strengthened the de- 
fenses of exactly the target area we planned to hit—the press 
had revealed the first of many intelligence leaks I would 
have to contend with in my career. 
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Finally, on March 24, Gerry Miller came out to the Har- 
rington air base to bid me goodbye as our eight black Liber- 
ators revved up for the flight to the snow-white Norwegian 
coast and the drop zone on frozen Lake Jaevsjo in the 
wooded mountains north of Trondheim. Operation “Rype” 
(Norwegian for “ptarmigan, which is white in winter, 
brown in summer, like our parkas) was at last underway. 

The immense distance to the target zone was one of the 
main difficulties of the mission. Only four of the eight 
planes dropped anywhere near the target; one dropped fifty 
miles into neutral Sweden, and three were forced to return 
to England. I was in one of the successful four planes and 
landed easily on the frozen lake. It was midnight. I saw a 
bonfire built on a bed of logs, burning through the ground 
mist. I walked toward it. A tall figure was waiting. I took my 
pistol in hand, just in case. The prearranged password was, 
“Is the fishing good in this lake?” I said that in my rudimen- 
tary Norwegian. The proper response was, “Yes, particularly 
in the winter.” But the fellow looked at me rather quizzi- 
cally and said, “To tell you the truth, it’s no good at all.” I 
suppose I was meant to shoot him for giving the wrong an- 
swer, but my instinct was to look for a real explanation, such 
as his not knowing the password. So I went with him to 
meet the others who had jumped with me, and Helgesen 
vouched for his old friends. 

We spent Palm Sunday collecting our supplies and the 
chutes scattered over the lake, hoping the Germans would 
not send a spotter plane to see what the midnight air activity 
had been all about. We established a camp in the woods 
with our parachutes for tents, so that we would not be seen 
by Easter skiers. Our local Norwegian reception committee, 
six resistance team members, a reindeer herder and guide, 
and an isolated farmer, told us the Germans were in the 
Snaasa Valley, twenty miles west. Our strength was only six- 
teen of the thirty-six who had left Scotland, not enough to 
blow the Grana Bridge as we had planned. The three 
planes that had returned to England would try again, and 
I decided to await them before moving out on the operation. 
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So each night we tuned in on BBC’s personal messages, this 
time in Norwegian, to learn if they were coming. After two 
trials, with bad weather aborting the drops each time at the 
last moment, the moon period ran out and London told us to 
go ahead with what we had. Headquarters at the same time 
informed us that they had canceled all further air operations 
to us; two aircraft had crashed, and that convinced them that 
the mission was just too long a distance. 

So we set out on our first sabotage mission. With six of the 
Norwegian resistance fighters, we took off on a hundred- 
mile, six-day cross-country ski trek—each man carrying a 
fifty-pound pack and taking turns pulling the small tobog- 
gans carrying sixty pounds of explosives. It was a brutal 
journey, often through blinding blizzards in zero tempera- 
tures and involving the climbing of ice-covered, boulder- 
strewn mountains and the crossing of lakes and streams. 
One of my concerns was that one of the men might break a 
leg, leaving me an impossible task of evacuating him 
through the mountains and facing the problem of where to 
find medical care for him. So I told them all to sit down on 
their skis if they went out of control, and I guaranteed them 
against shame by assuring them that I would be the first to 
do so at the head of the column. It was a slower way to 
proceed, but it worked—not even a sprain. 

At last we reached the Northland Railway. I took two men 
and went down to look at our target, the Grana Bridge. The 
defenses were substantial, and the German force was too 
large for our small band. So I left my two men to reconnoiter 
further and skied over the mountain emptiness alone to re- 
join the main group. I picked a smaller bridge off the map 
and railway chart; it was at Tangen. We arrived about dawn, 
set our charges and waited for a possible train, in hopes of 
repeating the sabotage operation that our Norwegian col- 
leagues had pulled off nearby some months before. There a 
German troop train had run straight into the stream at Jor- 
stad, some hours after the bridge had been blown. But I 
posted lookouts with walkie-talkies to ensure that we didn't 
blow the bridge in front of a train full of Norwegian civil- 
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ians. Finally, the wait becoming too long, we blew the 
bridge and left our small American-flag shoulder patches to 
show who had done it and, hopefully, protect the local pop- 
ulation from German reprisal. This time the trek was seri- 
ous; we knew the Germans were after us, and our escape 
depended on moving east before their truck-borne patrols 
could cut us off. I named one long, steep climb Benzedrine 
Hill, in honor of the stimulant that got me up it. But we 
made it ahead of the patrols, thanks also to the indefatigable 
trail breaking of Hans Leirmo, our elderly timber guide 
whose legs were made of spring steel, and Herbert Helge- 
sen, who showed the cross-country stamina that he later ap- 
plied as chairman of the Norwegian Olympic cross-country 
skiing team. 

We turned north along the Swedish border, and I left the 
main group and went ahead with Langeland and Helgesen 
to the Jaevsjo base to report to London by radio, after a 
week of silence. On the lake before our farm hideout, Leif 
Oistad, the leader of the five who had been dropped in Swe- 
den, embraced me in welcome; they had, with a conspirato- 
rial wink from the Swedish intelligence authorities, been 
spirited up from an internment camp in Sweden to join us. 

A few days’ rest in mid-April, and off we went to the rail- 
road again, this time to take out, by small charges, as many 
rails as we could. In the dark of the moon we split into 
teams, silently crept to the line, placed our charges, and at 
midnight sharp the first went off. My team hadn’t quite fin- 
ished, but we quickly did so when a German flare went off 
fifty yards from us. A bullet kicked a pebble against my fore- 
head, but I told Sivert Windh not to fire his Browning auto- 
matic rifle; I didn’t want the Germans to know that a regular 
unit with automatic weapons was near them. We jumped the 
fence, retrieved our skis, and made fast tracks on the hard 
snow crust up the trail back into the mountains. Applying 
the lesson of my drop in France, I made the group keep 
going all the way back to base, taking a roundabout route to 
point the German patrols in the wrong direction until a 
friendly snowstorm covered our tracks. 
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Day and night our radio brought news of the progress of 
the final battles in Germany, but our concerns were more 
immediate. Our food had run out, despite an occasional 
reindeer. Friendly Norwegians had come to join us (and had 
to be fed), and the Germans were still seeking us. One five- 
man patrol found us, but they were shot down after its chief 
shot one of our Norwegians. But if the war had lasted, the 
follow-up patrols would surely have caught us. 

Meanwhile, I argued with my operations chief in the Lon- 
don headquarters. During my Jedburgh days and after, I had 
visited our headquarters a few times; but I had never 
learned the intricate procedures of a multinational com- 
mand. I urged a political gesture: let’s seize the mountain 
redoubt of Lierne and declare it the first step of Norway’s 
liberation, with the NORSO Group and the friendly Norwe- 
gians who would flock to us, replaying France’s liberation. 
Headquarters replied that the idea was not feasible at the 
time. My repeated arguments were automatically distrib- 
uted in multiple copies to allied British and Norwegian offi- 
cers, instead of going as personal arguments to my chief. 
The argument ended when I received a message that said 
sharply that my orders were to stay in hiding and that “any 
unauthorized contact by you with enemy will subject you to 
immediate disciplinary action.” Headquarters was right— 
the delicate political procedure of securing the surrender of 
the remaining Germans in Norway was not to be upset by a 
flamboyant action in Lierne. I also learned that complex 
headquarters operate through joint knowledge and coordina- 
tion, not by “personal messages’ from subordinate unit 
commanders to individual staff officers. 

One mission completed during this period was an un- 
happy one. A Lapp reindeer herder told us that he had 
found a crashed plane on the top of the tree-bare Pluk- 
kutjonnfjellet. We went to it and there found and buried our 
four team members and the air crew, who had hit the hilltop 
trying too hard to drop to us. 

On May 11, four days after V-E day, we were ordered by 
London to move down to the Snaasa Valley. With two six- 
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foot sergeants as escort—and the rest of our unit covering, 
against the possibility that the German troops, defying their 
leaders’ surrender, might take over our entire group—lI ap- 
proached the German garrison’s gate. The German com- 
mander was more nervous than I, and he quickly assured 
me that all German units would remain in their camps in 
perfect discipline. The highway to Trondheim then became 
an excited parade through each small community as the nor- 
mally stolid Norwegians cheered the Allied victory and the 
end of the German occupation. The NORSO Group was a 
prominent element in the National Day parade before 
Crown Prince Olaf in Trondheim. 

But its duties in Norway were not over. The town of Nam- 
sos sixty miles up the coast had been destroyed in 1940 by 
German bombers and still had some ten thousand German 
troops in it. The population asked for some visible reassur- 
ance that the war indeed was over. The NORSO Group was 
chosen for the job, about thirty strong. We rode the same 
railroad we had blown up, somewhat chastened at the short 
time in which it had been repaired by Russian POW’s. I 
billeted the men in friendly homes in the town and hoped 
that a combination of American confidence and German 
discipline would do the job. I soon realized that a problem 
was developing as our men reported shoulder brushes on 
narrow sidewalks with proud German soldiers, but one eve- 
ning the problem was made clear as the crew of five German 
naval craft circled the harbor chanting “Sieg Heil!” My or- 
ders, wisely, were that we should show ourselves in Nam- 
sos, inspect at will, but under no circumstances give a Ger- 
man an order or attempt to arrest or disarm him. This was an 
order easy to follow, as I had not the slightest idea of what I 
could do if a German refused to obev me. But I could and 
did have a responsibility to demonstrate that the war was 
over, so I phoned the German commander to announce that 
at 9 A.M. the next day I would visit the naval ships “to in- 
spect them.” Taking three NORSO members, all former 
Norwegian merchant mariners, I climbed aboard each ship, 
despite the sullen looks of the crewmen. And that put an 
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end to all demonstrations; the message was clear to all that 
the war indeed was over. Inspection made the point to Ger- 
man as well as Norwegian. 

I spent a few days in Oslo, took a sunny daytime flight 
back to London, contrasting with our midnight flight to Ger- 
man-occupied Norway, and made a kindly arranged duty 
visit to OSS headquarters in Paris, where just by coinci- 
dence my father was also then stationed at SHAEF. I made 
one proposal for a new assignment in Europe before depart- 
ing for China, asking OSS chief Russell Forgan if I could be 
put to work on anything OSS might be planning to complete 
the liberation of Europe from fascism by operations against 
Franco's rule in Spain. He quickly said no, and I learned 
that America’s mission in Europe was not purely ideologi- 
cal. A slow ship back to the “Welcome Home—Well Done” 
sign in New York harbor followed in short order. 

The first thing I did when I landed in New York was look 
up Barbara Heinzen. She had graduated from Barnard and 
was working for Abraham and Strauss in Brooklyn as a copy- 
writer. I wasted no time, and we were engaged within two 
weeks. I was assigned to the Pacific Theater, due to be 
shipped either to China (because of my boyhood sojourn 
there) or to Indochina (because I could speak French). Most 
of the Jedburghs, after their operations in France, had been 
sent into action behind Japanese lines in China, Vietnam, 
and Thailand, while I was on the Norwegian operation. 

Among the groups that the OSS supported to fight the Jap- 
anese was a small faction of Vietnamese Communists led by 
an intense and dedicated Ho Chi Minh. Several of the pho- 
tos of the time incongruously show Ho, Vo Nguyen Giap, 
Pham Van Dong, and others in friendly solidarity with their 
American-uniformed OSS-team colleagues. And there my 
OSS counterparts, looking to the ideology of the war for 
freedom, also urged support for Ho and his movement 
against French attempts to reimpose its old colonial rule as 
the Japanese moved out. In this they had the sympathy of 
Franklin Roosevelt, who had vigorously said, “France has 
had the country—thirty million inhabitants—for nearly a 
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hundred years, and the people are worse off than they were 
in the beginning.” He looked to a trusteeship leading to in- 
dependence. But Roosevelt died, and Truman was preoccu- 
pied by the problems of Europe in which a reborn France 
and the British grand alliance were important factors. So the 
OSS link with Vietnamese Communism was broken off, and 
America supported the revival of French and British colo- 
nialism and only later sought non-Communist nationalists to 
slow the momentum that Ho had first developed with OSS. 
This deference to the demands of statecraft over the ideol- 
ogy of freedom would have enormous consequences with 
which I would have to deal twenty years later. But I was far 
from this issue then. 

While I was in New York on leave, the atomic bombs 
were dropped, and the war in the Pacific came to an end. 
That ended my self-discipline not to marry during the war 
and risk leaving a widow, and Barbara and I were married 
on September 15 at St. Patrick’s in New York. I stopped in 
advance at a quiet Catholic church to confess the lively 
bachelor life I had lived as a paratrooper for three years and 
resolved again to follow the Catholic discipline I had 
strayed from during the war—because I knew that Barbara 
was firm in her faith, for which my Irish mother thanked all 
the saints. She came with me down to Washington, and we 
looked into our future. 

I was to be transferred to a military unit and assigned to 
Fort Leavenworth to attend the Command and General Staff 
School in preparation for a regular military career. Since I 
would be starting as a major at twenty-five, the prospect 
seemed promising. But in truth, I had no intention of doing 
that; I was eager to get out of the Army and resume my stud- 
ies at Columbia Law School. In those turbulent weeks after 
V-J Day, I had no idea how long it would take to get my 
discharge; so, figuring that it would be a more fruitful way to 
spend my last months in the Army than any other, I agreed 
to enroll at the Staff School. But then a point system was 
introduced as the scheme by which it would be determined 
who got out of the Army first. I had won the Bronze Star and 
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the Croix de Guerre for the Jedburgh operation in France, 
and the Silver Star and St. Olaf’s Medal for the Norwegian 
operation. Those, combined with my length of service, dat- 
ing from before Pearl Harbor, gave me enough points to be 
eligible for discharge immediately. I checked with Colum- 
bia. They said they would enroll me for the fall semester if I 
could make the classes on the next Monday. Sure I could 
make it. 

But we had one final task to perform for OSS, to provide 
the backdrop for OSS’s last assembly. It occurred in the 
skating rink next to the brewery behind the Washington 
headquarters of OSS on the Potomac River. The Com- 
mander of OSS, Wild Bill Donovan, wanted to dramatize the 
work of his OSS brainchild by showing what great things 
the men and women of his command had done to meet the 
wartime challenges. It was the first time that I had met this 
legendary figure. When he pinned the Silver Star on me, he 
stopped for a moment to comment that he had always 
wanted that decoration himseif. I replied, somewhat embar- 
rassedly, that it would indeed have complemented the 
Medal of Honor, Distinguished Service Cross, and Distin- 
guished Service Medal already on his chest. He smiled, 
then moved on down the line to decorate the mild-looking 
man standing beside me for his service in Bangkok under 
Japanese occupation as the link toa “Free Thai” leader. 

As he passed down to others, the thought struck me how 
lucky I was to be alive. If the landing in France had been a 
few hundred yards to the north into the German garrison, if 
we hadn’t walked far enough that night, if Roger Bardet had 
turned me in, if I had been in one of the planes that crashed 
in Norway, if we hadn’t outrun the Nazi ski patrols, if... if 
_..if the war had not ended when it did and I had been sent 
to China, my luck might not have held on a third try at oper- 
ating behind enemy lines. But it had, and I was still alive 
and married to a wonderful girl and ready to turn to the seri- 
ous business of getting a law degree and getting on with 
life. Intelligence was over. The ceremony meant that Amer- 
ica had discarded it for the better days of peace, as it had 
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always done at the end of a war. In two years I'd be a law- 
yer, eager to get into the liberal causes of the period ahead 
after the defeat of fascist totalitarianism and aggression. 

But OSS was more than an episode or an adventure. It had 
a major impact on me personally of course, transforming the 
young and somewhat shy student I was before into a man 
with confidence, knowing that I could face risk and danger 
and hold my own in a company of free spirits exulting in 
their bravery. I had seen at first hand the political commit- 
ment to freedom of my French and Norwegian colleagues 
translated into courageous actions against a brutal Nazi oc- 
cupation. A girl in Norway, who told me she had not at- 
tended a movie in the five years of German occupation and 
censorship, gave me an idea of the power of political com- 
mitment even in those unable to play more active roles. 

But I learned that bravery and commitment are not 
enough alone. If they are not accompanied by wisdom, they 
can lead to futile, and fatal, wastage. The heroism of the 
French resistance had to be scheduled carefully or it led to 
such disasters as at the Vercors Plateau, where a premature 
uprising was crushed mercilessly by the Germans. Further- 
more, it would have been of little avail to France without 
the massive military power of the Allies landed at Nor- 
mandy, and its real value lay in its contribution to their 
move across France. My own mission’s greatest worth prob- 
ably was in lifting one worry from General Patton, whose 
single-minded drive across France could proceed in confi- 
dence that his flank was secure, or that he would know in 
good time if it was not. 

I couldn’t help but wonder whether the pinpricks of the 
small bridge and half-mile of rails we had destroyed in Nor- 
way, fixed in short order by the prisoners and slave laborers 
of the Germans, were really worth the lives of our comrades 
and the plane crews who had crashed with them. The politi- 
cal fact that Americans had fought and died in Norway dra- 
matized the new alliance between America and this father- 
land of so many of our citizens, but I wondered how much 
our costly mission really contributed to such a major politi- 
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cal relationship. In this field, however, the actions of a few 
could produce potent political results, independent of their 
physical contribution. Thus, the final worth even of the 
bravery of our men lay in the political dimension. 

But had we been wiser, sooner, in this case in identifving 
and meeting Hitlers threats politically before he was so 
powerful that he could be met only militarily, we might 
have produced the same results for the cause of freedom 
without all the death and destruction that procrastination re- 
quired in the end. Although my own OSS role was in the 
guerrilla field, the secret techniques of intelligence sur- 
rounded me, and drummed into me the lesson that knowl- 
edge is vital to action, and that it can forestall the need for 
frantic heroism. Dropping into France or Norway was prem- 
ised on the fact that even mistakes were not fatal among a 
populace friendly to our cause. Dropping into Germany was 
a different question; there a united and disciplined popu- 
lace would have turned me in. 

As I stood at the ceremony in my uniform, I realized that 
the OSS experience had been valuable in other ways. 
Rather than being lost in the rigidities of the great military 
machinery, I had been remarkably free of its procedures and 
had been individually responsible for my job. I had associ- 
ated with free and brave Americans and allies, and drew 
from them and the crises we faced the psychic rewards from 
meeting great challenges. The experience convinced me of 
the importance of freedom, personal as well as political, and 
my survival had given me hope that similar efforts to further 
it in the future could be successful. 

During the final ceremony, Donovan referred first to his 
scholars and research experts in describing the OSS “team” 
and only secondly mentioned the “active units in operations 
and intelligence who engaged the enemy in direct encoun- 
ter.” In this he reflected his unique contribution to Ameri- 
can intelligence, that scholarship was its primary discipline, 
that the acquisition of information was to serve it, and that 
its paramilitary adventures were an adjunct to its authority 
and expertise in secret machinery. If anyone other than 
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Donovan had started American intelligence, these three ele- 
ments might not have been combined in it. But he did, and 
they reappeared -in later uneasy alliance in this new disci- 
pline for America. 

The surge of “now it can be told” stories about the OSS, 
which flowed into the mass media after the war, concen- 
trated on its adventurous aspects almost exclusively, how- 
ever. These glamorous aspects of the OSS resistance and 
guerrilla experience thus came to dominate its public image, 
submerging the analytical contribution and the more refined 
clandestine discipline of secret intelligence. To be sure, the 
research analysts were mentioned in the official and semiof- 
ficial accounts of the OSS experience, but the great innova- 
tion they brought to the intelligence profession in those 
years was not given the public prominence it deserved. 

This was to have long-term effects. For one thing, in the 
intelligence profession a split developed between the schol- 
ars and analysts on the one side and the paramilitary and 
covert operatives on the other. For another, the rash of pub- 
licity of the OSS’s glamorous adventures confirmed the spy- 
fiction stereotype of intelligence and developed an appetite 
for such stories of intrigue and sensation in the American 
public. The consequence of both would have a powerful ef- 
fect on the practice of intelligence in the decades ahead. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Intelligence or the Law 


Po In the autumn of 1945 the nation heaved a collec- 
tive sigh of relief and satisfaction at the successful end of 
the years of combat and destruction, its unity and effort fully 
justified by the shocking revelations of Hitler’s death camps. 
It sadly but proudly buried its dead, including my closest 
Burlington High School friend, Jim Cooke, outside Manila; 
my parachute artillery companion from Texas, Carrol Willis, 
in Italy; my Norwegian-American comrades in England. In 
the space of a few months, the greatest naval, air and army 
force ever assembled to fight two wars simultaneously 
melted away through demobilization, and the nation looked 
ahead to a world free of the menace of Fascist aggression. 

But one wise man was concerned. For months Bill Dono- 
van had argued vigorously that the United States would 
need a centralized intelligence service in the years ahead as 
much as it did during the war. In November 1944 he wrote 
to his Columbia Law School classmate President Roosevelt 
exactly what should be done: 


Once our enemies are defeated, the demand will be equally 
pressing for information that will aid us in solving the problems 
of peace. This will require two things: 1. That intelligence con- 
trol be returned to the supervision of the President. [During the 
war, the OSS had been under the direction of the Joint Chiefs of 
Staff.] 2. The establishment of a central authority reporting di- 
rectly to you, with responsibility to frame intelligence objec- 
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tives and to collect and coordinate the intelligence material re- 
quired by the Executive Branch in planning and carrying out 
national policy and strategy. 


More specifically, Donovan proposed that this central au- 
thority should coordinate the functions of all government in- 
telligence agencies (e.g., Army G-2, the Office of Naval In- 
telligence, State Department); collect intelligence through 
its own network of spies and counterspies which it would 
recruit, train and run itself; evaluate, synthesize and dissem- 
inate all the intelligence needed by the government to de- 
termine policies “with respect to national planning and se- 
curity in peace and war, and the advancement of broad 
national policy’; conduct “subversive operations abroad”; 
have its own independent budget; and exercise “such other 
functions and duties relating to intelligence as the President 
from time to time may direct.” What the authority, however, 
would not have—and Donovan made quite a point of ex- 
cluding it—-was any police or law-enforcement function, 
either at home or abroad. In effect, what he outlined in this 
memo was the Central Intelligence Agency. 

But Donovan and the OSS had made powerful enemies 
and jealous rivals with their free-wheeling, flamboyant style. 
The military repeatedly resisted an independent intelli- 
gence service during the war. (MacArthur, for example, 
banned the OSS entirely from his Pacific Theater of opera- 
tions, and the OSS was formed only after Donovan con- 
sented that it report to the Joint Chiefs of Staff.) The military 
certainly would not be subservient to him and his organiza- 
tion in the intelligence field in peacetime. Nor was the State 
Department about to surrender its primacy in the processing 
and analysis of information in the field of foreign affairs. 
But Donovan’s most adamant and potent foe was J. Edgar 
Hoover. 

Before Roosevelt established the OSS, he had given the 
FBI the job not only of protecting the nation against sabo- 
teurs and spies at home but also of running espionage and 
counterespionage operations in Latin America, and it had 
continued these operations after the OSS was formed, and to 
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the exclusion of the OSS, throughout the war. Now with 
wars end, Hoover was eager to expand this mandate. Dono- 
vans scheme directly threatened his ambitions and, with 
the enthusiastic support of G-2, ONI and the State Depart- 
ment, Hoover set about sabotaging it. 

On February 9, 1945, under the byline of a certain Walter 
Trohan, the Washington Times-Herald and its sister news- 
paper, the Chicago Tribune, carried a startling story. 


Creation of an all-powerful intelligence service to spy on the 
postwar world and pry into the lives of citizens at home is under 
consideration by the New Deal. ... The Washington Times-Her- 
ald and the Chicago Tribune yesterday secured exclusively a 
copy of a highly confidential and secret memorandum from Gen- 
eral Donovan to President Roosevelt... setting up the general 
intelligence service, which would supersede all existing Fed- 
eral police and intelligence units, including Army G-2, Navy 
ONI, the Federal Bureau of Investigation, the Internal Revenue 
Agency... 


The article then went on to imply that the proposed intel- 
ligence service would have secret funds for spy work “along 
the lines of bribery and luxury living described in the nov- 
els of E. Phillips Oppenheim.” It was an inspired hatchet 
job, obviously meant to raise fear in the public mind that 
what Donovan was intent on forming was some sort of Ge- 
stapo. And how had Trohan got hold of Donovan’s memo to 
Roosevelt in the first place? Hoover had given it to him. 

There is every reason to believe that Roosevelt favored 
Donovan’s idea of converting the OSS into a peacetime cen- 
tral intelligence agency. But, because of the flap caused by 
Trohan’s article, he decided to postpone taking any action 
on it for a few weeks, until the furor calmed down. But by 
the time it did, it was too late. Roosevelt was dead and Tru- 
man had stepped into the Presidency. Donovan made one 
last try to save the OSS. Calling on such talented writers as 
Stewart Alsop, Tom Braden and John Shaheen within the 
OSS’s ranks, he launched a propaganda campaign from 
which came a flood of glamorous adventure stories of the 
OSS’s wartime exploits. But it didn’t do any good. In fact, if 
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anything, it probably did harm. Truman was annoyed, inter- 
preting the campaign as just so much self-aggrandizement 
on Donovan’s part, designed to launch the colorful hero of 
two wars—and a Republican—into national politics. 

And, besides, the new and inexperienced President had 
other, far more urgent matters pressing on him. In his first 
months of office, he had to deal with the surrender of Nazi 
Germany, the decision to drop the atomic bomb, the capitu- 
lation of Japan, the meeting with Stalin and Churchill at 
Potsdam, and all the problems of organizing the peace in the 
postwar world. In this perspective, the future of the OSS 
seemed minor indeed, a niggling irritant, and the best way 
of dealing with it was simply by getting rid of it. On Sep- 
tember 20, 1945, he did just that, disbanding it. 

Under his Executive Order terminating the OSS, Truman 
hit upon a rather Solomonic solution as to how to dispose of 
the organization’s functions and personnel: he ordered that 
the baby be cut in half. The researchers and analysts, men 
like William Langer, Sherman Kent and Ray Cline, who had 
toiled quietly during the war in Washington, evaluating and 
synthesizing intelligence from all sources, and who were to 
go on and make distinguished careers as intelligence offi- 
cers in later years, were assigned to the State Department. 
There, under Presidential order, they were meant to “take 
the lead in organizing peacetime intelligence.” But State 
wasn't in the least pleased to have these outsiders thrust 
upon it, and rather than have them function as a single ex- 
pert unit, it scattered them haphazardly throughout the De- 
partment where their value was diluted and eventually 
wasted. 

As for the OSS’s clandestine operatives, the spymasters 
and counterspies like Richard Helms, James Angleton, 
Harry Rositzke, Tom Karamessines, John Bross and Lyman 
Kirkpatrick, who too were to become major figures in the 
American intelligence community in the years to come, they 
were transferred to the War Department. There they fared a 
bit better than their colleagues at State. They were at least 
kept together by a proper Army officer, William Quinn, who 
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knew their value from firsthand exposure in southern 
France. His Strategic Services Unit at the War Department 
pushed and supported them to keep their old OSS spy net- 
works in Eastern Europe, the Balkans and China and to be- 
gin developing confidential liaison with friendly foreign in- 
telligence services. 

Despite their relative impotence, these two groups must 
be credited with keeping the flame of intelligence burning 
in America during the first postwar year. At State, the group 
of historians, political scientists and other scholars dedi- 
cated to transforming raw information into “intelligence” to 
alert the President to the realities and complexities of the 
postwar world, held fast to the ideal of independent and ob- 
jective analysis. They fought hard against being integrated 
into the regular diplomatic service. And the SSU group at 
the War Department dedicated itself to demonstrating the 
need for professional secret espionage and counterespion- 
age operations even in peacetime, especially in those coun- 
tries where the Communists were in power or threatening to 
become so. The dedication of both groups unquestionably 
had a long-term, positive influence on the practice of intelli- 
gence gathering in the subsequent decades. 

But there was another long-term effect—and this quite a 
negative one—as a result of the split of OSS functions and 
personnel between the State and War Departments. The 
separation of the research and analysis scholars from the 
clandestine operatives encouraged and exacerbated the 
growth of two “cultures” within the intelligence profession, 
cultures severely compartmented from each other and often 
hostile to or contemptuous of each other—a condition that 
has plagued and complicated intelligence work to this day. 

There was, of course, yet a third group of OSS personnel 
that had to be disposed of at wars end: the paramilitary 
types, the parachutists and guerrilla fighters and covert pro- 
pagandists like Michael Burke, Tom Braden, Stewart Alsop, 
John Shaheen and me. As there seemed at that time to be 
absolutely no use for us or our special skills in peacetime 
intelligence work, we were given the choice of making our 
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careers in regular military service or going home. Some, 
such as Jedburghs Aaron Bank, Jack Singlaub and Bill 
Pietsch, chose the military and went on to play important 
roles there in developing and refining the techniques of ir- 
regular guerrilla warfare that would one day lead to the for- 
mation of the U.S. Army Special Forces—the Green Berets. 
But most chose to go home and look ahead to the challenges 
of civilian life. Walter Mansfield returned to the law; Stew- 
art Alsop joined his brother Joe in writing a political news- 
paper column; and I returned to school to prepare for a ca- 
reer as a liberal-leaning labor lawyer. 

Barbara found and fixed up a dark and rather dingy apart- 
ment on Manhattan’s upper west side so that we could be 
near Columbia. To supplement the $80-a-month GI Bill 
(which just paid our rent), she supported us editing a house 
organ for the New York State Department of Labor until the 
first of our children came along. During this period I disap- 
peared all day and night into the library and law-review of- 
fices, and had no connection with the cloak-and-dagger 
world of intelligence. To be sure, from time to time, the Jed- 
burghs would get together in a rather haphazard sort of 
alumni evening on the town and light-hearted nostalgia 
about the good old days of derring-do. And from time to 
time we would see Donovan. As irrepressibly romantic as 
ever, he liked to stay in touch with his “boys,” especially 
those who had participated in the more spectacular adven- 
tures, and he occasionally invited Barbara and me to join 
him in the seats allotted him as a trustee of Columbia for a 
football game, or for a dinner at his Sutton Place apartment. 
And out of this contact came an offer of a job. When I gradu- 
ated trom Columbia Law School in February 1947, Donovan 
invited me to join his firm of Donovan, Leisure, Newton, 
Lumbard and Irvine. 

The firm occupied three floors at 2 Wall Street and exuded 
the successful air of brilliant legal minds working on the 
great corporate problems of the day—antitrust counsel and 
defense, company mergers and stock issues and the tax con- 
sequences of trust arrangements. But there was something 
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more. Walter Mansfield, Otto Doering, Dick Heppner and 
others had returned to the firm from service with Donovan 
in OSS, and they supported him still in his continuing cam- 
paign to convince the nation to establish a permanent 
professional intelligence service, and worked also on the le- 
gal problems of Donovan’s international contacts. 

As the most junior associate, I wrote drafts of legal briefs, 
reviewed minutes of trade-association clients to ensure that 
they did not transgress the Sherman Act, and took notes as 
the partners met with the clients to outline their cases. And 
at times there was the chance to deal with one or another of 
Donovan's OSS subordinates who had a new problem— 
helping with a book, straightening out a claim for disability, 
or just drafting encouraging letters. When Donovan was re- 
tained to determine the facts behind the murder of news- 
man George Polk in Greece in 1948, Barbara and I received 
his lovely young Greek widow, Rhea, and eased her arrival 
in America. And, in another case, I learned that the strict 
letter of the law does not always govern, when my careful 
legal pleadings were brushed aside by one exile Rumanian 
financier, who abruptly settled his intense dispute with an- 
other exile Rumanian financier on realizing that neither was 
apt to obtain access to some timberland now under Commu- 
nist control in Rumania. (I noted that the opposing counsel 
was Frank Wisner, three floors above in 2 Wall Street, who 
had also been in OSS and had left in disgust at the low level 
to which the intelligence service had sunk in 1946.) 

In the best Wall Street tradition, the individual lawyer’s 
politics were his own affair. Most of the partners were Re- 
publicans, like Donovan, but my own Democratic leanings 
were respected, and my initial activities in that direction 
even encouraged. After all, a Wall Street institution must 
look with realism on the shifts in political direction in the 
United States, and it could only help to have friends and 
associates in both camps. So I went beyond the ritual mem- 
bership in the downtown New York Young Democratic Club 
of lawyers and investment counselors to join my local Rob- 
ert B. Blaikie Regular Democratic Association of the 7th As- 
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sembly District. In that outpost of Tammany Hall I rang 
doorbells to urge the voters to support Harry Truman for 
President in 1948, and helped as a watcher at the polls on 
the night of his victory. And with a kindred band of Demo- 
cratic liberals such as Joe and Vince Broderick, I joined a 
rump group of “Fair Deal Democrats” in that traditional en- 
deavor to purify Tammany from within that is a cyclical fea- 
ture of New York’s Byzantine politics, and to support the 
campaign of Franklin D. Roosevelt, Jr., for election to Con- 
gress. Another extracurricular activity was being an Army 
Reserve officer with fellow Wall Streeter and later Under- 
secretary of State and Ambassador to France, John Irwin, 
where we planned guerrilla exercises on maps of the West 
Point area and I took two weeks duty with the 82nd Air- 
borne on a winter maneuver in the snow. 

But peace was proving to be fragile. Stalin presented a 
new threat to the world, and Donovan had added a warning 
of danger to his appeals for a proper intelligence service. 
Gradually the political issues I dealt with included more in- 
ternational matters, and not merely the need for equal rights 
for blacks and unionization of labor. Soviet Communism had 
revealed itself as a new totalitarian threat to democratic peo- 
ple everywhere. Stalin had plainly reneged on the Yalta 
Agreements and was aggressively pushing his ambitions in 
much the way Hitler had done a decade before. Virtually 
every day one read in the newspapers of vet another Soviet 
move; the Communist coup in Czechoslovakia and 
Masaryk’s shocking “suicide”; Communist insurrection in 
Greece; the Red Army’s refusal to withdraw from Iran; 
Communist-inspired strikes and subversion in Italy and 
France—not to mention the unnerving examples of Soviet 
espionage in the United States and Britain as revealed in 
the trials of the Rosenbergs, Klaus Fuchs, Alger Hiss and 
Judith Coplon. 

My dislike of Soviet Communism dated back to my col- 
lege days, to my studies of the Spanish Civil War, to my 
reading of Lenin, to my awareness of the Stalinist purge 
trials, to my disgust with the Hitler-Stalin Pact. During the 
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war I had heard from fellow Jedburghs of the ruthless Com- 
munist attempt to seize power in southern France. And I 
was shocked to learn of the Red Army’s delay outside War- 
saw to permit the Nazis to massacre the non-Communist 
Polish partisans so as to clear the way for a takeover by Pol- 
ish Communists. The increasingly brazen events of the early 
Cold War years and the flood of books like Darkness at 
Noon and Homage to Catalonia brought Communist cyni- 
cism into clear focus. But, in fact, it took a personal experi- 
ence in New York to show that the Communist threat was 
close to home. 

I got a call one day in late 1946 from Mickey Boerner of 
the American Veterans Committee. The AVC had been 
formed to provide an alternative veterans’ organization for 
former servicemen and servicewomen too liberal to join the 
conservative American Legion. In the early postwar period, 
the Communists were determined to play a role among vet- 
erans, but their efforts to penetrate and dominate the Ameri- 
can Legion had, not surprisingly, failed. And so, just around 
this time, they had turned their attention to the fledgling, 
liberal AVC, and the struggle was in full bloom in Manhat- 
tan Chapter No. 1. In order to stave off a takeover by several 
Communist rank-and-file members, Mickey was trying to re- 
cruit additional liberal non-Communist veterans, and a law- 
school friend had suggested my name. I quickly agreed to 
come to the next meeting. It was an enlightening if disturb- 
ing experience. 

About thirty members showed up, and after I joined and 
paid my dues I listened to the program. At issue was a Com- 
munist proposal that the Chapter adopt a resolution, to be 
submitted to the national convention, that called for support 
of the continued revolt by the “democratic forces” of Greece 
against the “Fascist-dominated” government there. An an- 
gry debate raged. On one side were those who recognized 
that the Communists had played a major role in the resis- 
tance against German occupation, but who did not want to 
see a repetition of the Communist takeover of Poland. On 
the other were the Communists, who argued that the real 
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objective of the resistance sacrifices should be to sweep 
away the old regime entirely and replace it with a new soci- 
ety led by those hardened in the battle. The discipline and 
stamina of the Communists provided a classic example of 
the organizational techniques outlined by Lenin. And as the 
hour grew later and the wrangling continued, it was clear 
that only Mickey’s band of special recruits would stay long 
enough to prevent the Communist victory on the resolution 
while the ordinary members left in disgust or because of the 
call of home and family. The Communist resolution did not 
pass, but neither was the AVC able to do or say anything 
constructive, and the dream of an organization of liberal vet- 
erans became a casualty of the new cold war. 

This sort of struggle, of course, wasn’t limited to the AVC. 
In the tradition of the Popular Front movements of the thir- 
ties and forties, Communist efforts at penetrating, subvert- 
ing, and taking over liberal organizations (such as Henry 
Wallace’s Progressive Party, where in great part they suc- 
ceeded, and Walter Reuther’s United Auto Workers, where 
they failed) were going on all over the world during this 
period. And this raised a crucial challenge and dilemma for 
liberals like myself: how could we resist real Communist 
aggression, which threatened to destroy our liberties, with- 
out falling into that hysterical, demagogic anti-Communism, 
which would soon go by the name of McCarthyism and 
clearly represented just as much a threat. It was a challenge, 
no matter how difficult, liberals had to meet; a dilemma, no 
matter how tricky, they had to solve. For in my view, what 
was happening in the late forties was a dangerous replay of 
what had happened in the late thirties. I was convinced that 
the Communists were as ruthlessly intent on expanding 
their totalitarian power and taking over the world as the Na- 
zis had been a decade before. And I was just as eager now 
as I had been then that the United States and the other 
democracies collectively counter and contain this expansion 
before it grew to military conflict. 

I was, of course, hardly alone in this view. Whereas for 
some liberals the desire to avoid the excesses of anti- 
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Communism or out of a confused nostalgia over Commu- 
nism’s erstwhile antifascism resulted in a kind of political 
paralysis and intellectual blindness, many leading Ameri- 
cans were clear about the danger. Harry Truman, George 
Marshall, Henry Stimson, Averell Harriman, and Bill Dono- 
van called for a positive stand against the new totalitarian 
menace, a move to a new United Europe, economic recov- 
ery, support to Greece and Turkey, and a North Atlantic Al- 
liance. As one step in this direction, James V. Forrestal 
called for the modernization of America’s defense establish- 
ment to apply the lessons learned in World War II. 

Just a few months after disbanding the OSS, Truman had 
come full circle to call for a central intelligence organi- 
zation. As he later told Merle Miller and was quoted in 
the latter's oral biography, Plain Speaking, “The President 
needed at that time a central organization that would bring 
all the various intelligence reports we were getting in those 
days, and there must have been a dozen of them, maybe 
more, bring them all into one organization so that the Presi- 
dent would get one report on what was going on in various 
parts of the world.” Even before he dissolved the OSS, Tru- 
man had said to his naval aide, Clark Clifford, that, “If we 
had had some central repository for information, and some- 
body to look at it and fit all the pieces together, there never 
would have been a Pearl Harbor.” * His view was rein- 
forced by the recommendations of the Congressional Joint 
Committee on the Pearl Harbor Attack, which found the 
fragmentation of such American intelligence as existed in 
1941 responsible in good measure for our lack of prepared- 
ness and called for a unified intelligence service. 

But the problem of forming such a unified service was just 
as difficult then as it always had been. The Army, Navy, 
State Department and FBI, jealous of their own prerogatives 
in the intelligence field, opposed the creation of a strong 
central agency that would take precedence over them, 
whether led by Donovan or led by anyone else. Under the 


* Tom Braden in American Heritage, February 1977. 


68 / HONORABLE MEN 


circumstances, the best that Truman could arrange was a 
weak compromise. On January 22, 1946, only four months 
after OSS had been disbanded, by Presidential directive, he 
set up the National Intelligence Authority comprised of the 
Secretaries of State, War and Navy, as well as the 
President’s personal representative (Admiral William D. 
Leahy). The NIA was charged with planning, developing 
and coordinating all “Federal foreign intelligence ac- 
tivities,’ and its operating arm was to be an organization 
called the Central Intelligence Group, whose personnel 
would come from the intelligence services of each of the 
overseeing departments. Its director, appointed by the Pres- 
ident, was instructed to “accomplish the correlation and 
evaluation of intelligence” by making full use of “the staff 
and facilities of the intelligence agencies of (the) depart- 
ments.” 

While the CIG was clearly the first step toward a CIA, it 
was nowhere near the independent, central authority that 
Donovan had visualized. In the first place, and crucially, it 
did not have its own budget. What funding it got, as well as 
its personnel, came from the departments and at their plea- 
sure. And by this—as well as their overseer role on the 
NIA—the departments assured their autonomy and preem- 
inence in the intelligence field. Moreover, the CIG, whose 
total staff at the outset numbered only eighty, was meant to 
concentrate on research and analysis. It was not to have 
an intelligence-gathering capability of its own, but would 
gather its facts from the State Department’s overseas embas- 
sies and depend on the Army and Navy for military informa- 
tion. And to reassure the military that the CIG would re- 
spect the secrets to which it was given access, the NIA and 
the director were directed to be “responsible for fully pro- 
tecting intelligence sources and methods.” Nor, moreover, 
was the CIG meant to engage in any clandestine political or 
paramilitary operations of the sort that had made the OSS’s 
reputation. To be sure, Truman’s directive did say the CIG 
would “perform such other functions and duties related to 
intelligence affecting the national security as the President 
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and the National Intelligence Authority may from time to 
time direct.” But this was regarded as a catch-all phrase, 
borrowed from Donovan’s memorandum to F.D.R. two years 
before and added to give flexibility for unforeseen contin- 
gencies in the future. And finally, to reassure the FBI and 
overcome any fears of an American Gestapo, Truman made a 
point of stressing that the CIG would deal only with foreign 
intelligence. It was to have “no police, law-enforcement or 
internal-security functions” (a paraphrase of another Dono- 
van point) and was not authorized to conduct “investigations 
inside the ... United States.” 

But as the Cold War intensified in the vear following the 
CIG’s formation, its inadequacy became increasingly appar- 
ent, and attempts were made to strengthen it for the job it 
had to do in an increasingly threatening world. The Stra- 
tegic Services Unit at the War Department, with its old OSS 
spies and counterspies, was transferred (under the new des- 
ignation of Office of Special Operations—OSO) to CIG. 
With that the Group got a small but highly professional in- 
dependent clandestine collection capability with men like 
Richard Helms and Harry Rositzke operating in Germany, 
James Angleton in Italy, Alfred Ulmer in Austria. Moreover, 
it took over the FBI’s intelligence-gathering function in 
Latin America. And the research-and-analysis staff was 
beefed up; an Office of Reports and Estimates was created 
to produce daily intelligence summaries and conduct eco- 
nomic and scientific research. And the Foreign Broadcast 
Information Service was brought over from the State De- 
partment to provide an overt collection capability on foreign 
affairs. By 1947 the CIG’s staff had mushroomed to nearly 
two thousand (of which about one third were overseas). 
Even so, the general consensus of professional intelligence 
people was that the CIG was a disorganized assembly of 
parts, not a working machine, bigger but not much better 
than before. What was worse, it even failed to perform the 
specific function for which it was created. Separate intelli- 
gence reports from G-2, ONI, the State Department and a 
host of other agencies still flooded the President's desk. The 
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CIG merely added one more, albeit an interesting one, to 
the unstanchable stream. 

This situation wasn’t corrected until Forrestal’s campaign 
to modernize the national-security structure finally suc- 
ceeded. World War II had taught the wisdom of a single line 
of military command covering land, sea and air forces. The 
ad hoc and informal arrangements by which the nation had 
conducted that war had to be put on a formal and permanent 
basis if it were to pursue the Cold War effectively, and be 
ready for a hot one. How this should be done was debated 
all through 1946 and well into 1947. There were those who 
believed that the Army and Navy should be merged, with a 
single Department of National Defense, one chief of staff 
and one unified general staff. There were those who argued 
that the services be kept separate (the Air Force becoming 
independent) with a Joint Chiefs of Staff organization and a 
civilian Secretary of Defense coordinating them. So, when 
the Congress finally passed the National Security Act and 
the President signed it on September 15, 1947, the focus of 
attention was on the provisions coming from this debate: the 
creation of the National Security Council, establishment of 
an independent Air Force, and formation of the Department 
of Defense under which the separate Departments of Army, 
Navy and Air Force were unified. Little attention was paid 
to another provision in the Act. With virtually no discussion 
or debate, the Act also created a Central Intelligence 
Agency, giving the United States the first peacetime, coordi- 
nated and comprehensive intelligence service in its history. 

The statutory charter establishing the CIA repeated much 
of the wording of Truman’s Presidential directive, which 
had created the CIG eighteen months before. For example, 
the new agency was assigned the tasks of advising the Na- 
tional Security Council on matters related to national secu- 
rity, of making recommendations to the NSC on the coordi- 
nation of the intelligence activities of all departments, of 
correlating and evaluating intelligence and providing for its 
appropriate dissemination, carrying out “services of com- 
mon concern” (which was understood to be a euphemism 
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for espionage and clandestine counterintelligence) and per- 
forming “such other functions and duties related to intelli- 
gence affecting the national security as the NSC may from 
time to time direct.” Thus, in effect, the CIG was expected 
to carry on without major change under the new Agency 
name, collecting intelligence, both overtly and covertly, 
doing research and analysis and producing intelligence 
summaries and estimates. 

But there were some crucial differences between CIG and 
CIA. Under the Act, the CIA was an independent depart- 
ment of the Executive Branch of government created by 
Congressional legislation. It was responsible directly to the 
NSC. Since the President presided over the NSC, and since 
the Cabinet members of the NSC had only advisory powers, 
this meant that the Agency had a direct channel to, and was 
under the control of, the President. The various competing 
intelligence services of the departments no longer could 
control the Agency’s activities. And the CIA was given its 
own budget—a secret one at that—and was authorized to 
hire and train its own personnel. 

There was one thing, however, the new agency did not 
get at this time. In his original memorandum on the subject 
to F.D.R. in 1944, Donovan had proposed that a central in- 
telligence organization be authorized to conduct “subver- 
sive operations abroad.” Truman had not taken up this sug- 
gestion in setting up the CIG, nor was it now included in 
the CIA’s charter. American intelligence was launched in- 
stead toward a quiet future. 

But with the rising intensity of the Cold War and the clear 
use by the Communist world of infiltration, subversion and 
guerrilla techniques—in Greece, in Western Europe, and in 
the Philippines—an increasing number of voices argued that 
the United States had to have not only the intelligence- 
collecting and -analysis capability to report on the Cold War, 
but also the political and paramilitary capability with which 
to fight it. In December 1947 a small step was made when 
President Truman gave CIA a charter to conduct small-scale 
covert psychological and propaganda operations. But others 
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called for broader political and even paramilitary action, re- 
calling the wartime success of OSS support to people resist- 
ing Nazi totalitarianism. The issue was soon raised whether 
and how America could provide large-scale covert assistance 
to people who were struggling against Communist subver- 
sion and expansion in a Cold War, so that a hot war would 
never be needed to free them. 

Of especial concern at that moment—and a dramatic ex- 
ample of a situation where the need to meet Communist 
subversion was particularly acute—was the 1948 election in 
Italy. There the Soviet Union, employing a host of subver- 
sive techniques, was providing massive political support to 
the Italian Communist Party in its campaign to overcome 
the Italian Christian Democrats and the other center demo- 
cratic parties. The fear was great that Italy could go the way 
of Czechoslovakia, and by the same means, and if it did, as 
George Kennan wrote at the time, “our whole position in 
the Mediterranean, and possibly in western Europe as well, 
would probably be undermined.” 

What was to be done? Private Italian-American groups or- 
ganized letterwriting campaigns to urge friends and family 
in Italy to reject the Communists. Economic and military aid 
under the Marshall Plan was shipped to Italy to shore up 
Gasperis government. But clearly something more was 
needed, something more than diplomacy and governmental 
assistance, if Communist ambitions in Italy were to be frus- 
trated. The democratic political parties and private groups 
had to be helped, as the Soviets were helping the Commu- 
nist ones. The something more needed was covert political 
and propaganda support and operations of the kind with 
which the OSS had helped the resistance grow in World 
War II. 

CIA’s legislative charter did not contain Donovan’s charge 
to conduct “subversive operations abroad.” But the need 
was there, and, with a sudden stroke of ingenuity, the CIA 
fixed on that catch-all phrase that had first appeared in Don- 
ovan’s memo to F.D.R. and had been carried over to the 
CIG and then to the CIA: “perform such other functions and 
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duties related to intelligence affecting the national security 
as the National Security Council may from time to time di- 
rect.” Although CIA’s general counsel first demurred, the 
feeling was that this wording could be construed to autho- 
rize the clandestine subversive operations needed now. The 
matter was put to Truman. He agreed. And in June 1948 the 
National Security Council issued Directive No. 10/2 autho- 
rizing the CIA to undertake secret political and paramilitary 
operations. A special unit, euphemistically entitled the Of- 
fice of Policy Coordination (OPC), was set up to carry them 
out, under the direction of the Secretaries of State and De- 
fense with the Director of CIA. And Frank Wisner, the in- 
tense New York lawyer who had seen Soviet tactics at first 
hand for the OSS in Rumania, was named to head it. Wisner 
landed like a dynamo, read all the intelligence and set out to 
form a clandestine force worldwide. By hard work and bril- 
liance, and by reaching widely for similarly activist OSS 
alumni, he started it operating in the atmosphere of an order 
of Knights Templars, to save Western freedom from Com- 
munist darkness—and from war. 

The creation of the OPC completed the formation of the 
CIA. There were the analysts evaluating information from 
all sources and drawing their conclusions. There were the 
spymasters and counterspies, recruiting and exploiting 
agents and working with foreign intelligence services. And 
now there were the covert political and paramilitary activ- 
ists, reveling in risk, commitment and secret influence. To- 
gether these three “cultures,” severely compartmented from 
one another, which were to dominate the intelligence com- 
munity for the next two decades, formed an agency almost 
precisely like the one Donovan had proposed that his OSS 
become. 

But as all this swirled at the high level, I remained deep 
in the law. Responsive to my long interest, the Donovan 
firm assigned me some labor-law work and sent me to the 
Legal Aid Society at Manhattan’s Criminal Courts to learn 
something of courtroom procedure by giving poor defen- 
dants arrested in New York for misdemeanors a basic de- 
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fense. And most of the defendants were indeed poor, as well 
as minorities, dramatically demonstrating the correlation be- 
tween economic misery and crime. I continued my outside 
political activities and joined the American Civil Liberties 
Union to help write briefs in civil-liberties cases. But I be- 
came restless, despite the intellectual stimulation of daily 
contests with the fine minds drawn from throughout the na- 
tion to Wall Street. 

I could see pretty clearly what the future held: promotion 
from associate to partner, more responsibility writing briefs, 
counseling clients, and arguing corporate, antitrust, or labor- 
law cases, an always rising income and, as Barbara and I by 
now had two children, Jonathan and Catherine, and had 
every intention of having more, whom we didn’t want to 
raise on the streets of New York, the inevitable move along 
with all the successful young families of our time out to 
some proper suburb like Scarsdale or Greenwich. 

Now this future might, from time to time, be enlivened by 
some government or political work such as my help to Don- 
ovan on the Polk case or the trip we took together in 1949 to 
attend the unveiling of a monument to the dead of the Rype 
operation on that lonely hill of Plukkutjonnfjellet in north- 
ern Norway (a trip, incidentally, during which I overheard a 
tantalizing conversation between a Norwegian and an Amer- 
ican intelligence officer at an Oslo reception about their ef- 
forts to run down a mysterious supply of uranium that had 
been offered for sale). But such glimpses of the world out- 
side New York only made my predictable Wall Street future 
that much more unappealing, and I could confidently pre- 
dict the decline of my political idealism in exact step with 
the rise in my status and responsibilities. 

So I began casting around for a break in the pattern. My 
interest in politics was as keen as ever, my concern with 
such liberal issues as labor relations and unionization as sin- 
cere as ever, and so I hit upon the idea of applying for an 
attorney s job at the National Labor Relations Board, ration- 
alizing the drop in salary as only a sabbatical to get the kind 
of litigation training available in government but only rarely 
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experienced on Wall Street. So in the autumn of 1949 we 
moved to Washington, where I embarked on a career as a 
government lawyer, preparing and arguing briefs, mainly on 
appeals brought by employers against NLRB decisions. It 
was an extremely short career; it lasted barely a year. 

For Frank Wisner’s new Office of Policy Coordination had 
moved into high gear and was engaged in a major recruiting 
campaign for personnel. Naturally enough it turned to the 
reservoir of old OSS types with experience in its kinds of 
covert operations. Indeed, the OPC’s early leadership was 
studded with the names of those who had played prominent 
roles in OSS during World War II, men like Franklin Lind- 
say, Kermit Roosevelt, Tom Braden—men who were anxious 
to return to the forefront of the struggle against the new to- 
talitarian threat. And it recruited new men like Cord Meyer, 
whose liberal activism had taken him high in the World 
Federalists and the American Veterans Committee. Among 
them was Gerald Miller, the OSS civilian who had been my 
commander in Western Europe and who had come to the 
airport to bid farewell to me and my Norwegian-American 
ski troops when we departed for our mission to Norway. 

Shortly after we arrived in Washington and I had dived 
into my NLRB work, I got a call from Gerry. He said he had 
heard that I was in town, and suggested that we lunch to 
refresh our acquaintance. When we got together, we spent 
only a few moments on the old days and then turned to the 
problems of the world of today. He said that he had become 
so concerned at the direction events had taken that he had 
decided to drop the idea of going back to the Michigan 
banking business and had returned to the “old firm” with its 
new name of CIA. He was vague enough, following the 
rules of secrecy, which limited what he could say to an out- 
sider like me, but between the lines I could tell that he was 
talking essentially of a peacetime continuation of our earlier 
work together. And after a while he came out flatly and said 
he would like me to join up again with him. 

The offer was certainly tempting, evoking the challenge of 
great international events and struggles on behalf of the 
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same freedom we had defended against Hitler. But it just 
wasn't possible. I had only been with the NLRB a few 
weeks, and to pick up and leave would neither be fair to my 
new bosses there nor good for whatever career record I was 
building. At the same time I couldn’t quite let the opportu- 
nity pass entirely. So I told Gerry that I would like to offer 
my services as a part-time consultant if that were possible. 
“Go ahead and run the clearance check on me,” I said. 
“Then let’s see if there’s anything you'd want me to do from 
time to time.’ He agreed, and I filled out the long forms, 
giving all my former addresses, the eleven schools I had at- 
tended, and the twenty-four associations I had joined, from 
the Association of Catholic Trade Unionists to the Museum 
of Modern Art. 

So I continued the NLRB work, arguing my first case in 
Philadelphia for hosiery workers trying to organize, and 
writing a brief against agribusiness efforts to block strike ac- 
tivity by grape pickers in California. As extracurricular work 
outside the quiet bureaucracy, I helped write an American 
Civil Liberties Union brief in a Supreme Court case involv- 
ing the harassment of a left-wing California group protesting 
the Marshall Plan. 

But then, in June 1950, the Korean War broke out. Sud- 
denly the entire situation was changed. The Cold War had 
turned hot; Communist aggression had revealed itself bra- 
zenly as a dire and immediate danger. Once again the 
United States was caught up in a new mobilization, as it met 
the first Communist assault squarely rather than appease, as 
we had done in the 1930s. As an Army Reserve officer with 
the rank of major, I had no doubt that I would soon be called 
back into active service. My work at the NLRB was clearly 
of secondary importance against this new threat to world 
peace and freedom. All I had to decide was whether, in the 
fight against Communist totalitarianism, I could be of more 
use on regular military duty or in the ranks of the CIA’s 
paramilitary service. Barbara and I talked about it, and her 
strong sense of propriety and loyalty reinforced my own be- 
lief that my duty lay in only one direction. Given my OSS 
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experience, given my special political interests, given my 
taste for adventure, the CIA was the answer. Shortly after 
the North Korean attack across the 32nd parallel, I called 
Gerry Miller to offer my services. And a few months later, I 
embarked on a CIA career, as CIA ballooned in strength to 
fight the Cold War. 

Hard as it may be to imagine nowadays, considering the 
attacks on the Agency in recent years, joining the CIA back 
in 1950 was a highly esteemed, indeed a rather glamorous 
and fashionable and certainly a most patriotic thing to do. In 
those days the Agency was considered the vanguard of the 
fight for democracy and it attracted what nowadays we 
would call the best and the brightest, the politically liberal 
young men and women from the finest Ivy League cam- 
puses and with the most impeccable social and establish- 
ment backgrounds, young people with “vigor” and adven- 
turesome spirits who believed fervently that the Communist 
threat had to be met aggressively, innovatively and coura- 
geously. These activists (in the best sense of that word), for 
all their anti-Communism, equally rejected the right-wing 
hysterical demagogy of the likes of Joseph McCarthy. In 
fact, it can quite accurately be said that the CIA at that time 
was perceived as the high-quality, liberal vehicle in the 
fight against both Communism and McCarthyism. 


CHAPTER THREE 


A Scandinavian Spy 


Ea weekday morning, for over a year, I had ridden to 
work at the National Labor Relations Board with a car pool 
of fellow civil-servant neighbors from the housing develop- 
ment in Washington’s Southeast District, where Barbara and 
I and our children, Jonathan and Catherine, lived. And it 
was just the same in early November 1950—except that 
then, after I was dropped off at Fourth and Independence 
and after the pool car had driven well away, instead of going 
into the NLRB building, I caught a bus that dropped me off 
down the Mall near the Reflecting Pool, where the ram- 
shackle barracks of the Central Intelligence Agency were. I 
had entered the double life of the cloak-and-dagger world; I 
was trying to maintain a “cover.” 

As far as anyone was supposed to know, I had quit the 
NLRB to take, at the same GS-12 civil-service rating (the 
CIA was forbidden to raid other government agencies by of- 
fering higher pay), some not too clearly specified job having 
to do with foreign policy and defense. For a few months, I 
had no formal cover. The administrative burden of provid- 
ing such for every new member of the burgeoning CIA was 
just too much, so we were told to take refuge in vagueness, 
saying only that we worked for the “U.S. Government,” so 
as not to establish a public CIA tie. But in the one-industry 
town of Washington, where government is the name of the 
game, this vagueness quickly was recognized as meaning 
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you worked for the CIA. The atmosphere of the times, how- 
ever, assured that the vagueness also closed off conversation 
as to what exactly the job might be, and friends and strang- 
ers alike rallied to protect even this thin layer of “cover.” 

My new secret job was different from the old OSS one in 
this respect. Then I had lived and worked almost exclu- 
sively with a band of brothers who shared their secrets, and 
I had had little contact with outsiders. But now I was mar- 
ried and had to live in two worlds, one of secret activity and 
one of co-op nursery schools, vacation-home communities, 
and good friends in other professions. Barbara bore the 
heaviest burden of this dual life, knowing that I was en- 
gaged in some mysterious work but not knowing precisely 
what it was, or how dangerous it might be. But her own 
discipline and dedication took over. She accepted that intel- 
ligence work had secrets, and that these had to be kept, 
even from her, as she did not “need to know” them, in the 
jargon of the trade. We talked over any major decisions, 
overseas tours and the like that affected our lives, but she 
adapted to my not discussing my work and adjusted to her 
exclusion from a husband’s usual office gossip that could be 
explained to her only by describing entire operations. Her 
own warm outgoing personality carried her through quiet 
dinners with foreigners whose names were slurred, se- 
cluded picnics with Americans we never saw elsewhere, 
and large official receptions where she had no idea what my 
real relations were with the other guests. 

And our friends were also supportive in this. I am sure 
that most of them eventually figured out where I worked. 
But they never were impolite enough to put me on the spot 
and try to get me to confirm their conjectures. In fact, it 
seems to me, they rather enjoyed the idea that I had a secret 
and often went out of their way to help me protect it, divert- 
ing the conversation when an occasional antagonist at a 
party would start giving me a hard time, wanting to have me 
say more specifically what exactly it was that I did for a liv- 
ing. Their protective attitude was not surprising, though. 
One has only to remember that this was during the height of 
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the Korean War, when a very real sense of danger to the 
nation’s security was once again abroad in the land and 
when the CIA was widely perceived—and applauded—as 
an elite, rather glamorous vanguard force created to defend 
that security. 

And that sense of elitism and glamour reverberated no- 
where more excitingly than in the ramshackle halls of the 
CIA buildings that first day I reported for duty. 

The atmosphere there was once again that of wartime and 
the urgency of mobilization. The halls were full of earnest 
and worried men and women, rushing to meetings, confer- 
ring on the run, issuing crisp instructions to assistants trying 
to keep up with them. New people, full of enthusiasm, min- 
gled with OSS veterans, Jedburgh colleagues with the elite 
of the postwar era, fresh from the Ivy League campuses in 
their tweed jackets, smoking pipes, and full of daring, inno- 
vative ideas, who had flocked to the Agency as the most ef- 
fective place for a non-Communist liberal to do battle 
against the Communist menace. It would, of course, be mis- 
leading to suggest that only liberals joined the CIA. Cer- 
tainly plenty of conservative anti-Communists came into the 
Agency in those days. But over all, the liberal coloration was 
so strong, especially among the analysts and in the Office of 
Policy Coordination, that Joe McCarthy a couple of years 
later, having decimated the State Department, turned his 
hysterical attacks against the CIA. But that only served to 
enhance the Agency’s sense of elitism, of its specialness, of 
its standing in the forefront of the struggle for freedom. I 
was glad to be back within this dedicated and stimulating 
band, and I was filled with the spirit of impending adven- 
ture as I made my way down the chaotic hallways and 
through the maze of makeshift cubicles to Gerry Miller's 
office. 

General Walter Bedell Smith, Eisenhower s former Chief 
of Staff and Truman’s former Ambassador to Moscow, had 
just become Director of Central Intelligence. He had chosen 
Allen W. Dulles, the OSS’s superlative spymaster, who had 
run an extraordinary espionage network from his headquar- 
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ters in Switzerland into Hitlers Germany during World War 
II, as his Deputy Director. Under them, the CIA constituted 
a loose confederation of three compartmented and compet- 
ing “cultures.” The scholars and academicians collated, 
evaluated, synthesized and disseminated intelligence from 
both covert and overt sources. The Office of Special Opera- 
tions ran espionage and counterespionage networks abroad 
for the clandestine collection of intelligence. And there was 
the Office of Policy Coordination, the Agency’s paramilitary, 
propaganda and political-action arm, which J had just 
joined. Under Frank Wisner, the OPC was in turn divided 
into functional staffs—dealing with political, psychological, 
and economic warfare, and with paramilitary operations— 
and into geographical divisions covering the world. Gerry 
Miller, my old OSS boss during the Norway mission, was 
deputy chief of the Western Europe Division. 

When I reported to his office that morning, he had with 
him Lou Scherer, a former Army officer, who was head of 
the Western Europe Division’s Scandinavian Branch. But 
before we got together there was a formality that had to be 
attended to. My security clearance had come through rap- 
idly enough because of my OSS background (and I did not 
even have to take the polygraph test most new people went 
through). But I could not be accepted as an intelligence offi- 
cer until I signed the secrecy agreement (which binds me 
still) that stated I would not reveal, without the CIA’s 
authority, any secrets I would learn while working for 
the Agency. I had no compunction; it was the sort of thing 
any employer dealing in valuable and competitive mate- 
rials would require, and I signed. And then we got down to 
business. 

Somewhat to my disappointment—I had been expecting 
to get involved in the Korean War—Miller informed me that 
he was assigning me to Scherer’s Scandinavian Branch. The 
reason was obvious—he wanted to make use of the experi- 
ence I had gained operating behind enemy lines in that part 
of the world on the OSS NORSO mission. For, as it turned 
out, one of the main fields of the OPC’s work then was plan- 
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ning for the not unlikely possibility of a Soviet invasion of 
Western Europe. And, in the event the Russians succeeded 
in taking over any or all of the countries of the Continent, 
Miller explained, the OPC wanted to be in a position to acti- 
vate well-armed and well-organized partisan uprisings 
against the occupiers. But this time, unlike the Jedburgh 
and similar OSS paramilitary teams that went in to help the 
French maquis and other resistance movements during 
World War II, the OPC didn’t want to have to arm and orga- 
nize those partisans after the occupation, using such danger- 
ous and fallible operations as night flights, supply drops, 
and parachute infiltrations behind enemy lines. No, this 
time Miller said, we intended to have that resistance capa- 
bility in place before the occupation, indeed even before an 
invasion; we were determined to organize and supply it 
now, while we still had the time in which to do it right and 
at the minimum of risk. Thus, the OPC had undertaken a 
major program of building, throughout those Western Euro- 
pean countries that seemed likely targets for Soviet attack, 
what in the parlance of the intelligence trade were known as 
“stay-behind nets,” clandestine infrastructures of leaders 
and equipment trained and ready to be called into action as 
sabotage and espionage forces when the time came. And the 
job Miller was assigning to me was to plan and build such 
stay-behind nets in Scandinavia. 

The situation in each Scandinavian country was different. 
Norway and Denmark were NATO allies, Sweden held to 
the neutrality that had taken her through two world wars, 
and Finland was required to defer in its foreign policy to the 
Soviet power directly on its borders. Thus, in one set of 
these countries the governments themselves would build 
their own stay-behind nets, counting on activating them 
from exile to carry on the struggle. These nets had to be 
coordinated with NATO’s plans, their radios had to be 
hooked to a future exile location, and the specialized equip- 
ment had to be secured from CIA and secretly cached in 
snowy hideouts for later use. In the other set of countries, 
CIA would have to do the job alone or with, at best, “unoffi- 
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cial” local help, since the politics of those governments 
barred them from collaborating with NATO, and any expo- 
sure would arouse immediate protest from the local Com- 
munist press, Soviet diplomats and loyal Scandinavians who 
hoped that neutrality or nonalignment would allow them to 
slip through a World War III unharmed. 

But in both cases, whether CIA worked with or without 
local cooperation, we would have to operate with the utmost 
secrecy. Obviously, if the preparations ever leaked to the 
Russians, they would be in the position to destroy the nets 
directly after they occupied the country and so the whole 
point of the work would be lost. But there was another, 
more subtle reason for the need for secrecy, which Miller 
was at pains to impress upon me. In all the countries, de- 
spite their greatly different political relations with the 
United States and the USSR, public knowledge that the CIA 
was building stay-behind nets there in anticipation of a So- 
viet occupation would oblige the governments to put an end 
to the project forthwith. For whether it would merely violate 
the government's official policy or suggest that its defense 
against a Soviet invasion had been discounted as hopeless 
in advance, the result would be a disaster not only to CIA’s 
plans but to NATO’s hopes to deter an attack. Therefore I 
was instructed to limit access to information about what I 
was doing to the smallest possible coterie of the most reli- 
able people, in Washington, in NATO, and in Scandinavia. 
Did I understand that? Miller pressed. Yes, I did. 

“All right, Bill, get on with it, then,” Miller said. “What 
we want is a good solid intelligence and resistance network 
that we can count on if the Russkis ever take over those 
countries. We have some initial planning, but it needs to be 
filled out and implemented. You will work for Lou Scherer 
until we see what more needs to be done.” 

I was assigned a broken-down desk in a particularly rattle- 
trap area in one of the corridors, smack in the middle of all 
the hectic activity, and Scherer cheerfully dumped on it all 
the materials that had so far been assembled for the opera- 
tion: old OSS operations reports, country and geographic 
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studies, NATO thinking, espionage stuff from the OSO boys, 
and transcripts of tentative discussions with Scandinavian 
officials. I pinned a map of Scandinavia on the wall behind 
my desk and got to work. However far-fetched the plan 
might seem, it just might forestall a repetition of the kind of 
air-supply problem that had been fatal to some of my 
NORSO friends in 1945. So it was worth a try. 

It was clear that at some stage of the game I would have to 
go to Scandinavia to help implement the operation. But for 
the moment, and indeed for the next few months, my job 
was to work up a rough outline of proposed infrastructures 
for the stay-behind nets, determine what their missions 
ought to be, what kinds of supplies and how many people 
they would need and in what sorts of units they should be 
organized. I had to locate the key bridges, rail lines, river 
crossings, straits, and other vulnerable sabotage and geo- 
graphical choke points, pick the most likely places for sup- 
ply caches, guerrilla redoubts and secret radio transmitters, 
set up training programs for resistance leaders, develop 
scenarios for a variety of guerrilla actions and figure out how 
long it would take to put the nets into operation and how 
much the whole thing would cost, so the amounts could be 
budgeted. 

I turned to my colleagues in OSO for help in finding good 
potential resistance leaders and to pass my messages to the 
Scandinavian intelligence officials with whom I began to 
talk about the stay-behind nets. The OSO was also in the 
stay-behind business, but on a far smaller scale, putting only 
a few spies and counterspies and their communications in 
place, rather than the weaponry, explosives, food, clothing 
and shelter that were required for the OPC’s guerrilla 
forces, And the plans for these, as plans tend to be, were 
grandiose and overoptimistic, and I made enormous de- 
mands on CIA’s logistics and procurement offices during 
those months. And I also learned my first lessons about deal- 
ing with allies. For example, my first dispatch to an OPC 
field representative, instructing him to make a personal in- 
spection of an installation reported to us by Scandinavian 
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officials, brought the response that the local government did 
not want him to be seen in contact with the people or places 
being prepared for the resistance effort. He ascribed that at- 
titude not only to concern over security by the Scandinavi- 
ans but also to an anxiety on their part that the sovereignty 
of the local authorities could be diminished by direct deal- 
ings between members of the nets and Americans. Another 
aspect of my work at this time was a trip to Europe to confer 
with our allies in the venture, to settle the details of our 
collaboration, arrange the secrecy rules, the logistics re- 
quirements, and the training to be given Scandinavian train- 
ers (who in turn would train the guerrillas so they would not 
know of the American participation). That trip brought my 
first try at operating under cover internationally. I used my 
old private passport, which indicated that I was an attorney, 
and I said that I was on legal business whenever I went 
through immigration at the various foreign airports. 

During this period I also undertook secret-agent training. 
Although in those days all new intelligence officers were 
required to go through parachute school (so they wouldn't 
feel like lesser daredevils among all the tall-talking OSS vet- 
erans) and learn judo, weaponry, demolition methods, the 
techniques of silent killing, and all the rest of the smash- 
and-bang stuff, I was excused from that part of it because of 
my wartime training and service. But I still had a lot to learn 
if I hoped to function effectively as a secret agent. Clearly 
the kind of work I’d be expected to do in the future, living 
under cover and engaged in clandestine activities in a 
peacetime situation, would require far different skills from 
those needed by a guerrilla fighter behind enemy lines dur- 
ing a war. 

High on the list of these skills was what we called trade- 
craft. I attended classes on how to pass messages via letter 
drops and cut-out agents, how to set up rendezvous, plant 
bugs, approach safe houses, and shake tails, how to process 
the chemicals used in invisible writing and raise the infor- 
mation contained in microdots, how to work miniature cam- 
eras and other sophisticated spy equipment. Then, too, I 
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was trained in that special branch of psychology and human 
relations that teaches how to spot and recruit foreigners to 
serve as agents and then how to be sympathetic but in con- 
trol, building on their personal problems or political doubts 
about their loyalty to their own country. I was impressed by 
the subtleties and ingenuities in the training, but was 
equally distressed by the emphasis on the mechanics of con- 
tact instead of developing simple relationships of trust and 
friendship, which I felt were the keys to successful secret 
collaboration. We also were given an introduction to Com- 
munist theory and practice, designed to teach the agent the 
methods of his enemy, how he works, what can be expected 
of him and the best ways of countering him. 

Although I thought the material used in these courses 
considerably inferior to what I had been exposed to at 
Princeton, the training was valuable on how to fight the 
Communist apparatus through the recruitment of good local 
leaders, on the importance of the circulation of ideas, com- 
ing apparently from local rather than American sources 
(“covert psychological warfare’), on the role of organiza- 
tions (local offices, activists, training, etc.) in building a mass 
political base and the ways these could be assisted and even 
stimulated secretly by American intelligence officers behind 
the scenes. But here I had less to learn, since my own expe- 
riences as a Jedburgh and in New York’s political maze had 
given me firsthand exposure to this sort of thing. 

But perhaps the most complex lesson I had to learn—and 
one that really could not be taught in training or anywhere 
else—was how to live the double life. And I have to say that 
there was an enormous temptation to not even try. Consider- 
ing the importance and all-consuming nature of the work I 
was doing at the Agency; considering the missionary zeal, 
sense of elitism and marvelous camaraderie among my col- 
leagues there; considering above all that I was strictly for- 
bidden to talk about what I was doing with anyone outside 
the Agency and thus couldn’t share my concerns or just sit 
around shooting the breeze in shop talk with anyone in the 
outside world—considering all of this, one can see how easy 
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it would have been for me to drop out of that world and 
immerse myself exclusively in the cloak-and-dagger life. 
And some of my colleagues at the Agency did just that. So- 
cially as well as professionally they cliqued together, form- 
ing a sealed fraternity. They ate together at their own spe- 
cial favorite restaurants; they partied almost only among 
themselves; their families drifted to each other, so their de- 
fenses did not always have to be up. In this way they in- 
creasingly separated themselves from the ordinary world 
and developed a rather skewed view of that world. Their 
own dedicated double life became the proper norm, and 
they looked down on the life of the rest of the citizenry. And 
out of this grew what was later named—and condemned—as 
the “cult” of intelligence, an inbred, distorted, elitist view 
of intelligence that held it to be above the normal processes 
of society, with its own rationale and justification, beyond 
the restraints of the Constitution, which applied to every- 
thing and everyone else. As I saw this develop, I remem- 
bered a talk I had had with Donovan several years before. I 
had asked him how you get young paratroopers to behave 
like choir boys on Saturday night after spending six days 
learning to be aggressive, devious and heroic. He answered 
that he didn’t know, but nevertheless it just had to be done. 
It would be many years before I would have to develop a 
better answer than Donovan's. 

That I didn’t fall into this “cultist’” attitude—at least not to 
the degree I might have—I have to attribute solely to Bar- 
bara. She was resolutely determined to maintain a normal 
life for us and the children, no matter how peculiar my 
profession might be. She retained close contact with our 
friends from my NLRB days; she cultivated new ones from 
among our neighbors in the Southeast District housing de- 
velopment, most of them young junior civil servants like 
ourselves, and arranged joint parties and picnics with them; 
and despite the fact that she was pregnant with our third 
child, Carl, she remained vigorously active organizing a 
commmunity play school. Indeed, we associated infre- 
quently with CIA people outside the office, so that my off 
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hours were filled with normal affairs having nothing to do 
with secret operations, which helped me to keep my CIA 
work in perspective, a perspective that served me in good 
stead a quarter of a century later. 

Early in 1951, Gerry Miller called me in to say he wanted 
me to open an OPC representation in Stockholm, with a 
continuing connection to other parts of Scandinavia until 
representatives could be assigned there too. An OSO “‘sta- 
tion” was already established in Stockholm and I would be 
loosely attached to it, but I would still report directly to 
OPC Washington. I was again surprised; I had expected to 
be posted to Norway to follow up on my wartime mission 
there, but I accepted after Barbara and I talked it over, 
agreeing that this was an opportunity to get to know yet an- 
other part of the world, and one even closer than Norway to 
the main action of the Soviet Union. We planned to leave 
shortly after our third child was born. 

But I needed a real cover for this assignment. Those 
squadrons of civilian employees of the military, under 
which CIA covered its people in such centers as Germany 
and the Far East, did not exist in Sweden and our stay- 
behind preparations in Scandinavia might be exposed if I 
was too readily identified as a CIA employee there. So it 
was decided that I would ostensibly join the Foreign Ser- 
vice and serve as a junior political attaché in our Stockholm 
Embassy with only a few key Scandinavian and NATO in- 
telligence services knowing of my CIA mission. 

The matter of cover has always been most difficult for 
American intelligence. The intelligence services of other 
countries, and certainly of the totalitarian ones, have always 
been able to provide their agents with the deepest and most 
protective of covers. Because they can dictate to all the 
other agencies of their governments and, for that matter, to 
the society at large, they are able to plant their agents credi- 
bly wherever they choose, fabricating for them solid false 
identities as foreign-service or military officers, newspaper 
reporters, ministry officials, or staff members of international 
organizations. This is also true in most democratic countries, 
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where long tradition had made intelligence activities, and 
their necessity for good cover, fully accepted and normal. 

But various legal restrictions, plus the exceptionally open 
character of United States society, do not permit the CIA to 
do anything comparable. Arranging for an American intelli- 
gence officer as a diplomat entails a number of bureaucratic 
hurdles. In addition, the Foreign Service is a close frater- 
nity, whose members bristle at the intrusion of outsiders 
into its ranks at any level other than the bottom. Much the 
same problem arises with any attempt to place a CIA officer 
into a large American corporate enterprise, for despite the 
patriotism of the management, which may be thoroughly 
agreeable to the deception, the employees are bound to be 
dubious of the intruder and will quickly notice that he is not 
spending full time on his work nor producing business re- 
sults that might justify his tenure. Moreover, as a result of 
the often nefarious view of intelligence in America, con- 
straints have progressively been established against the use 
of a number of other obvious possible covers, such as the 
Peace Corps, the Fulbright program and even, in recent 
years, the Agency for International Development. 

The solution in 1951 was to make me a Foreign Service 
Reserve Officer, a category that had been developed for 
members of other government departments such as Treasury 
or Agriculture, temporarily assigned to embassies abroad. 
But their designation was not as political officers. Mine was, 
and this title, plus the Reserve status, would soon have fel- 
low diplomats and unfriendly foreign intelligence services 
guessing that its owner probably belonged to CIA. But for 
lack of any better cover, I went through the procedures and 
filled out all the forms necessary to obtain that appointment 
and early in April Barbara and I, with our three children, 
flew to Stockholm. 

But my cover proved to have an extra dimension that I 
hadn’t counted on—Barbara. She jumped into the job of the 
junior diplomat’s wife with her typical enthusiasm and 
charm, and soon had leading roles in the local American 
women’s association and the American community play, es- 
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tablished a wide circle of Swedish friends at all levels of 
Swedish society from the Court on down, and was involved 
in studies of women’s and consumers’ affairs in Sweden 
with Esther Peterson, later President Carter's Consumer Af- 
fairs Adviser. In the meantime, I sought out interesting po- 
litical figures in Swedish life, such as the Secretary General 
of the Social Democratic Party and the leading advocate of 
the right of Swedes to declare themselves out of the estab- 
lished church and therefore no longer have to pay the taxes 
that supported it. Together in this way we did much to shore 
up my weak cover and convince most people that I was in 
fact what I said I was—a diplomat—since these activities 
were strictly along diplomatic lines and had no CIA conno- 
tations. 

One area in which I acted out my role as a junior diplo- 
mat, however, did have some intelligence value. In Stock- 
holm at the time was a large colony of refugees and exiles 
from Communist Europe, mainly from the Baltic states, Po- 
land, Hungary, Rumania and the Ukraine. Under Swedish 
law, enacted to protect Sweden’s strict neutrality, asylum 
had been granted them with the understanding that they 
would not engage in political activity. Still, it was within 
appropriate diplomatic limits for me to meet with these peo- 
ple; and as an impressionable young man I found it an exhil- 
arating experience to develop friendships with exiled East 
European cabinet ministers, dissident intellectuals and 
would-be political leaders. I spent hours discussing with 
them the situations in their homelands and their hopes and 
dreams of freedom from Soviet rule, and whether this could 
come about without war. Their links to home were then still 
fresh enough—and were from time to time renewed by the 
arrival of new exiles—so I gleaned an occasional tidbit out 
of these innocent conversations about what was going on be- 
hind the Iron Curtain to pass back to the CIA in Washing- 
ton. But chiefly, I felt that I was fulfilling a CIA function by 
encouraging these people to maintain their morale and their 
links to dissident movements in Eastern Europe. And 
though I myself could not provide any direct assistance, I 
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was able to steer some of them to the correct channels in 
Europe through which they could get support for anti- 
Communist activities such as the publication of their news- 
letters and the maintenance of their exile organizations. 

Perhaps the greatest value of these contacts, though, was 
in what I learned from these people about the nature of 
Communist rule, especially of the difference between it and 
the Nazi rule, since they had experienced both. An Estonian 
woman journalist drew the comparison in this way. The Na- 
zis, she said, demanded two things of the people they ruled: 
that they not oppose the authorities and that they do the jobs 
assigned to them to contribute to the economy. But the 
Communists added a third demand: that the occupied peo- 
ples actively support the new regime by participating in in- 
doctrination sessions and attending public rallies. The awful 
thing about this, she said, was not so much the time it 
wasted and the bother it caused, but the danger that it 
would ultimately work. Hammered at long enough and per- 
sistently enough, she feared, even such intellectuals as her- 
self among the occupied peoples of Eastern Europe would 
eventually be brainwashed and trapped in the ideology of 
their occupiers. And so, when the second Soviet occupation 
of her country loomed, she sought refuge in exile. 

To me, trying to set up resistance networks in anticipation 
of just such an occupation, the message was chilling. I had 
to wonder if, no matter how well prepared the physical as- 
pects of a resistance movement were, it could survive the 
ideological and political pressures, or whether we had to 
think in new and revolutionary terms. The model we were 
using of the European resistance against the Nazis might not 
be adequate in the face of a totalitarian threat that sought to 
enlist and not merely subjugate the peoples it overran. 

The CIA operation in the Embassy, as at all its stations 
abroad in those days, was divided into two components. 
There was the OSO “side” engaged in the clandestine col- 
lection of intelligence through so-called “unilateral” United 
States nets to Eastern Europe, exchanging information with 
friendly intelligence services and dealing at arm’s length 
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with services bound by their national policies to stay clear 
of involvement with the United States. And there was the 
OPC contingent that I established. On the basis of length of 
residence and precedence, the OSO man in Stockholm was 
my senior and the principal CIA representative. In theory, I 
was independent of his command, since OPC was a separate 
entity in Washington set up to implement propaganda, polit- 
ical and paramilitary projects, taking as its starting point the 
information that OSO might collect but going on to influ- 
ence the outcome of the conflict with the Soviets rather than 
merely report on it. But even then, the theory didn’t make 
sense. To the foreigners I dealt with, America was one coun- 
try, and they were not particularly interested in the fine 
points of its bureaucratic divisions. To Ambassador W. Wal- 
ton Butterworth, hidden in Sweden from the wrath of the 
China Lobby, CIA was one agency, engaged in secret activi- 
ties, and he was properly impatient of any attempt to draw 
subtle distinctions between OSO and OPC responsibilities. 
So I made a point of making sure that my OSO colleague 
knew all of what I was doing, often consulting with him to 
make sure that we did not cross lines in our foreign contacts 
and always playing as a member of the CIA and embassy 
teams rather than as a solo performer. 

It was just as well that I did, as Director Walter Bedell 
Smith was moving in the same direction in Washington. He 
insisted that if he was to be responsible for OPC’s support 
and maintenance then he must have full authority over it. 
After getting that authority he then demanded that the two 
secret operational cultures end their splendid bureaucratic 
independence from each other and be merged into one op- 
eration. A measure of the power of bureaucratic institutions 
in Washington and of the cultural chasm within intelligence 
was that it took him two full years to merge even these 
fledgling OSO and OPC entities, at first by appointing a “‘se- 
nior representative’ over the OSO and the OPC erstwhile 
independent chiefs at the overseas stations. In Stockholm, it 
would have been absurd to send an additional officer for 
that job, so the OSO man was named chief. But the serious- 
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ness with which the decision was viewed in headquarters is 
shown by the fact that Louis Scherer made a special trip to 
Stockholm to tell me about it to assuage any wounded feel- 
ings I might have had. In fact, I had none; bureaucratic wir- 
ing diagrams are not my passion in life, and the OSO chief 
was a close personal friend, so I was convinced that any- 
thing useful I wanted to do I could do and that if he would 
have an objection it would be a real one for valid reasons. In 
Washington, the merger was accomplished by making Frank 
Wisner of OPC the CIA’s “Deputy Director for Plans” and 
Richard Helms of OSO his second in command, thus com- 
bining flamboyance and professionalism at the top; it would, 
however, take years to bring about their full integration at 
the working level. 

My job of developing stay-behind nets in Scandinavia dif- 
fered markedly from country to country. In one country, 
which must remain nameless, I could work freely and 
frankly with the local intelligence authorities in the selec- 
tion in each region of good potential leaders who were to be 
sent abroad for training in guerrilla, sabotage and psycholog- 
ical operations at schools run by CIA or our NATO allies. In 
another, equally nameless, the local intelligence authorities, 
with their government’s approval, designated one represen- 
tative to work with me on the development of the guerrilla 
net and one on a political and psychological warfare net. In 
another, again nameless, I found, with the help of the local 
OSO representative, reliable resident Americans whom I 
could approach and from whom I could get assistance in the 
recruitment of local nationals willing to join such a network 
directly, without their government knowing anything about 
it. I cannot specify which nation is which, as it would vio- 
late not only my secrecy agreement with CIA but the under- 
standing upon which our cooperation took place then, and 
on which any future cooperation must rest. And thus in the 
following description of my work, I will merge the separate 
operations into one story, so that amateur (and some profes- 
sional) cryptologists will not be able to identify the specifics 
of the activity. 
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One of the rules of relations between intelligence ser- 
vices, and even more with agents, is that offices are off lim- 
its, since they are too easily observed. So as soon as I had 
completed the embassy paperwork I left it to make contact 
with the first of my “stay-behind” contacts in a mutually 
convenient apartment, parking my car a few streets away 
and walking aimlessly around a couple of blocks to make 
sure I wasn’t being followed. We were introduced by the 
local OSO chief and spent some time getting acquainted. He 
obviously had been told about me and my Norwegian opera- 
tion during the war. For my part, I knew that he was a regu- 
lar army officer and that he also had fought in the snow dur- 
ing World War II. He proved to be a friendly, outgoing 
fellow, proud of his family, and full of amusing stories of his 
rides with the cavalry of the Hungarian Army before the 
war—and of the “girls of Budapest” he had met in the pro- 
cess. We talked of the need to prepare against the eventual- 
ity of a Soviet occupation, which we devoutly hoped would 
not occur, and of the need to keep the whole matter totally 
secret. And while we did not try to get down to precise de- 
tails, it became clear what our relationship would be. He 
was very much in charge of the operation, and would be 
letting me know only as much of it as I would “need to 
know” to arrange the exile base connections, the logistics 
stocks, and to furnish the special equipment, such as radios, 
which could not be obtained locally. He would go through 
the CIA training himself and then decide whether he would 
send others. 

We both understood that I would not learn the names of 
the members of the net, since I did not need to know them, 
and we did not want to risk their exposure through some 
leak, Soviet penetration, or misuse at some future time. (In a 
similar relationship elsewhere, I later heard that we had in- 
sisted on the names and had been given false ones, which 
we had no way of checking, so my lack of interest was cor- 
rect.) But I did make it clear that I would have to know 
enough to be sure that something was really happening, that 
the nets we said we were building, supplying and relying 
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on really existed. This made sense to him, and we agreed to 
work out ways to do this without showing my participation. 

My second contact was quite a different type. A modest 
and successful businessman, he had been selected, I 
guessed, to develop the psychological warfare nets because 
of his ability as an organizer. He was totally loyal to his 
country, but he gave no hint of whether he voted with the 
conservative parties or the Socialists so prominent in all 
Scandinavian countries. He was much interested in learning 
the mysteries of our clandestine tradecraft, and we dis- 
cussed in great detail the comparative merits of different 
small printing presses, the need for an exile editorial staff to 
man overseas radios and how to transmit to the network edi- 
torial direction and material that it could pass by word of 
mouth or in clandestine publications under Soviet occupa- 
tion. My relationship with him was the same as with the 
guerrilla net officer in terms of what I would know about his 
operations. He was quickly convinced of the need to de- 
velop an exile library of national reference material, photo- 
graphs, and recordings of national music for use when and if 
the country was occupied by Russian soldiers, and to ar- 
range to deposit these with CIA. And as confidence grew, he 
and the guerrilla chief both agreed to turn over heavily 
sealed lists of the members of their nets for safekeeping in 
the event they were forced to destroy their own copies to 
keep them from the Russians. I made it clear to Washington 
that these must be kept away from our “flaps and seals” ex- 
perts, who claimed that they could open and reseal such ma- 
terial without ever showing a trace, since we could not risk 
any violation of the confidence we had built, despite the 
hard-nosed professional doctrine that all is fair, or at least 
done, in intelligence work. 

A third contact was the chief of the intelligence service of 
his country, whom I met together with my OSO colleague in 
that country. A quiet, intellectual, self-effacing gentleman of 
the old school (and the “school” in his country stretched 
back a century or more), he was the prototype of the silent 
spymaster, his head full of exotic secret adventures, while 
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he maintained the image of a nondescript and not particu- 
larly exceptional middle-grade civil servant. With splendid 
tact he played the game of pretending that he recognized 
the separate and independent nature of our OPC and OSO 
missions and dealt scrupulously and separately with each of 
us, until with a well-concealed sigh of relief he received the 
news that our headquarters had merged us into one unit and 
that my OSO colleague was the single point with which he 
had to maintain contact. We remained friends, but he cer- 
tainly appreciated CIA’s decision that we were one service, 
rather than a vague coalition of independent baronies. 

My periodic meetings with these gentlemen, the reports 
they generated for headquarters, the map studies and plan- 
ning they involved as we worked out our ideas of where 
nets should be established and how they should be sup- 
ported hardly amounted to a high-pressure task, even with 
the related “cover” work I did as an eager young diplomat. 
The remaining time I put in on CIA’s so-called “unilateral” 
work—done without the knowledge of the governments of 
the area. Some of this involved building the same sort of 
stay-behind network in those countries in which the local 
government would not, or felt it could not, collaborate even 
secretly with the American CIA. And some of it involved the 
building of independent “assets” within those countries in 
which the governments built the nets jointly with us, as 
back-up capabilities in case the original operations were ex- 
posed and eliminated just when they were needed, or the 
governments in power at the time of the invasion decided 
that collaboration was the better part of valor, accepted the 
occupation, and betrayed the net. 

A further “unilateral” action involved building the basic 
elements of a clandestine structure to be used for whatever 
purpose the United States and the CIA might need them for 
in the future. In a country where information is open, where 
the government's policy is friendly to the United States, or 
where it clearly is the best possible one in the circum- 
stances it faces, and where our intelligence exchange with 
the local services provides more valuable information than 
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could be gathered secretly, there is no need for CIA to en- 
gage in clandestine intelligence or political operations 
aimed at the local nation. Several in Scandinavia fitted this 
description perfectly. But even in such countries, some se- 
cret activity is often required—for example, to make contact 
with nationals from other countries visiting there and free of 
the strict surveillance of their home countries and so able to 
meet with American intelligence officers to pass on informa- 
tion or to receive help for their work to take back to their 
homes. 

For such purposes, a clandestine apparatus is necessary, 
and it was my chore to build it in some of the Scandinavian 
countries. Headquarters supported the effort by sending 
over American agents to reside in Scandinavia under private 
cover, which is to say as ordinary businessmen or persons of 
some other nonofficial status. In the theory of the time, the 
American government, through its President or its Ambassa- 
dor, would then be able to issue a “plausible denial” of its 
involvement in the activities of these nonofficial Americans, 
so long as no link could be shown to exist between these 
nonofficial agents and the official officer, such as myself, in 
the Embassy. That meant that my contacts with these agents 
had to be in the same clandestine manner as with a full- 
fledged foreign spy. 

For this purpose, I applied the tradecraft lessons I had 
learned, contacting them only from odd pay phones, identi- 
fying myself with aliases, making dates in codes and by 
passwords, meeting them in safe-house apartments, and ar- 
ranging those meetings so that we arrived and departed at 
least ten minutes apart and thus were never seen together. 
With some of these agents, with whom a casual acquain- 
tance could be credibly claimed—both of us might be mem- 
bers of the same local American club for example—a drive 
through the city in a car would be a satisfactory way of meet- 
ing and talking in an inconspicuous fashion, since few peo- 
ple really look at two men riding in a car, although they will 
immediately notice them parked. But this meant that the car 
had to be inconspicuous, and that the pickups had to be 
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made right on time and in natural locations so that local citi- 
zens wouldn’t take note of a figure waiting on an isolated 
and strange corner to be picked up by a car that was ob- 
viously out of place in the neighborhood. The perfect opera- 
tor in such operations is the traditional gray man, so incon- 
spicuous that he can never catch the waiters eye in a 
restaurant, and I believe my deliberate cultivation of this 
quality produced habits and attitudes that hung with me 
even under the television cameras in later years. 

I had to do more than just run these “outside” officers 
who were sent from headquarters, however. I had to culti- 
vate some locally, too. I did this by following the rigid pro- 
cedure of “spotting” those local Americans who appeared to 
have the qualities and patriotism necessary to engage in in- 
telligence operations. Then some specifics of the prospect's 
biography had to be extracted from the local records of the 
American community and the consulate without drawing at- 
tention to my curiosity. And this material had to be sent to 
headquarters for a check against its security files and possi- 
bly for a field check of the prospect’s prior jobs and resi- 
dences to ensure that he was indeed reliable enough to be 
entrusted with secret operational information. Once “clear- 
ance” was received, I would then gingerly sound him out on 
the prospect of giving me some help on a few simple tasks 
that I could not do myself, and test him with some operation 
that could be bungled without causing much trouble. This 
accomplished, and he by then fully aware that he was en- 
gaged in secret intelligence activities, I could move along to 
the next step: giving him the tradecraft training that he 
would need. And I would also now impose a tighter disci- 
pline on our relationship, usually cooling off any open con- 
nections we might have established until then and replacing 
them with clandestine contacts, or in some cases moving 
him entirely to the control of another outside officer so that 
no contacts would remain between him and the embassy. 
With this done, he could now be used operationally, for ex- 
ample, to pass funds to a visiting foreigner he would be in- 
structed to meet at an outlying streetcar stop, identifying 
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him by a description and the rolled-up magazine the for- 
eigner carried in his left hand, plus an exchange of pass- 
words in the local language, with me watching the whole 
exchange from a neighboring apartment prepared to jump in 
and repair anything that went really wrong. 

Gradually my “stable” of such outside officers grew. The 
cover of one was that of a journalist on the staff of a techni- 
cal publication whose management was patriotic enough to 
allow the use of their name by CIA. Their international in- 
terests were sufficient to explain the assignment of a corre- 
spondent to Scandinavia. In dealing with him, I made clear 
that his work for the journal was his alone, and that I would 
have no voice in what he submitted to it, as CIA’s mission 
was abroad, not in influencing what appeared in the Ameri- 
can press. But as an inquiring reporter, he could go into cir- 
cles and ask questions that would certainly not be appropri- 
ate for an embassy officer such as myself to do, and in the 
process he could “spot” likely candidates to help CIA’s op- 
erations: travelers behind the Iron Curtain, experts in the 
“middle way” political techniques so needed in underde- 
veloped nations, distinguished cultural leaders to partici- 
pate in free international organizations challenging Commu- 
nist fronts—all of these could help in CIA’s cold-war 
strategy without in any way transgressing their own 
country’s laws. or interests, and those that agreed to do so 
acted out of conviction, not CIA bribes. 

Another of my agents, recruited locally, was an American 
graduate student combining his studies with various odd 
jobs in Scandinavia, including acting as an occasional 
stringer or free lance for American media. Again, I had noth- 
ing to say about his work for these employers, who judged 
his performance strictly on his merits and knew nothing of 
his CIA connections. But in the process he could be alert for 
information or contacts that might be valuable to CIA. An- 
other agent was an American who had returned to the land 
of his forefathers, where he ran a modest business and oper- 
ated a farm he had inherited. He arranged to cache a well- 
preserved radio in an obscure spot at the farm so that it 
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would be there for whatever “unilateral” use CIA might 
want to make of it during a Russian occupation. In another 
country, a similar American resident helped locate several 
local citizens who agreed to serve as the nucleus of a resis- 
tance organization in the event of war, and we sent a trainer 
from the United States, ostensibly just on a pleasant summer 
tour, to teach them the techniques of clandestine radio com- 
munications. Then I took Barbara and our oldest son, Jona- 
than, on an auto tour of that country as well, ostensibly to 
visit its lovely historic castles. But the trunk of the car was 
heavily laden with carefully packed radios and in a remote 
forest I passed them to my friend for distribution to the peo- 
ple he had recruited. My only real problem on the trip was 
seeing the rear of the car sag alarmingly under the weight of 
the radios as we boarded a ferry, but my diplomatic passport 
got it through the customs inspectors. 

I have always wondered whether the stay-behind nets we 
built would have worked under Soviet rule. We know that 
last-minute efforts to organize such nets failed in places like 
China in 1950 and North Vietnam in 1954. We know that 
efforts to organize them from outside were penetrated and 
subverted by the secret police in Poland and Albania in the 
1950s. So it is possible that my nets might also have been 
lost in a real Russian invasion of Scandinavia. But I believed 
then and still believe that at least some of the caches we laid 
down, and carefully recorded in CIA’s files, would have sur- 
vived and been of immense value to some heroic souls who 
would have risen to keep the flame of freedom burning. 

While my assignment remained on the “action” rather 
than the “intelligence” side, the shotgun marriage of OSO 
and OPC by Walter Bedell Smith opened my eves to the 
world of espionage. I saw the value of exchanging informa- 
tion secretly with Scandinavian intelligence services who 
could not admit publicly that they were helping the United 
States during the Cold War. And on a duty visit to the CIA 
station in Germany I got a sense of the great effort being 
made to develop agent sources behind the Iron Curtain, to 
give us some idea of what the Soviets and the Eastern coun- 
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tries were planning, and even to tell us of what weapons 
they had, where their forces were located and what areas 
might be fruitful targets for our forces if war broke out. This 
showed, too, the importance of recent defectors and exiles, 
who could be debriefed to provide direct accounts of new 
trends and developments, but who had to be handled care- 
fully to note the stage at which their memory began to be 
supplemented by their imagination and their strong political 
views. And I also learned of the frustrations and weaknesses 
in such activities, as when a Polish exile, who had arranged 
to have a friend in Poland mail to one of our cover addresses 
in Scandinavia reports in secret writing about naval forces in 
Gdynia, finally confessed that he prepared the secret writing 
reports in his own home and out of his own imagination, 
then mailed them to his friend in Gdynia who reposted 
them from there to our cover address. 

Another experience gave me a still greater insight into the 
nature of intelligence and the bureaucratic problems that 
can affect it. The political section of one of our embassies 
had hired a refugee to read the local Communist press, to 
see what he might learn from it of the role of the Communist 
Party in the country. This conscientious student not only 
collected all the publications issued by the party and its 
fronts, he meticulously carded every reference to individ- 
uals and to organizational units. Within six months he pro- 
duced studies and diagrams of the complete Communist 
Party and front structure, identified its leaders, membership 
and supporters, its principal strategies and issues, and its 
relationships with many non-Communist political, syndical, 
and cultural groups. Using secret sources, the local CIA files 
had nothing nearly as comprehensive as this. But at this 
point the embassy political section suffered a budget cut 
and decided to terminate this study, since coverage of the 
Communist movement was considered a CIA function. But 
the CIA station could not take over the conscientious em- 
ployee to continue his work, because his was merely an 
“overt” operation and thus did not fit into the clandestine 
mission of CIA abroad. So this valuable program was 
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stopped, a tribute to the impact of bureaucracy on intelli- 
gence—of the art form over the art. Whether that degree of 
knowledge of the local Communist Party was really essen- 
tial can be argued, but not the artificial way in which the 
decision to terminate was made. 

I made one other foray into the “intelligence” field. Allen 
Dulles paid Scandinavia a visit shortly after he succeeded 
Smith in 1953 as the new Director, making calls on his 
counterparts there, and entertaining all concerned with his 
rich collection of stories and his Santa-like “Ho, ho, ho” 
laugh. Before going out one evening, he luxuriated for a few 
moments in his tub at a Stockholm hotel while he carried on 
his conversation with me discreetly behind the door. In the 
course of it I asked if he had given any thought to the idea of 
producing CIA’s reports and assessments in Washington in a 
newspaper format, instead of on the typewritten letter-size 
pages traditionally used. I said I thought it would make it 
easier for the reader to use a form familiar to him, allowing 
him to choose how deeply he wanted to go into any one 
subject rather than having to proceed seriatim through the 
successive pages, and would give more flexibility for the use 
of maps and graphs to clarify the matter being reported. He 
listened, but closed the subject with the comment that the 
news format would dilute the impact of “intelligence.” 

I enjoyed the work in Scandinavia. It certainly provided a 
measure of excitement and a sense of accomplishment far 
greater than what I would have had if I had been really just 
a regular political officer. I had the feeling that I was doing 
something valuable, was actually engaged in the battle 
against the Communist threat rather than merely reporting 
on events or attempting to influence them by the representa- 
tion of policies formulated in Washington, which is, after all, 
the lot of the diplomat. Most of all, I could enter, albeit indi- 
rectly, into the life and political struggles of these countries, 
instead of observing them from the detached platform of the 
American Embassy. And the foreigners, with whom I shared 
the excitement of a secret relationship and the commitment 
to freedom for their homelands and mine, became close 
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friends despite the vast differences in our backgrounds. The 
fraternity of freedom enveloped us both and gave us satis- 
factions beyond mere jobs. 

For all of this, though, I was perfectly aware that I was 
operating on the periphery of the main game. Despite its 
reputation from spy novels, Stockholm was not a major intel- 
ligence center in the early 1950s. The neutrality of Sweden 
had to be respected, which meant limiting our activities to 
those that would not embarrass the Swedish government. 
Moreover, Stockholm geographically and politically did not 
provide particularly good access to what were then the 
CIA’s high-priority targets in Europe, the Communist coun- 
tries. The great challenges to secret intelligence gathering 
were elsewhere, in Berlin, Vienna and Hong Kong, and the 
need for covert political or paramilitary action hardly existed 
in Scandinavia. The dominant Social Democrats excluded 
the Communists from all but a tiny percentage of the politi- 
cal spectrum through good and socially advanced govern- 
ment, leaving the Communists with few issues other than 
Scandinavia’s links, overt or secret, with the West, and the 
call for support of a Soviet-sponsored “peace?” movement. 
Since many in Scandinavia had experienced Nazi “peace” 
and saw the similarities in Soviet Eastern Europe, this had 
little appeal. Thus, my work was less in the present than in 
building and training a CIA covert-operations framework for 
use in the future in the event that the current situation in 
Scandinavia was radically altered. Not surprisingly, after a 
couple of years of this, the novelty of the assignment began 
to wear off and I became increasingly restless for more 
action. 

And action there was aplenty in those days. For those 
were the years of the most explosive growth for the CIA and 
most especially for its paramilitary and political-action mis- 
sion. Despite the merger of the OPC and the OSO, the 
paramilitary and political-action “culture” had unquestion- 
ably become the dominant one in the CIA, much to the 
chagrin of its bureaucratic bedfellows. The research-and- 
analysis scholars may have sympathized with the liberal 
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thrust of much of the effort. But they grumbled over being 
held at arm’s length from knowledge of what in many coun- 
tries was a major political force at work, the CIA station. 
And the spymasters and counterspies feared that the high- 
risk, flamboyant operations of the “cowboys” jeopardized 
the security and cover of their carefully constructed clandes- 
tine networks. But there was little that either could do about 
it. Under the impetus of the Korean War, in a time of fierce 
anti-Communist and anti-Soviet sentiment and rhetoric, co- 
vert paramilitary and political action was the name of the 
intelligence game. 

One main arena of action, of course, was Korea and there, 
in emulation of OSS derring-do, paramilitary teams were 
dropped behind North Korean and Chinese lines to organize 
resistance and sabotage in the enemy rear (during which 
John Downey and Richard Fecteau were shot down and be- 
gan twenty years of incarceration in Chinese jails). The CIA 
was also active in other parts of Asia. For example, in an 
effort to pick up the pieces after mainland China's fall to 
Mao, CIA was hard at work supporting Chiang Kai-shek’s 
Taiwan government and sending guerrillas to the mainland, 
as well as trying to develop a “third force” alternative to 
both Chiang and Mao. In the Philippines, where the Com- 
munist Hukbalahap movement was threatening that country, 
the CIA’s almost legendary Ed Lansdale identified Magsay- 
say as a decent and honest alternative to Communists on the 
left and corrupt quislings on the right and provided him 
imaginative political counsel and other forms of Agency 
help, to see him elected president. And in Indochina, the 
CIA ran two stations, one working with the French in their 
war against the Viet Minh and the other helping a little- 
known nationalist politician by the name of Ngo Dinh Diem 
to become president of a fragmented but nationalist South 
Vietnam. 

The activity in Europe was just as vigorous at the time. 
For example, the CIA clandestinely supported the develop- 
ment of an anti-Communist resistance movement in the 
Ukraine and occasionally by parachute or PT boat delivered 
agents to the Baltic countries. A major effort to break Al- 
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bania out of the curtain by stirring up a revolt against the 
Communist regime there was underway. The intensity of 
that effort was in no way diminished by the fact, as we later 
learned, that Kim Philby, the British double agent, sold out 
the partisans to his Soviet masters. The CIA also helped 
build an ingenious tunnel under Berlin to tap into the tele- 
phone communications in the Soviet sector and supported a 
variety of intelligence organizations from Gehlen’s in West 
Germany to exile Russian organizations with real but weak 
links to their homeland. And CIA became the vehicle by 
which the United States supplemented its “official” Voice of 
America, with the ostensibly privately funded and operated 
Radio Free Europe and Radio Liberty to carry honest news 
behind the Iron Curtain. 

Probably the CIA’s greatest impact during this period was 
in the field of international front organizations. The Soviets 
had spawned dozens of international political fronts to influ- 
ence and control labor, student, women’s, journalists’, cul- 
tural, lawyers’ and veterans’ groups throughout the world. 
To counter this effort CIA called back from OSS days or re- 
cruited new liberal activists like Tom Braden, Cord Meyer, 
and a host of others, and put them to work organizing rival 
front groups. To operate in the international field these men 
needed Americans fully qualified to speak for the various 
constituencies: In labor there was no question; the AFL- 
CIO was, if anything, ahead of the government in identify- 
ing the danger posed by the Soviet threat to free labor 
and in building an international movement of free labor 
unionists in opposition to the government- and party- 
controlled officers of the Communist countries. Over the 
years CIA never provided financial help to the AFL-CIO; 
the shoe was on the other foot as the movement did indeed 
watch carefully what was happening with foreign labor 
movements, and had plenty of access to the White House if 
something displeased them. 

But in the other fields, the Americans were disorganized 
or did not have the resources and capability for conducting a 
worldwide contest with the Soviet front groups. Thus, CIA 
found American leaders who could organize such move- 
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ments, wanted to contest the false Soviet-founded fronts 
claiming the field, and saw no problem in receiving assis- 
tance for that work from a variety of anonymous donors and 
foundations serving as covers for the CIA. Gloria Steinem 
has been wrongly accused of being a CIA tool in her work 
with movements of this type. As she has replied, the CIA 
only helped her and others go to foreign political confer- 
ences, where she presented the kind of independent, spon- 
taneous position and image that is truly representative of 
America’s freedom. This kind of support constituted CIA’s 
“operation” in a number of fields, from the National Student 
Association to the Congress of Cultural Freedom, and it met 
and defeated the Communists with their own organizational 
tactics, different only in that ours espoused and incorporated 
freedom as its key. In particular, it knocked down the Com- 
munist attempt to monopolize the cause of “peace” by 
giving voice and strength to those who denounced the hy- 
pocrisy of Communist pretensions to “peace” after 
Czechoslovakia, East Berlin, and especially Hungary. Never 
again would the Soviet Union be able to pretend that it is 
the home of the “peace-loving” working class, as it did in 
the 1930s, when it achieved the leadership of the “anti- 
fascist” cause despite the Stalin purges, the slave camps, 
and the totalitarian press of the Soviet brand of fascism. 

And these CIA activities received the wholehearted sup- 
port of any American who became aware of them. Presti- 
gious establishment leaders were glad to serve on the 
boards of CIlA-owned corporations and foundations. Busi- 
ness managers and publishers agreed on the spot to provide 
“jobs” for CIA officers in their subsidiaries abroad. Labor 
chiefs, leaders of cooperatives, and prominent American fig- 
ures from every profession and art joined in the important 
task of extending their influence to foreign countries to con- 
test the threat the Communists posed there. 

The Agency thus enjoyed almost unqualified backing from 
the American people and government. As a tool of the Exec- 
utive Branch, the CIA needed to get approval for its projects 
only from the President. Ideas dreamed up in the field, at 
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lower levels in CIA in Washington, or pressed upon CIA by 
eager outsiders, were carried up to the Director, who then 
presented them to a special committee of the National Secu- 
rity Council, consisting of the deputy secretaries of Defense 
and State, the National Security Adviser to the President, 
the chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and the Director 
himself, who reviewed them for the President. If he said go, 
thev went; and in those days he rarely said otherwise. The 
Congress’ part was limited to the appropriations process. At 
that time the concept of Congressional oversight, the idea 
that Congressmen should know of and scrutinize CIA proj- 
ects simply did not exist. Rather a selected group of senior 
members from the Congressional Armed Services and Ap- 
propriations Committees met ad hoc to review the CIA’s 
over-all budget and virtually automatically voted the funds 
requested. They knew few of the details of what the funds 
were used for—and wanted to know less. The need for clan- 
destine covert action to fight the Cold War was accepted as 
an article of faith. They equally accepted the need for se- 
crecy to protect those activities, so Congress abstained from 
questioning too deeply about the details of what was really 
going on. The CIA under the President essentially had a 
free hand to engage in the widest range of activities and to 
undertake the most daring and controversial projects. 

At my station in Stockholm, it is true, I was only vaguely 
aware of the range of CIA’s activities or the details of the 
many projects. But the gossip that I picked up from the ca- 
ble traffic and from other intelligence officers who passed 
through from time to time was enough to confirm in me the 
feeling that a lot of exciting things were going on that I was 
being left out of in the Scandinavian backwater and to in- 
crease in me my restlessness for action. Then, in the sum- 
mer of 1953, when I had been in Stockholm just two years, 
Gerry Miller invited me to meet him in Rome and there of- 
fered to transfer me to the CIA’s Italian operation. I ac- 
cepted with an almost shameless enthusiasm—because, if 
there was one place just then that was in the heart of the 
action, it most certainly was Italy. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Covert Politics in Italy 


en move to Rome, in the autumn of 1953, marked the 
start of a great experience both for the family personally and 
for me professionally. 

Indeed, Barbara to this day remembers our five years’ res- 
idence in the Italian capital as among the most fascinating 
and enjoyable times of our lives (and still keeps up her Ital- 
ian-language studies in nostalgic anticipation of a day when 
we can go there again). And no wonder. In the eyes of a 
young American couple, Rome was never more breathtaking 
than it was in the middle 1950s. There was, of course, the 
sheer beauty of the place and the overwhelming power of 
the Eternal City’s history and antiquity, where the ruins of 
the Roman Forum stood a stone’s throw from its modern 
replica in the monument to Victor Emmanuel II, where the 
Mamertine Prison, which once confined Saint Peter, con- 
trasted with the great basilica honoring his name, where at 
every corner you were overcome by yet another lovely foun- 
tain or architectural jewel. And beyond physical beauty, 
there was the impact of being at the center of world Catholi- 
cism, with the rich ritual of the Vatican and the earnest sem- 
inarians of every race and nation showing the depth of our 
religion over the centuries and its breadth over the conti- 
nents. And apart from all that, one has to remember that the 
1950s were the glittering years of Rome’s fabled dolce vita, 
when the Via Veneto overflowed with bizarre and colorful 
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modern characters, when fabulous parties brightened the 
nights and glamorous stars of Italy’s resurgent movie indus- 
try brightened the parties. 

We hardly could have asked for anything more. And yet, 
to make the experience well-nigh perfect, I did get some- 
thing more: one of the most exciting challenges the Agency 
had to offer, running what was by far the CIA’s largest co- 
vert political-action program undertaken until then or, in- 
deed, since—an unparalleled opportunity to demonstrate 
that secret aid could help our friends and frustrate our foes 
without the use of force or violence. 

That dazzling, accomplished precursor of women’s libera- 
tion, Clare Boothe Luce, had just arrived in Rome as Ameri- 
can ambassador. Gerry Miller had come out from the 
Agency's Western Europe division to serve as CIA chief of 
station under her, and I had been named to head up the 
political-operations side of the station under him, coequal 
with the head of the regular intelligence-collection opera- 
tions. My job, simply put, was to prevent Italy from being 
taken over by the Communists in the next—1958—elections 
and thus prevent the NATO military defenses from being 
circumvented politically by a subversive fifth column, the 
Partito Communista Italiano (or PCI). 

The possibility of a Communist takeover of Italy through a 
victory at the polls had worried Washington policymakers 
before the 1948 Italian elections. Indeed, it was primarily 
this fear that had Jed to the formation of the Office of Policy 
Coordination, which gave the CIA the capability to under- 
take covert political, propaganda, and paramilitary opera- 
tions in the first place. And the last-minute, frantic assis- 
tance that the CIA had provided in Italy at that time had had 
a positive effect. The Vatican-backed Christian Democratic 
Party, under Alcide de Gasperi’s leadership, had polled al- 
most half the electorate and had obtained an absolute major- 
ity in the Chamber of Deputies. This had been followed by 
Gasperi’s wise move of insisting that the Christian Demo- 
crats govern in coalition with smaller, anticlerical center 
democratic parties—the Liberals, the Social Democrats and 
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the Republicans—rather than rely only on the Catholic 
Church and polarize Italy along clerical-versus-secular 
lines, which would have given the Communists the chance 
to pose as the champions of modern social freedom. 

But the compromises necessary to hold these different 
parties together, and for that matter the separate Christian 
Democratic factions, prevented them from moving ahead 
with the dynamic social program needed in the increasingly 
secularized postwar Italian society. And thus the June 1953 
national elections saw a substantial setback for all the center 
parties, arousing Washington’s and Western Europe’s con- 
cern about the future of Italy. In that election, the Christian 
Democrats actually lost over two million votes from their 
1948 totals, dropping to just 40 percent of the total cast. 
Their Liberal, Social-Democratic and Republican allies also 
slipped badly, so that together the four parties collected 
only 49 percent of the votes and a razor-thin majority in the 
Chamber of Deputies. The lost votes went partly to the 
Right, the reviving ex-Fascist MSI and the old-line Mon- 
archists of the South, and partly to the Left, the allied Com- 
munists and Socialists, who together polled about 35 per- 
cent of the electorate, gaining some 1,400,000 votes over 
1948. 

Thus, by the time of my arrival in Rome, there was good 
reason to fear that, if the voting trend between 1948 and 
1953 were allowed to continue, the governing center demo- 
cratic coalition would become weaker and increasingly un- 
stable, while the combined Communist and Socialist vote 
would grow to become the largest political force in Italy and 
take it down the same popular-front path that had preceded 
the Communist seizure of power in Czechoslovakia and 
other Eastern European countries. 

CIA had not been idle during these years of deterioration. 
But plainly something more was needed than the sporadic 
election-year support it had given to the center democratic 
parties and to the Social Democrats and Christian Demo- 
crats when they split from Socialist and Communist political 
and syndical groups. And this especially since Moscow was 
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covertly pouring in massive support to the Italian Commu- 
nist Party—according to our estimates at the time, to the 
tune of over fifty million dollars a year. Because of the inti- 
mate relationship between party and government in the So- 
viet Union and in the East European countries, and because 
of the old Communist International’s tradition of mutual 
support among parties, the Russians had a variety of mecha- 
nisms by which to do this with relative ease. Among the 
most effective was the host of party-controlled export-import 
firms that had been set up in Italy to engage in trade with 
Soviet-bloc countries and from whose profits funds could be 
siphoned to finance Communist organizational, political and 
propaganda activities in Italy. For example, one such com- 
pany enjoyed a virtual monopoly on the Sicilian citrus trade 
with the Soviet Union; others similarly dominated the Ital- 
ian traffic in Hungarian meat products and Polish coal. Just 
as often, though, the money was “‘black-bagged,” which is to 
say that direct cash subsidies to Italian Communist officials 
and party organizations from the Soviet Party treasury were 
funneled in through the diplomatic channels of the Russian 
and East European embassies in Rome and distributed co- 
vertly by their agents in nontraceable United States dollar 
bills. In a country where most businesses kept at least two 
sets of books, the Italian Communists had no difficulty in 
concealing the sources of this extra cash, while fiercely 
boasting of the voluntary contributions their elected officials 
made to the Party from their government salaries. 

And the funds were well used. A massive network ot 
Communist organizations covered Italy both horizontally 
and vertically. In every region of the country there was not 
only a Party office with its paid organizers and activists, but 
for every segment of the population there was an appropri- 
ate front organization. Women, youth, labor, artists, farmers, 
veterans—each had an organization that loudly asserted its 
support of the particular interest it represented. And each 
was richly supplied with national and local journals, training 
schools and neighborhood offices, paid staff, subsidized con- 
gresses, posters, leaflets, and research, with a lavishness that 
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completely outclassed that of the democratic parties, when 
they existed at all. This massive Communist organizational 
apparatus was matched in Italy only by the Church and its 
parish and lay organizations, but their clerical character re- 
duced their appeal among the voters whom the Communists 
hoped to attract. Communist power of this scope, through 
the Party and its many fronts, facing a fragile democratic 
governing coalition doomed to immobility and internecine 
partisan squabbles, presented the clear threat of increased 
Communist strength in the elections ahead, and the loss of 
the first nation in the world to Communism by subversion 
rather than by the force of a Red Army. 

This was a prospect that Washington could not—and 
would not—abide. The Cold War times simply wouldn’t al- 
low it. To be sure, by this time the Korean War was drawing 
to a close, but this did little to diminish the fear of Commu- 
nist aggression. By now the Indochina conflict, with the 
Communists scoring startling successes against the French, 
was heating up to take its place. And while Joseph Stalin 
had just recently died, the succession struggle then going on 
in the Kremlin boded the ascendancy of an equally danger- 
ous Soviet chieftain; after all, Beria seemed to be a major 
contender. Moreover, China and Russia were still wedded 
in what seemed an unshakable alliance, and the neutralism 
of newly independent former colonies like India seemed 
aimed more at reducing the power and influence of the free 
world than merely avoiding involvement in great-power ri- 
valry. Communism was on the offensive in many areas, from 
Malaya and the Philippines to the so-called “peace” cam- 
paign in Europe against NATO and the Marshall Plan. In- 
deed, if anything, the Cold War seemed to be gaining in 
intensity and spreading in dimension, and in the United 
States the hysterical anti-Communism of Senator Joseph 
McCarthy was reaching a fever pitch. 

In such an atmosphere, it was obviously unthinkable that 
Washington could allow Italy to be lost to Communism, and 
Clare Luce had all the personal strength needed to see that 
it would not happen. The only question was how it was to 
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be saved, not whether, and it soon was clear that the CIA 
would have to play a key role. The Marshall Plan had re- 
vived Italy's economy, NATO protected it against Soviet 
military attack, but only CIA could furnish the tools to meet 
the Communist political campaign at the organizational 
level, where the threat was greatest. 

CIA’s Italian political operations, and several similar ones 
that were patterned after it in subsequent years, notably 
Chile, have come under scorching criticism, especially re- 
cently. The charge has been leveled that the United States 
and, most certainly, the CIA have no business “interfering” 
in the domestic political affairs of another sovereign nation, 
that their assistance to one side or another in an election 
there is not only illegal but immoral. Now, there can be no 
denying that “interference” of this sort is illegal. Under 
most countries’ laws, as under American law, a foreign gov- 
ernment is strictly prohibited from involving itself in that 
nation’s internal political processes. But its illegality in this 
respect does not settle the matter. Espionage also is illegal 
under the laws of most countries, and yet most countries 
consider themselves justified by the inherent right of sover- 
eign self-defense to engage in espionage in order to learn of 
possible secret threats to their safety. Moreover, “interfer- 
ence’ through direct political and paramilitary aid via secret 
channels has been a characteristic of interstate relations for 
centuries. Indeed, such aid helped obtain the independence 
of the United States. Benjamin Franklin, one of our first rep- 
resentatives in France, used there a small “private” com- 
pany which provided arms and funds to the American colo- 
nists struggling against King George III, but kept secret 
from the British that the French government was their 
source. That such “interference” took place to our benefit 
does not, of course, make it right, but it does require of us 
careful consideration before we throw the first stone of re- 
proach. 

Now, whether such illegal action also is immoral raises 
another question. The sovereign-state system of the modern 
world has long given to each state the moral right to use 
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force in its own self-defense in such degree as may be nec- 
essary for that purpose. If such military “interference” is 
accepted, then surely lesser forms of interference can be jus- 
tified under the same conditions. The test involves both 
ends and means. The end sought must be in defense of the 
security of the state acting, not for aggression or aggrandize- 
ment, and the means used must be only those needed to 
accomplish that end, not excessive ones. In this moral and 
philosophical framework, assistance to democratic groups in 
Italy to enable them to meet the Soviet-supported subver- 
sive campaign there can certainly be accepted as a moral 
act. It was clearly for the defense of the United States and 
its NATO allies against the danger of Soviet expansion, and 
the financial and political support given was plainly a low- 
key and nonviolent means of acting for that end. This frame- 
work cannot justify every act of political interference by CIA 
since 1947, but it certainly does in the case of Italy in the 
1950S. 

But if the United States was justified in undertaking the 
operation, it has been legitimately asked, why then did it 
have to be the CIA that handled it? The short answer is that 
the United States had no other mechanism then—nor, for 
that matter, does it today—for doing the job effectively. 

Before the creation of the OPC as the CIA’s covert-action 
arm, Washington did in fact try to support Italy’s center 
democratic forces by other means—through the Marshall 
Plan, for example. But we discovered that our government 
aid must go to or through the receiving government, and 
that the receiving government’s legislature must know how 
the funds were disbursed. This made it impossible to funnel 
the funds only to democratic forces, for, obviously, the Com- 
munist deputies in the Chamber would block it or demand a 
share. If we tried to pass such government aid directly to 
our friends in the open, the Italian government itself, no 
matter with how much sympathy it might view what we 
were doing, would have to stop it, because it was illegal. 
And, finally, the recipients of such open aid would be ac- 
cused by the Communists of being in the pay and control of 
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Washington. Thus it became quickly apparent that for an op- 
eration of this sort to succeed, the fact that the American 
government was the source had to remain a secret. Unlike 
the Russians, who have the Party apparatus, which they 
“plausibly deny” is an arm of their state, the only way for 
the United States to do it was by turning it over to the clan- 
destine operators of the CIA either to pass the funds in se- 
cret directly or to create the ostensibly private sources be- 
hind which our government’s hand could be concealed. And 
in a major operation such as in Italy, the amounts involved 
required the first method, as they were beyond any believ- 
able private funding. 

To be sure, the political-action operation wasn’t the only 
CIA activity in Italy at the time. My counterpart in the OSO 
area was engaged in an array of espionage and counteres- 
pionage activities, including liaison work with Italy’s intelli- 
gence services. But the political-action program that I 
headed was the CIA’s major assignment in that country, and 
certainly the several millions of dollars involved constituted 
the largest sum of money the Agency ever pumped into a 
single political-action operation. 

The operation’s primary purpose and effect was to provide 
support to the center democratic political parties. As ob- 
vious as this may seem, it is a point worth underscoring, 
because of so many misconceptions about it. The underlying 
philosophy of the CIA was to be for a democratic Italy, not 
just against a Communist one. The program in Italy gave aid 
to the democratic forces to obtain their goals. It did not 
“bribe” them to follow American direction, nor did it 
merely engage in “dirty tricks” in order to undermine the 
Communists. What’s more—and this too deserves emphasis 
in light of latter-day misrepresentations—the very deliberate 
and conscious policy was made both in Washington and in 
Rome that no help of any kind go to the Neo-Fascists or 
Monarchists. The unanimous view was that, with the right 
kinds and amounts of assistance, the center parties could be 
strengthened sufficiently to form and maintain a stable, via- 
ble, and truly democratic governing majority, and thus the 
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United States did not need to back right-wing groups in its 
campaign to stop the rise of the Communists. To a large de- 
gree the reason was ideological; after all, what we wanted 
was democracy in Italy, so we could not very well support 
antidemocratic groups, whether on the Left or on the Right. 
But there was also a pragmatic reason; any strengthening of 
the Neo-Fascists and Monarchists, we recognized, would in- 
evitably weaken the Liberals and Christian Democrats, for 
that was the only place from which added strength could 
come to them, not from the Communists. 

The CIA’s support to the center forces was provided 
mainly in the form of direct payments, money to help them 
finance the usual variety of political activities: publication of 
newsletters, leaflets, posters, and other propaganda mate- 
rials, staging congresses and public rallies, conducting 
membership drives and voter-registration campaigns and 
the like. In addition, though, perhaps because of my earlier 
experience in the New York Democratic Party movement 
and my studies of the Communist “organizational weapon,” 
I was particularly concerned with the fundamentals of party 
organization and operation, and so I insisted that not only 
funds but also advice be given for training programs, re- 
search and study groups, local party offices and activities, 
and so on. In particular I worked to establish firm long-term 
budgets, so that the groups supported could maintain a regu- 
lar schedule of activities and services to their voters, rather 
than only frenetic electoral campaigns and promises. I felt 
that smaller expenditures each year for these purposes 
would be more effective than a single large crash funding 
for an election campaign. 

But it was also clear that to confine our efforts strictly to 
the purely political arena would be to keep the operation 
entirely too narrow, especially in light of the way Moscow 
was functioning. Past masters in the art of wielding the orga- 
nizational weapon, the Russians poured their aid not only 
into the Italian Communist Party itself but also to the host of 
Party-controlled or Party-front organizations that the Com- 
munists had set up throughout the Italian social and eco- 
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nomic structure: the huge and highly effective Communist 
trade union, for example, consumer and farmer cooperatives, 
cultural societies, youth and student groups, veterans orga- 
nizations, and local committees of all kinds. This kind of 
support had to be vigorously matched, and therefore much 
of the CIA effort also went to strengthening the free trade- 
union movement, building competitive democratic coopera- 
tives and supporting a variety of cultural, civic and political 
groups. A strategy had to be developed into which the indi- 
vidual groups to be supported could fit. 

In Italy, it was clear that the Church still was an important 
force, and its lay activities, from the associations of Christian 
workers to parish-based discussion groups, still could pull 
voters to the democratic center, At the same time, though, it 
was clear that the Church’s political influence was waning, 
that a program based on it alone would be destined to fail- 
ure; and in any event that these groups drew on the 
Church’s own financial sources, so CIA aid was less needed. 
But other, secular groups, whose interests led them to sup- 
port center democratic government, did need help in their 
competition with Communist organizations in the same sec- 
tor. Thus, fishermen, farmers, resistance veterans and other 
groups had to be identified and a decision made whether 
and how they could use CIA assistance effectively to in- 
crease their appeal and to provide a broader base for a cen- 
ter democratic government. 

Our task was much more difficult than that faced by the 
Communists, whose support of such groups was designed 
single-mindedly to aid the Party to extend its influence into 
sectors where the purely political organizations could not 
penetrate. As our strategy was based on center democracy, 
we had to deal with a number of parties and groups quite 
fiercely insistent on their independence and with interests 
sometimes quite opposed to one another. Thus we had to 
accept the fact that on occasion a group being supported by 
the CIA might be in tactical opposition to the very govern- 
ment and parties supported by the CIA. Any attempt to dic- 
tate the tactics of such a group would conflict with the basis 
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of our relationship, that we were assisting it to flourish as an 
element in a pluralistic, democratic Italy, and would risk 
discrediting our own strategy as well as the appeal the 
group offered to its followers. But this explanation was fre- 
quently a difficult one to get across through cables to Wash- 
ington or even sometimes to the senior members of the em- 
bassy reviewing our progress. 

Propaganda was a particular arena of contest in Italy. The 
Communists and their front groups were amply supplied 
with journals and leaflets of all descriptions, and the wall 
poster was a firmly established vehicle for pressing the party 
line not only on the faithful but also on the independent 
passer-by, in every village and city in Italy. These had to be 
answered, not only by the democratic parties themselves, 
but also by the organizations facing the front groups. I 
viewed posters with some distaste, as they were expensive, 
their effect was rarely more than fleeting, and they had a 
terribly intoxicating effect on American officials, who con- 
tinually urged that a poster be put out with whatever pet 
idea they had at the moment. I believed that our funds were 
much better spent on local offices and activists, training 
schools and similar organizational work, even including or- 
ganization journals to ensure that the cadre and membership 
were well armed with arguments they needed to contest 
their Communist associates orally. But I also accepted the 
need for a presence on the walls, and often approved the 
necessary large funds for posters. 

A feature of life in Italy was the periodic rumor that a gen- 
eral-circulation magazine or newspaper was in the process 
of being acquired by some well-funded people who planned 
to make it anti-American in character, promote a neutralist 
line, or otherwise pose a threat to United States interests. 
The suggestion would then be made that this problem could 
be obviated either by arranging to purchase the controlling 
interest ourselves through intermediaries or by starting up a 
competing journal. The sums involved were invariably 
large, the pit into which the first installment would be 
placed was clearly bottomless, the problems of controlling 
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the editorial content on a daily basis to the satisfaction of 
covert would-be publishers in Rome and Washington were 
insuperable, and I could confidently predict that the feared 
anti-Americanism would appear in other journals even if we 
blocked it in this one. By a combination of these arguments 
and some traditional bureaucratic foot-dragging, I managed 
to divert most of these proposals into more productive chan- 
nels for our support. 

But Washington expected action in the press field. It was 
acutely conscious of the fashion in which the worldwide 
Communist propaganda apparatus functioned, placing a 
story in some obscure journal in Bombay and then picking 
up and replaying the article throughout the world, at which 
point even the non-Communist wire services and journals 
began to treat it as a real story. To match this, Washington 
wanted the ability similarly to place stories in non-American 
media around the world and then cause its other “outlets” to 
pick up and publicize it; the apparatus was irreverently 
dubbed the “Mighty Wurlitzer.” And in Italy it was ar- 
ranged in a way that reflected some of the CIA culture, and 
later produced problems of its own. We turned to the OSO 
“side” of the station and its friends in the Italian security 
field. With their help, we located an editor interested in 
publicizing little-noticed facts about life in the Communist 
countries (the bulk of Washington’s interest) and some other 
occasional tidbits of international politics, with particular at- 
tention to highlighting material about Communist world- 
wide activities. 

The material we supplied this editor was fundamentally 
true, to maintain the news agency’s credibility, and the local 
press began to use it regularly. Washington was happy with 
the clippings we sent in, I was happy that the affair required 
minimum investment in time or money, and the station was 
happy at this evidence that the OSO and OPC cultures had 
merged to conduct this operation. None of us noted the dan- 
ger of thus encouraging some of the Italian security leader- 
ship to believe that CIA might be sympathetic to their play- 
ing an active political role in Italy. And while CIA in 1954 
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had nothing to do with the political activities that later 
caused the head of the Italian intelligence service to be in- 
dicted (although ultimately cleared in 1971), even the small 
earlier activity might have been used by opponents to place 
the entire blame for his actions on CIA. 

For all these activities the essential ingredient was se- 
crecy; there simply couldn’t be any evidence that the sup- 
port was coming from the United States government. There- 
fore that support, whether money, materials or simply 
advice, was passed to the recipients via intermediaries who 
ostensibly had no connection whatsoever with the CIA, or 
for that matter even with the United States embassy. These 
intermediaries, of course, were so-called CIA “outside offi- 
cers,” agents living under private cover in Rome and else- 
where throughout Italy. It is true that in two of our larger 
operations, because of their importance in the country’s 
over-all political spectrum, I or one of my “inside officers” 
maintained direct contact with the Italian recipients of our 
aid, meeting in carefully selected and well hidden safe 
houses, after the traditional circuitous approach, although 
even in these cases the funds would actually be passed by 
an outsider, so that no funds were handed over by an ac- 
knowledged United States official. In every other case, the 
contacts went through an outside agent, using a good cover 
reason why the two would be together. Indeed, this sort of 
thing was so effective that often the Italian recipients of our 
aid themselves were not certain where the aid was coming 
from. Some believed that they were in contact with private 
American groups who had taken an interest in their cause. 
And those who had an inkling that they were in touch with 
the United States government in some way, though not 
knowing exactly in which way, were discreet enough not to 
ask. 

Compared with Scandinavia, planting and running out- 
side agents in Italy was a virtual piece of cake. In the dolce 
vita atmosphere of the time, Americans of every shape, form 
and description had flocked to Rome and other major Italian 
cities and were constantly roaming all over the Italian land- 
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scape. Thus, the half-dozen-or-so outside officers I ran, most 
of them sent over by the Agency from Washington head- 
quarters and each assigned to a different political group, at- 
tracted no more attention than the tens of thousands of other 
Americans on the scene then. And what’s more, there was 
very little problem establishing credible covers for them. 
Americans could present the flimsiest reasons for being in 
Italy at that time without raising a single incredulous eve- 
brow. They could be businessmen, free-lance journalists, 
students, artists, aspiring film actors, or just well-heeled 
drifters who had come to partake of the sweet life. 

Which is not to say that that sweet-life atmosphere didn’t 
present some problems. On one occasion one of my outside 
contacts, in the best dolce vita spirit, got into a fight with his 
wife’s lover and wound up in the local jail, thereby creating 
some fairly anxious moments for me about what he would 
reveal concerning his real work during his trial. On another 
occasion, we discovered that one of our officers was requir- 
ing the recipient of CIA funds to receipt for a larger sum 
than he actually received, and was pocketing the difference. 
When he was confronted, he ran, and a wild chase ensued, 
with the officer getting as far as Mexico before he was finally 
induced to surrender and repay the stolen funds. But CIA 
and the Justice Department concluded that he could not be 
prosecuted without exposing his entire operation and the 
Italian recipients, and destroying them among their asso- 
ciates. 

This incident, I must quickly add, was by no means usual. 
In fact, corruption of this sort was really quite rare in the 
CIA, despite the obvious opportunities for it that covert op- 
erations afforded. Extremely strict internal procedures had 
been designed by the Agency to prevent, or at least severely 
limit, such abuse. Funds were handled by a separate finance 
office with its own channels of reporting; signed vouchers 
and receipts were required, even using aliases where neces- 
sary, to conceal secret recipients, or an officer's certificate on 
those occasions where a receipt could not be obtained; and 
detailed accountings and audits made every officer aware 
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that precise control of funds was vitally important to the 
Agency. Allen Dulles had warned that the CIA’s power to 
dispense secret funds would undoubtedly be cut off if the 
Congress ever suspected that the power was being abused. 
This is not to say that some chiefs of station did not use 
funds to entertain quite lavishly, nor that some of the “oper- 
ational expenses” involved in an officer’s cultivation of po- 
tential agents did not include providing that officer with 
some of the better brands of alcohol in the Embassy com- 
missary. But in such incidents CIA’s activities did not differ 
substantially from those of the military and foreign services 
during those vears, nor indeed from the accepted mores of 
the corporate-expense-account world. 

But most of the problems presented by the indirect way of 
operating were simple ones: being certain that the agents 
were properly briefed and that they were saying only what 
was approved United States policy. Isolated as they were 
from the official American community, in frequent and sym- 
pathetic contact with only one of the facets of the intricate 
Italian political scene, they quite naturally tended to take on 
the views of their contacts. Thus, on a daily basis I would 
wander out of the Embassy, drive across town and pick up 
one of them at a street corner for a discussion, sometimes 
merely driving aimlessly through beautiful Rome, some- 
times stopping at a discreet safe apartment, sometimes tak- 
ing a chance, on a sparkling spring day, to have a quiet 
lunch at a remote country restaurant. We would discuss the 
political scene and the latest government crisis in fine de- 
tail, he would explain how his contacts could not possibly 
do anything other than what they were doing without losing 
all their political appeal, and I would tell him he had to urge 
them to change their position slightly, so that the govern- 
ment could survive and I could answer the furious cables I 
was receiving as to how headquarters could possibly con- 
tinue giving any further aid to such a recalcitrant group. We 
would then separate, and each would try to present the 
other’s arguments to an unsympathetic reception, yet obtain 
enougn movement on each side to keep the project alive. 
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Despite the tension, it was stimulating and enjoyable work 
for one who liked politics and the fine Roman atmosphere. 

Clare Boothe Luce took an intimate interest—and hand— 
in the CIA operations run out of her embassy. When I first 
arrived in Rome, she was heavily involved in what was to 
become her most brilliant diplomatic accomplishment: ne- 
gotiating a peaceful settlement of the dispute over Trieste 
between Italy and Yugoslavia. But she soon turned her at- 
tention and keen intelligence to my political action program. 
She set up a regular Tuesday afternoon skull session in her 
beautifully gilded office in the Embassy—the former resi- 
dence of Queen Mother Marguerite—which wonderfully 
and somewhat theatrically set off her blond hair, the pastel 
colors she favored in her clothing and her regal bearing. 
And, later when she became ill and temporarily bedridden, 
rather than cancel the session, she would hold court in her 
bedroom. And either there, clustered about the foot of her 
bed, or seated in her spacious office, those senior officers of 
the embassy who were entitled to know of CIA’s activities— 
her deputy chief of mission Elbridge Durbrow, one of the 
Foreign Service’s original Soviet experts; Francis William- 
son, the head of the political section; and Tom Lane, the 
labor attaché, who had come to Italy in 1943 and had the 
confidence of both American and Italian labor leaders— 
would question Gerry and me for the details of our activity 
and the reactions of our contacts. 

Extremely attractive, intelligent and knowledgeable, full 
of confidence and poise, quick and decisive, leaving no one 
in doubt about who was in charge, Mrs. Luce still stands 
high on my list of strong and effective ambassadors, taking 
command of her mission as the President’s representative, 
willing to take sensible risks and not succumbing to a ner- 
vous concern with minutiae. My great regard for her, how- 
ever, did not mean we always agreed. In fact we had some 
substantial disagreements. 

Our disagreements were not over our basic policy. Mrs. 
Luce made no secret of her conservative leanings, but she 
fully supported the center democratic parties as the best an- 
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swer to the Communists in Italy, and never suggested any 
kind of turn to the Right. But she never really accepted my 
strategic approach of building the democratic organizations 
on a long-term basis, aimed not only at the next election 
contest but the next one after that. She approached the rela- 
tionship in a much more tactical vein, and saw little merit in 
providing support to groups who were acting against a par- 
ticular American interest at any one time. Thus at our Tues- 
day sessions we would frequently argue over whether the 
regular installment of aid to some small party, for example, 
should be held up and the word passed that there was deep 
concern that the recipient was not acting as we would have 
wished and that we thus had doubts about the utility of con- 
tinuing our support. This policy was not limited to the CIA 
program, however. Perhaps its most public expression was 
when Mrs. Luce stated that no “off-shore” Defense Depart- 
ment procurement contracts should be awarded to firms 
whose employees had voted to be represented by the Com- 
munist labor union. Applied to Fiat, this worked, and the 
Communist union’s vote promptly fell from 60 percent to 38 
percent. But the lesson was also learned by management, 
which two years later engineered a split in the free union 
and replaced it with a company union, which hardly 
strengthened the cause of center democracy in the area. 

A larger issue arose over the constitutional status the 
Communist Party and its front organizations enjoved in It- 
aly. Prime Minister Mario Scelba, who as Minister of the 
Interior had met the full blast of the Communists’ violent 
reaction to a madman’s attempted assassination of their 
chief, Palmiro Togliatti, in 1948, spoke of the desirability of 
placing legal restraints on the Communists as disloval to the 
Constitution. To American policy circles, this seemed both 
logical and an effective way to hold down this threatening 
force. But Scelba was able to do little about the matter, be- 
cause his minor-party partners saw the answer to Commu- 
nism more in social and economic policies, and the Chris- 
tian Democrats were divided among themselves between 
those who agreed with Scelba, those (the dominant factions) 
who agreed with the minor parties, and those who thought it 
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impossible to take such actions against one out of five Ital- 
ians, and the best-organized ones at that, without stirring 
riots and revolution. 

As the Americans debated this issue, the Italian parlia- 
ment in 1955 elected Giovanni Gronchi, considered a Left- 
ist among the Christian Democrats, as the new President of 
the Republic, and the party clearly set out on the road of 
social and economic reform as its appeal for the support of 
the populace in the next elections. But the Americans held 
to the need for anti-Communist measures. And my long- 
term program of aid to build center democracy was once 
again suspended—until nationwide local elections neared 
and the need for that aid became critical, whereupon I was 
authorized to fill the back seat of my Fiat with millions of 
lire and pass them on through my outside agent, an ostensi- 
ble student, in one rather tense evening’s work. 

But 1955 opened a new issue, around which an intense 
American debate would swirl for many years. The Socialist 
Party, under Pietro Nenni, began a long, slow process of 
separation from the Communists. The center parties’ social 
programs, the Socialists’ junior-partner status with the Com- 
munists, the prospect of being in opposition forever and the 
change in the European atmosphere from Stalin’s menace to 
the Marshall Plan’s hopes, all contributed to Nenni’s move. 
But he took no dramatic nor even clear steps such as the 
Social Democrats had done when they broke off from the 
Communists and their Socialist allies in 1948. Whether from 
a natural supercaution, a tactical design to extract the great- 
est possible number of concessions from the Christian Dem- 
ocrats, a sincere fear of dividing the Left for the benefit of 
the Right, or because the web of his supporting organiza- 
tions in labor, cooperatives, and elsewhere were under 
Communist control and would be used against an indepen- 
dent Socialist Party, the moves he made were so ambiguous 
and imperceptible that they raised the immediate question 
whether they were in good faith or merely a stratagem 
through which the Communists could enter the center polit- 
ical arena by proxy. 

This ambiguity produced the debate over whether the 
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center, and especially the Christian Democrats, should con- 
template an “opening to the Left’”—that is, an arrangement 
for collaboration with the Socialists separated from the Com- 
munists. The proponents of this, of which I was one, 
pointed to the fact that some 15 percent of the combined 
Left vote was Socialist, and that if this (or even a major part 
of it) could be separated from the Communists, they would 
be reduced at one blow to a mere 20 percent of the Italian 
electorate, and a very minor threat to the Western alliance. 
The opponents, including Mrs. Luce, pointed to the ambi- 
guity of the statements and steps of the Socialists, and in- 
sisted that they make a clear break with their erstwhile al- 
lies before they could be received as respectable members 
of Western democracy. And in the background, the problem 
of Christian Democratic unity loomed. A clear turn to the 
Left and an alliance with the Socialists might lead, in many 
opinions, to a split of the right wing of the Christian Demo- 
crats into a separate party hoping to add enough rightist 
strength from the Monarchists and the ex-Fascists to govern. 
The prediction was that they would fail, but the result 
would be to weaken the Christian Democrats in the face of 
the Communists, spell the end to center government, and 
lead to the type of coalition instability endemic to France. 
As usual in important political questions, good arguments 
could be offered in support of both sides. 

There was an operational dimension to the debate. The 
Socialists for years had relied entirely upon the Communists 
for their network of supporting organizations and, some said, 
for their basic financial livelihood as well. Whether or not 
the latter was true, it was apparent that one of the inhibi- 
tions to a clean break by the Socialists from the Communists 
was where their future financial and political support would 
come from. But if this could be assured by a combination of 
an outgoing attitude among the center democratic forces rec- 
ognizing the return of a prodigal to the tenets of Western 
democracy and an assurance of a continuing source of finan- 
cial support from unspecified and understanding “friends” 
in America, then the inhibitions might be eliminated and 
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the Socialists might take the step that would end American 
concern over the slim majority that stood for Western de- 
mocracy in Italy. Some of my outside officers had little trou- 
ble striking up acquaintances with Socialist leaders, and in 
their discussions with them of the objectives and plight of 
the Socialists, they were close to offering to survey friendly 
and understanding sources “in America” to see whether 
some assistance might be found to help the Socialists 
through their dilemma. 

But it was not to be, as American policy remained solidly 
against the opening, even after Mrs. Luce departed in No- 
vember 1956 after thc bizarre but very real experience of 
suffering from arsenic droppings from the paint in her resi- 
dence at the Villa Taverna. Under her successor, James 
David Zellerbach, the Embassy and Washington remained 
insistent that the Socialists prove their conversion by sepa- 
rating themselves not only at the party level but from all the 
supporting organizations they shared with the Communists. 
I was never authorized to permit my outside officers to open 
a conversation with Socialists about the possibility of locat- 
ing friendly American sources to assist the Socialist Party 
gradually to wean itself from the massive support it had re- 
ceived from the Communists. 

Paradoxically, my operations also had to contend with 
Americans of exactly the opposite political persuasion from 
Mrs. Luce. At this time the CIA’s International Organiza- 
tions Division, headed by Tom Braden and his deputy, Cord 
Meyer, had a firmly liberal coloration and viewed the princi- 
pal struggle with the Communists internationally as one 
over the loyalties of voters attracted to social and political 
change and even Socialism—whether they would be lured 
by the false promise of the Communists or could be brought 
to support the democratic socialism of the West. This divi- 
sion’s primary work was in helping to organize and support 
internationally such groups as free labor federations, free 
student societies, the Congress of Cultural Freedom, and a 
series of other free associations from jurists to lawyers to 
veterans, to counter the similar “front” organizations the 
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Communists ran in the international field. But these interna- 
tional organizations were based on national ones, like the 
American National Student Association, and they needed to 
demonstrate their strength and reality at home before they 
could speak effectively in the international arena. Thus, 
from Braden’s division came suggestions that Italian Social 
Democrats and independent cultural groups be especially 
helped, and that the opening to the Left could be a major 
tactical victory in the East-West struggle. 

This thesis, however valid on the international plane, had 
two complications in Italy. Most of the individuals and 
groups Braden suggested for assistance were outspoken in 
their criticism and opposition to the Christian Democrats, 
and even of the necessary compromises that permitted a co- 
alition center government in Italy. Since this was the linch- 
pin of American policy, it made no sense to us to support 
those who opposed it, even for whatever unmeasurable help 
that might give to our international programs. The coalition 
was too fragile to permit much internal conflict, and we had 
enough as it was. Secondly, these activities raised a problem 
over lines of authority and responsibilitv. Ambassador Luce 
was charged with the management of our Italian relations, 
and she was highly competent to do so, whether I agreed 
with her every decision or not. But independent CIA-sup- 
ported activities from other areas could have a major impact 
there, and I believed it important that she have a major 
voice in determining what they might be—under Washing- 
ton’s over-all control, of course. So my own liberal sympa- 
thies and understanding of these proposals took second 
place to the pragmatics of Italy’s politics, and the structure 
of the American government—I had to agree that we not 
turn from the Christian Democrat bird in the hand to the 
Socialist birds in the bush, at least not until they were fully 
grown and we could better see their plumage. 

Considering the amounts of money we were spending—at 
least relative to the CIA budget—it is not surprising that 
there was an almost constant demand by Washington for ac- 
countings on what we were accomplishing. Impatient staff 
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reviews repeatedly complained of the size of the subsidies 
disbursed in Italy (although they were but a small fraction of 
the economic and military aid flowing in simultaneously); 
there were many at headquarters who were suspicious that 
all we were doing was handing out our money in a free- 
wheeling happy-go-lucky way; and time and again I was vis- 
ited by senior Washington officials for detailed briefings. 

One such visitor was Joseph P. Kennedy (father of the fu- 
ture President), a member of the President’s Foreign Intelli- 
gence Advisory Board (PFIAB), who was particularly inquis- 
itive about the program. Headquarters informed me of his 
coming, told me to brief him fully, but said not to tell him 
the names of our agents and outside officers. But the desk 
officer in Washington who gave these instructions obviously 
didn’t know Joe Kennedy, a man who hadn’t amassed his 
fortune and imparted to his sons the wit and drive to reach 
the top by accepting anodyne descriptions of the activities 
of bureaucrats. While I briefed him in Gerry’s office, he sud- 
denly and gruffly demanded to know the name of the out- 
side officer handling the labor program that I was describ- 
ing. Following my instructions, I described the officer’s 
qualifications but did not name him. But Kennedy bore in; 
clearly, he was out to prove that he was entitled to know all 
and every secret. And, after some further fencing on my 
part, he sharply said that either he would be given the name 
of the outside officer or he would return to Washington and 
resign from the PFIAB. At this point, Gerry Miller inter- 
vened and solved the impasse by giving Kennedy the name 
he wanted, and Mrs. Luce saved my hide by vouching for 
me to Kennedy. I had learned my first lesson about outside 
supervision of the CIA: that while such supervision must 
have limits if it is both to work and to keep secrets, the 
Agency itself cannot set those limits. 

It was admittedly difficult to show “hard returns” for the 
money we were spending. We could—and did—monitor the 
work being done by the parties and groups we were sup- 
porting, checking on the functioning of their local organiza- 
tions, attending their meetings, rallies and congresses, read- 
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ing their papers and propaganda materials, auditing their 
books, seeing whether their posters appeared in the villages 
or just the major cities. We also kept a close watch on the 
local, municipal or regional elections to get readings on how 
our friends were doing. But it was clear to me that our ac- 
complishments could not be measured in short-term ways. 
As I argued repeatedly, we had to realize that we were in 
this for the long haul, that our objective had to be the con- 
tinued vitality of the center democratic forces and that it 
would not be until the 1958 elections that we could have 
even a benchmark of whether we had succeeded in halting 
the trend toward waning Christian Democratic strength and 
rising Communist strength. 

Despite all this political work, I was still in the world of 
intelligence. Our outside officers, by virtue of their relations 
with leaders of the political parties and other organizations 
at the center of Italy’s political life plus a wide variety of 
other politically involved Italians, had access to the most in- 
timate aspects of Italy’s political life. This was “intelli- 
gence” in the sense of information and judgments necessary 
to the Embassy and to Washington as they made American 
policy vis-a-vis Italy. It was supplemental to the product of 
our “intelligence” spies and counterspies on the OSO 
“side” of the station, who concentrated on Soviet and other 
Communist actions with respect to Italy, and who worked 
with their Italian counterparts. But our approaches 
differed—theirs the secret techniques of intelligence profes- 
sionals, mine the tactics of the cloakrooms and political 
dealings familiar from ward politics to state legislatures. 
And sometimes the techniques clashed. 

One day Gerry Miller called me into his office. He said he 
wanted me to meet a very secret American contact whom I 
should handle for him in the future. We went out to a small 
bar where no one would notice us and shared a cappuccino. 
I learned that my new friend (and he is still my friend) had 
come to Italy with the OSS and had gotten to know a num- 
ber of young political leaders when they were trying to es- 
tablish their new political system. A liberal Catholic by 
background, and fluent in Italian, he had befriended a num- 
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ber of them and had helped them to formulate their ideas on 
how Italy should develop. He had returned to the United 
States after the war, but had kept his friendships not only 
with the Italians but with some of the OSS veterans who 
also had operated in Italy during the war and later had 
helped to form CIA, in particular James Angleton. They had 
asked him to return to Italy from time to time to keep in 
touch with his old friends and report to Washington on their 
views and hopes. He had done so regularly, but it was clear 
that the struggle in Italy was moving into high gear, and 
Washington had sent him to Rome to live, so that his infor- 
mation could be continuous. Gerry had tried to meet with 
him and keep him compartmented from the rest of the sta- 
tion, and from my political operations, but had come to the 
conclusion that it could not be done. The problems of brief- 
ing and debriefing him, ensuring that he both understood 
and thus followed the ambassador’s policies, yet operated 
without apparent connection with the embassy were too de- 
manding in time and too difficult to conceal for one in 
Gerry's prominent position as one of Mrs. Luce’s principal 
advisers as well as in official liaison with the Italian security 
services. So Gerry obtained Washington’s approval to bring 
me in on the secret of his friend’s activities and authorized 
me to help in handling him thenceforth. 

“Charlie,” as we referred to him when necessary, was a 
fascinating individual. Totally devoted to Western freedom 
and the United States, he had a circle of Italian friends that 
made me green with envy, as they covered a number of po- 
litical currents. Well-educated and widely read, he could 
discourse with ease on medieval philosophy and the Pope’s 
social encyclicals. But his very closeness to his Italian 
friends had an impact on his judgments about them. He 
looked as much at their personal attributes as at their politi- 
cal roles, and he formed strong opinions about whether their 
personal standards were of the high quality needed, inevita- 
bly measured by his own, which were high indeed. As raw 
information feeding into an over-all assessment of Italian af- 
fairs, his contribution was of great value. 

But I learned that it was more than this, and in my view 
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dangerous; I heard that the secrecy of his operation as a 
classic “singleton,” an individual agent operating alone 
rather than as a member of a net or through a chain of inter- 
mediaries, produced the impression in Washington that it 
reflected the direct truth about events and personalities in 
Italy. And the professional intelligence operators who man- 
aged him, to ensure that this direct truth reached policy lev- 
els, had arranged that his reports be forwarded in their raw 
form in sealed envelopes to Washington and laid on the 
desk of senior policy-level officials as the real story direct 
from the source. No Washington official could resist reading 
or being impressed by his lively, informal and personal ac- 
counts of his meetings with senior Italians, and on one occa- 
sion I learned that he had even been picked up on a Wash- 
ington street corner by a black limousine so that he could 
orally brief the Secretary of State, John Foster Dulles, as 
they drove through the city. 

Obviously such a meeting and the dramatics of clandestin- 
ity that surrounded it enhanced the impact of Charlie’s 
views, vastly beyond the effect of the judgments of the many 
other reports, also from direct conversations with Italian 
leaders, but passed through the careful screening and colla- 
tion process of the corps of experts on Italian political affairs 
not only in the editing staffs of our station, but in the analyt- 
ical components of the embassy, the State Department and 
the CIA. 

Gradually, I set about changing the situation. I adhered to 
Washington’s strictures that his identity be kept totally hid- 
den, but I began to insist that his product (but, of course, not 
his identity) be circulated to those who needed to know the 
results of his unique access in Italy. This began with the 
Ambassador and the political officers of the embassy, and 
then spread naturally to the other CIA officers in the station, 
the operational desk at home, and finally the analytical staffs 
of CIA’s Directorate of Intelligence and the other intelli- 
gence “customers” in Washington. Charlie’s material then 
reached all its proper readers, but arrived without a special 
aura of mystery, and was put in proper proportion in the 
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jigsaw-puzzle collection of information needed to under- 
stand the variegated Italian political scene. I could not be 
accused of suppressing it, but only of ensuring that all 
points of view were reported. To the extent that Washington 
or the embassy adopted his views and his recommendations 
for policy, even over my arguments to the contrary (and they 
were many as the opening to the Left loomed), I at least 
knew that the policies he espoused had official approval. 
Moreover, Italians were not subject to confusion at hearing 
one policy from the embassy and its unofficial spokesmen 
and another from a mysterious representative of some un- 
stated authority in Washington, perhaps the CIA. 

The contrasting political and “professional” approaches to 
intelligence had other encounters. At the Twentieth Con- 
gress of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union, Khrush- 
chev made his famous speech denouncing Stalin. CIA ob- 
tained a copy through its excellent professional operators, 
despite Khrushchev’s intention that it remain a Communist 
family secret. The question then arose as to what was to be 
done with this obviously valuable weapon in the struggle 
between Stalin’s successors and the free societies of the 
West. The more conspiratorial elements of CIA, led by the 
counterintelligence experts, saw it as the basis for an opera- 
tion to spread confusion and deception among the Commu- 
nists of the world. As one move in this program they turned 
to the Italian station and its press outlets to plant a copy of it 
sourced in Italy, with subtle variations in the original text to 
increase suspicions and backbiting among Communists. But 
before it was published, more politic heads prevailed 
(among them Ray Cline, as an analyst looking at the over-all 
impact it could have on world political trends), and Allen 
Dulles delivered the true text to the State Department to 
release officially to The New York Times. It is clear that the 
political approach was right, and that the speech marked a 
watershed in the appeal of the Soviets to other peoples 
throughout the world, unblemished by doubts as to how an 
obscure Italian publication might have obtained such a doc- 
ument, or as to the accuracy of its text. 
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Perhaps the most dramatic, if not indeed most important, 
effect of the worldwide distribution of the Khrushchev 
speech was, of course, its contribution to the Hungarian up- 
rising of 1956, and its brutal suppression by Russian tanks. 
From the point of view of the Rome station, without mini- 
mizing the great admiration and sense of deep tragedy we 
felt for the Hungarian freedom fighters, that event provided 
a wonderful propaganda opportunity. All the hypocrisy of 
the Communist claim to be building workers’ paradises and 
all the brutality of the Soviet method of maintaining those 
“paradises” were incontrovertibly revealed. The CIA and its 
allies did everything they could to reinforce the impact in 
Italy. Thousands of posters were plastered in every city, 
leaflets were distributed everywhere, meetings organized, 
memorials to the fallen Hungarian heroes arranged, and 
a nationwide program to receive and resettle the wave of 
refugees who escaped, including one who married the fine 
nursemaid of our Rome-born son, Paul. Although the 
British-French attack on Suez diluted the effect of Hungary 
in much of the world, in Italv the lesson was driven home. 

The Hungarian Revolution had an additional significance 
for the CIA. Ever since the creation of the OPC under Frank 
Wisner’s direction, the Agency had had—or at least believed 
that it had—a mission to assist militarily, in the OSS tradi- 
tion, resistance groups—call them freedom fighters in the 
Hungarian case—seeking to overthrow Communist totalitar- 
ian regimes. And certainly it had tried to do so in Albania, 
Korea and China. Although I was in no way personally in- 
volved in headquarters planning at the time, I do know that 
the CIA did not provoke the Hungarian revolt, as Commu- 
nists have variously charged, by its then front operation Ra- 
dio Free Europe. But once the uprising was underway, 
there can be no doubt that Wisner and other top officials of 
his Directorate of Plans, especially those on the covert ac- 
tion side, were fully prepared with arms, communications 
stocks and air resupply, to come to the aid of the freedom 
fighters. This was exactly the end for which the Agency’s 
paramilitary capability was designed. And a case can be 
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made that they could have done so without involving the 
United States in a world war with the Soviet Union. 

But President Eisenhower overruled them. Whatever 
doubts may have existed in the Agency about Washington’s 
policy in matters like this vanished. It was established, once 
and for all, that the United States, while firmly committed to 
the containment of the Soviets within their existing sphere 
of influence, was not going to attempt to liberate any of the 
areas within that sphere, even if the provocation was as dra- 
matic as that in the Hungarian situation. And, in fact, no CIA 
aid was sent into Hungary to support the freedom fighters. 
Starkly, we demonstrated that “liberation” was not our pol- 
icv when the chips were down in Eastern Europe, and the 
price might have been World War III. 

Wisner went to Vienna at the end of the uprising and trav- 
eled to the Hungarian border to watch, at least symbolically, 
the fleeing Hungarians cut down by Russian guns as he and 
America stood helplessly aside. He came to Rome from 
there to make a routine visit to the station and it was clear 
that he was near a nervous breakdown. Shortly after, he re- 
signed from the Agency for health reasons, and Richard Bis- 
sell succeeded him as Deputy Director for Plans. Wisner 
never fully recovered, and his eventual suicide was as much 
a casualty of the realities of the Cold War as was that of 
Secretary of Defense James Forrestal. 

The main test of our Italian political program finally came 
in the national elections of 1958, and, in the best Italian po- 
litical tradition, the results were arguable. The facts were 
that the Christian Democrats gained a bit more than two 
percentage points of the electorate over their setback in 
1953, the Communists were held to the same 22 percent that 
they had achieved then, the three minor center parties came 
out about the same, the Right lost substantially and the So- 
cialists gained. One school stressed the strength shown by 
the Christian Democrats as the result of their organizational 
effort, managed since 1954 by Amintore Fanfani, and 
pointed to the rise in Socialist votes as an indication of the 
potential of a Socialist party separated from the Communists 
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in an alliance with the Christian Democrats, an argument for 
the opening to the Left. The other school pointed out that 
the Communist organizational machine, unrestricted by the 
anti-Communist laws that they contended should have been 
passed, had held its voters almost intact despite the negative 
political impact of the Khrushchev speech and the Hungar- 
ian revolt, that the Christian Democrats’ gain had come 
principally from the losses by the Right, and saw the Social- 
ists as only a stalking horse to keep enticing the Italian elec- 
torate leftward to weaken the center and resume the new 
alliance with the Communists in a stronger position. 
Washington auditors of the funds I had used saw no clear- 
cut result in the statistics of the elections, were uncomfort- 
able with the differing interpretations they heard, and found 
insufficient precision in the argument that the results might 
well have been substantially different if no aid had been 
given, either in the form of a larger swing to the Left or a 
polarization of voters into a Right and a Left at the expense 
of democracy in the center. Again the real value of the proj- 
ect could be understood only in the light of a long-term 
strategy: gradually to strengthen center democracy, stop the 
move of voters toward the Communists, and split the Social- 
ists from their unity of action with the Communists. From 
this viewpoint the program did succeed, and the few mil- 
lions expended on such direct political action compared fa- 
vorably with the many more millions spent on economic and 
military aid. The defeat of the Right meant that Commu- 
nism’s threat would be met through democratic politics, not 
a reversion to Fascism. The strength of the Socialists, even 
without aid from outside, meant that left-wing sentiment 
looked toward a democratic form of socialism. The stabiliz- 
ing of the Communists, despite their lavish electoral cam- 
paign and the real social problems of Italy, meant that there 
was no inevitability in their electoral trends and that they 
would have to change their allegiance from Soviet Commu- 
nism if they were to contest the kind of social program the 
Christian Democrats and Socialists could mount together. 
Even the Communist success in holding their previous level 
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showed what a similar long-term organizational effort on the 
democratic side could produce in terms of a well-served and 
loyal mass base. Thus, the way was open for dramatic steps 
to consolidate democracy in Italy and move against the so- 
cial and economic inequities that encouraged authoritarian- 
ism of both Right and Left. 

It did not happen that way, of course. Fanfani’s leftward- 
leaning postelection government ran into a series of sabo- 
tage actions from the right wing of the Christian Democratic 
Party. He was soon replaced as Prime Minister by Antonio 
Segni, with whose government the Monarchists and ex-Fas- 
cists were so happy that they voted for it, although they did 
not participate in its majority. Fanfani was removed as Sec- 
retary General of the party, and replaced by Aldo Moro, who 
altered Fanfani’s drive to create a disciplined party ma- 
chinery to a relaxed view of the many currents in the party, 
compromising in order to placate all of them. The opening 
to the Left stalled, as the Vatican threw the weight of the 
Church against it, and in 1960 Ferdinando Tambroni 
brought Italy nearer to Right-Left polarization than it had 
been since 1948. With his government actually resting on 
ex-Fascists in his majority, he authorized them to hold a 
party congress in the strong resistance center of Genoa, 
sparking riots and violence in a series of Italian cities. He 
met this by a program of police surveillance of the Commu- 
nists through wiretaps, surveys of their mail, and even 
troops in the streets. 

The situation became so dangerous that Tambroni was fi- 
nally forced to resign, and the process of the opening to the 
Left could again proceed, albeit at the slow pace dictated by 
the difficulties within the Christian Democrats and by the 
Socialists’ continued sharing of organizations with the Com- 
munists. The “opening” was not actually consummated un- 
til Pietro Nenni finally became Deputy Prime Minister in 
December 1963. But the move was not accompanied by any 
dynamic social or political program, as the divisions within 
the Christian Democrats continued to limit that party's 
moves in that direction, despite Pope John XXIII’s new 
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spirit in the Church (which in Italy meant a reduction of its 
role in Italian political affairs, rather than a new direction of 
it) and John Kennedy’s support for the opening to the Left, 
which he managed to press onto a reluctant State Depart- 
ment only after a series of internal struggles. The Johnson 
years were obviously preoccupied with Vietnam, and the 
political niceties of Italy were only a secondary matter, so 
the lack of forward progress continued to characterize the 
government, and the Socialists eventually were discredited 
by their coalition with the Christian Democrats. The Com- 
munists, under a new and clever leader, Enrico Berlinguer, 
absorbed the fundamental lesson of the times and them- 
selves talked about an “historic compromise” between 
themselves and the Christian Democrats as the two major 
Italian political forces, squeezing out the Socialists and as- 
serting their independence of Soviet control in a new Euro- 
communism. And today the same debate over their bona 
fides and the effect of carrying out that historic compromise 
rages as it had earlier raged over the “opening to the Left” 
for the Socialists. 

But I was long gone from Italy when all these events tran- 
spired. After the 1958 elections, I had been there five 
years—long enough to have become knowledgeable about 
the country, but not long enough to have become more ori- 
ented to it than to United States interests—and I had asked 
for a transfer. Whether I could have made a difference is 
doubtful, but my departure reduced by one those arguing 
for the opening to the Left within the embassy policy group, 
and the early sixties saw the reduction and phasing out of 
our support to any of the Italian democratic forces, on the 
premise that they had been helped during the fifties and 
should have become self-sustaining by now. The Rome sta- 
tion turned to professional intelligence work against the 
Communist foreign missions and similar espionage and 
counterintelligence targets, and the CIA budget for Italy 
dropped. But the nagging thought remains in my mind that, 
if we had fully supported the opening to the Left and pro- 
vided the assistance it needed to contest the continuing rich 
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resources of the Communist Party, we might have helped it 
gain the momentum that President Kennedy hoped for it. 
We might also thus have freed the Christian Democrats from 
the pressures of finding their support in government corrup- 
tion and freed the Socialists from their unhappy depend- 
ence on the Christian Democrats for political cooperation 
and on the Communists for their supporting organizations. 

But despite this outcome, I believe that the five years be- 
tween the elections of 1953 and 1958 showed that the long- 
term strategy of covert political help to democratic forces 
can work and can frustrate the hopes of authoritarians to 
capture democratic voters for a nondemocratic cause. It can- 
not be used to justify every CIA intervention abroad, but it 
does demonstrate the utility, and even the morality, of such 
secret assistance to foreign friends faced with a subversive 
challenge. It showed that the United States can conduct 
such a struggle on a political level rather than wait until it 
must be confronted on a military one. It also demonstrated 
that such programs can be conducted in full compliance 
with the policy of the President and his ambassador, even 
though I had a few differences with the latter as to what the 
policy should have been. 

Both the successes of the program and its limitations show 
the value of a long-term policy and program of support for 
our friends, in contrast to more conspiratorial activities 
against our adversaries through deception or propaganda at- 
tacks. The real weaknesses of the program were perhaps 
ones of omission rather than of commission—its failure to 
seek out good young leadership cadre and to help them di- 
rectly to grow in expertise and political prominence, so that 
they could take the leadership of the center forces from 
those who controlled them until the 1970s; its failure to take 
a stronger position with respect to forward-looking policies 
of social change and anticorruption and perhaps even a 
deeper involvement in longer-term political policies for an 
economically changing Italy (thanks in good part to the Mar- 
shall Plan) such as dismemberment of the vestiges of Mus- 
solini’s corporate state, which combines the inefficiencies of 
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socialism and the corruption of uncontrolled corporate man- 
agement. But this sort of influence could not be exerted just 
because we thought so and were supporting the effort. It 
would have to depend on a close and cooperative working 
relationship with the Italians actually engaged in the fray. 
And this would be difficult without constant, obvious con- 
tact between Americans and key leaders in a sophisticated 
and somewhat suspicious country like Italy. But CIA could 
and did maintain such relations, while keeping secret the 
specifics of the aid and advice, in many less-developed na- 
tions, and I looked forward to participating in those pro- 
grams. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Strategic Hamlets 
in Vietnam 


|b 1956, while still in Italy, I received a cable from CIA 
headquarters in Washington proposing that I transfer from 
the Rome station to South Asia, where, operating under pri- 
vate cover, I would act as the CIA’s adviser to a very promi- 
nent political leader. In deference to Agency discipline, I 
replied that of course I would go if headquarters insisted, 
but that I thought it made little sense to pull me out of 
Rome before the 1958 Italian elections, the outcome of 
which was the main reason I had come there in the first 
place. Gerry Miller forcefully seconded my view; headquar- 
ters thought it over and concurred, leaving me in place to 
finish my five-year tour. 

After the elections, however, I reactivated the idea and 
applied for a transfer to the Far East. I didn’t have any place 
in particular in mind. My boyhood sojourn in China, when 
my father had been stationed in Tientsin, had produced a 
vague yearning to return some day to that part of the world. 
I was prepared to go virtually anywhere in Asia if the 
Agency had an appropriate opening for me. And where they 
had that appropriate opening—as deputy chief of station— 
was in Saigon. And so it was, in this rather desultory, coinci- 
dental, virtually unthinking fashion, that I began more than 
a decade and a half of intense involvement in what was to 
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be one of the most traumatic and tragic experiences in mod- 
ern American history, the Vietnam War. 

When I arrived in Saigon with the family on Tet of 1959, 
after a few months of reading on the Vietnam situation in 
Washington, the war had not yet begun, and the scene be- 
fore us on the short drive from Tan Son Nhut airport was 
remarkably peaceful and calm. Saigon was a gracious colo- 
nial city with tree-lined boulevards, bustling marketplaces, 
pedicabs racing to and fro, and wonderfully pretty women 
gracefully gliding by in their beautiful ao dais. But it was a 
deceptive peace and calm, a peace and calm between 
storms. 

Less than five years had passed since the fall of Dienbien- 
phu. The Geneva Agreement of July 1954, formalizing the 
French defeat in Indochina, had divided the country be- 
tween the rival governments of Ho Chi Minh in North Viet- 
nam and Ngo Dinh Diem in the south, had arranged for an 
exchange of populations—about 90,000 southern Commu- 
nists went north and some 900,000 northerners, largely but 
not exclusively Catholics, went south—and had set 1956 as 
the date for elections for the reunification of the country. 

To be sure, at that time, both sides had made arrange- 
ments for a resumption of war. The Communists had left a 
stay-behind net in the south, consisting of perhaps 5,000 to 
10,000 cadre and guerrillas, and had put into training as fu- 
ture guerrilla leaders the southerners who had gone north. 
And the CIA’s Ed Lansdale, coming fresh from helping 
Magsaysay of the Philippines put down the Communist 
Hukbalahap insurrection there, and Lucien Conein, my old 
Jedburgh buddy, who had served out the rest of World War 
II with the OSS in Indochina, had tried to set up a similar 
anti-Ho underground network in the north. But neither 
amounted to very much. Lansdale and Conein’s effort in- 
volved a few sabotage strikes just before the Geneva Ac- 
cords were signed, but the net they left behind faded away 
or was destroyed by Hanoi’s forces during the next few 
months. As for the Communist underground in the south, 
which was in time to be known as the Viet Cong, it re- 
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mained essentially quiescent. Ho and his colleagues at the 
time were far too preoccupied with consolidating power and 
applying Communist ideology to the economic, social and 
political structure of North Vietnam to start up the war in 
the south again. Besides, and more to the point, Ho didn’t 
think he had to. He believed that he was going to be able to 
take over South Vietnam by peaceful means—through the 
internal collapse of the Saigon government and the reunifi- 
cation elections scheduled for 1956. 

That, in 1954, was a view that was widely shared. Indis- 
putably, the Saigon government was extremely weak and 
precarious. Diem’s power and authority in those days didn't 
extend much farther than the gates of the Presidential Pal- 
ace. Bevond, he was challenged on every side by a host of 
dissident and powerful factions, quite apart from the Com- 
munists. The armed religious sects—the Cao Dai and Hoa 
Hao—were in a virtual constant state of revolt, and the Binh 
Xuyen, best described as a gang of bandits, controlled the 
Saigon police and freely defied Diem. In addition, the army 
and the civil-service bureaucracy, which had been estab- 
lished and trained by the French colonialists, were still very 
much under French influence—and no two groups disliked 
each other much more than Diem and the French. Finally, 
Diem had no mass popular constituency; his Mandarin 
Catholic background gave him no base among the Buddhist 
peasant population. His only appeal lay in his nationalism, 
which had led him to exile rather than accept French colo- 
nial rule, and the fact that his non-Communist national- 
ism seemed a more hopeful prospect than Ho’s Communist 
version. 

Not surprisingly, with so much going against him, hardly 
anyone gave him much chance of surviving, and virtually no 
one (including himself) gave him any chance at all of win- 
ning the reunification elections against the Communists in 
1956. And this included the Americans. A national intelli- 
gence estimate, dated August 1954 (and quoted in the Pen- 
tagon Papers), stated: “Although it is possible that the 
French and Vietnamese, even with firm support from the 
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U.S. and other powers, may be able to establish a strong 
regime in South Vietnam, we believe the chances for this 
development are poor and moreover, that the situation is 
more likely to continue to deteriorate progressively over the 
next year.” 

And yet, Diem pulled it off, by taking on his enemies one 
by one. He first asserted his authority over the army. He 
purged its pro-French chief of staff and put his own man in, 
ended the assistance it received from the French, and wel- 
comed an American Military Assistance Advisory Group 
(MAAG), some 350 strong, to take over its training and sup- 
ply. Then, during 1955, he successively took control of the 
Saigon police from the bandit Binh Xuven, fended off, split, 
and ultimately defeated the Cao Dai and Hoa Hao private 
armies. Next he organized a referendum to depose the Em- 
peror Bao Dai, and establish a Vietnamese republic with 
himself as President. And finally he arranged elections for a 
South Vietnamese National Assembly and formally rejected 
the 1956 elections for the unification of the country, because 
they obviously would be won by the more populated Com- 
munist-controlled north. 

Through all of this, Diem unquestionably benefited from 
American aid, both economic and military, as well as from 
the political support of President Eisenhower, who saw in 
him a firm line of resistance to the spread of Communism in 
Asia. Moreover, the dramatic exodus of Catholic refugees 
from North Vietnam during this period, demonstrating in 
this way their preference for a society in which their reli- 
gion could flourish, also added to his support in the United 
States, especially from Cardinal Spellman. And then, too, 
there was CIA’s backing: Ed Lansdale proffered political 
advice (for which he was pilloried by Graham Greene in 
The Quiet American) and the Saigon station helped to train 
Diem’s bodyguards and provided him with a direct channel 
to the Dulles brothers, John Foster at State and Allen at the 
Agency, in Washington. But for all of this the main accom- 
plishment was truly Diem’s, the result of his toughness in 
crisis times, his firm use of authority amid anarchy, his mon- 
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astic devotion to his mission of non-Communist nationalism 
and even his prickly refusal to accept counsels of caution 
and compromise when the situation appeared bleak. By 
1958 not only had he put down his opponents, he was well 
launched on an extensive development program for South 
Vietnam. Roads were reopened, schools proliferated in the 
countryside, a five-year DDT-spraying campaign was started 
to eliminate malaria, rice production began to climb, and 
light industry grew in the Saigon suburbs. 

But despite this success, there were in Diem’s approach 
flaws that would prove critical in time. The fact of American 
aid, for example, cast a shadow over Diem’s nationalism and 
allowed the Communists to claim to be the only true nation- 
alists, the ones who had ousted the French and the ones 
who still sought to free the country’s soil of all outsiders. 
Paradoxically, this was a chief reason behind many of the 
difficulties that Americans had in dealing with Diem and 
others of his government; on occasion they resisted the 
Americans merely to demonstrate their independence, to 
themselves if to none other. Moreover, during the days of 
anarchy, Diem discovered the value of keeping a firm grip 
on all the levers of power, and he developed the view that it 
would be dangerous to release even small bits of it, espe- 
cially to opposition groups who appeared to him at least ir- 
responsible if not actually disloyal to the fragile new state 
and its leaders in the face of the mortal threat from the 
north. 

Thus, Diem functioned as a Mandarin administrator, a be- 
nevolent dictator, forcing his people into development for 
their own good, whatever they thought of it, authoritarian 
and undemocratic, using but complaining about the French- 
trained bureaucracy he employed to do so, believing that it 
could gradually be reformed and replaced by the graduates 
of American public-administration training programs. The 
vacuum that this produced in Saigon’s political life was par- 
tially filled by noisy Saigon opposition groups and by mass 
rallies organized regularly by government officials to im- 
press the Palace. But to a far greater degree it was filled 
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among the elite by groups loyal to the suppressed sects and 
to regional chieftains, and by rumor and conspiracy theories 
about the real course of events behind the Palace’s fagade, 
especially the machinations attributed to Diem’s brother, 
Ngo Dinh Nhu, Nhu’s wife, and the secret services serving 
them. 

In the countryside, more worrisomely, the vacuum was 
filled by the Communist stay-behind networks. Since the 
Diem regime had not collapsed as expected, and the 1956 
reunification elections had not taken place, the nets were 
put to work, and during 1957 and 1958 there was a gradual 
rise in their activity—agitprop teams lectured hamlet resi- 
dents in the evening, guerrilla squads attacked villages and 
executed isolated government officials, and recruiters took 
young men into the forests for political and guerrilla train- 
ing. Their political campaign stressed the continuation of 
the struggle for Vietnam’s independence, now against the 
“American Diemists” instead of the French, whom they had 
defeated. But this activity was still at a low level. It certainly 
was not yet a war and had not stalled the government’s de- 
velopment drives nor vet affected the life of the cities. 

This, then, was the situation when we arrived in Saigon in 
February 1959, a situation so quiet and uneventful that I 
could bring my family with me without worry about their 
safetv. We moved into a lovely former colonial villa, located 
on a handsome tree-lined boulevard near the Presidential 
Palace, with spacious rooms, high ceilings from which 
graceful fans whirred, a well-manicured garden, and the ap- 
propriate number of charming Vietnamese servants to look 
after our needs. The children—there were now four; Paul 
had been born in Rome, and soon there would be a fifth, 
Christine, born in Saigon in 1960—were enrolled in the lo- 
cal French and American schools. We joined the Cercle 
Sportif, and the family would gather there weekly for lunch 
at poolside. Barbara plunged into a host of church and com- 
munity activities with diplomatic and Vietnamese women’s 
groups. There were dinners in Cholon, Saigon’s Chinese 
quarter, for some of the best Chinese food in Asia (or any- 
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where else, for that matter), weekend picnics in the outlying 
rubber plantations, and outings to the beautiful beaches of 
the coast—a measure of the sense of security we had, not 
only in Saigon itself but also in the countryside. Only the 
old grilles outside one or two restaurants reminded one of 
the days of confusion and danger so few years before. In- 
deed, it had all the makings of a pleasant and comfortable 
life, more exotic than Rome but every bit as delightful. 

My job promised to be just as challenging and interesting, 
and no more dangerous or dramatic. In transferring to the 
CIA’s Far East Division I had moved into a new atmosphere 
and tradition in the Agency. Desmond FitzGerald had just 
become chief of the division, and his spirit permeated it. 
From an impeccable New York establishment background, 
he had gone to China during World War II and served as 
adviser and liaison officer with Chinese troops, although not 
with OSS. He came to CIA when OPC was formed and 
served in Japan and the Philippines, working on China op- 
erations. With a lovely Gerogetown house and a country res- 
idence in Virginia, he was well connected throughout Wash- 
ington, where his romantic activism produced great dinner 
talk. In the Far East Division and at its stations in Asia, he 
had a rich stable of immensely colorful characters from 
“ugly Americans” like Lansdale, swashbucklers accustomed 
to danger, to quiet students steeped in the culture of the 
Orient. Some were old China hands, raised there in mission- 
ary or commercial families, who had taken part in the strug- 
gle between Mao’s revolution and Chiang Kai-shek’s re- 
gime, and more recently in the Taiwan Straits crisis. Some 
had helped win the fight against the Hukbalahaps in the 
Philippines, some had shared in the failure of the revolt 
against Sukarno in Indonesia and some had worked with the 
British in the long struggle, just then drawing to a successful 
close, against the Communists in Malaya. Almost all had 
been affected by the Korean War, and many had been 
through the political coups and countercoups of Thailand, 
Laos and Burma. They were a brilliant corps of officers, un- 
paralleled in their ability to operate in the special Asian en- 
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vironment, accustomed to the unrelenting presence of open 
and secret violence and conspiracy there, schooled pro- 
foundly in the politics of underdeveloped and authoritarian 
societies and understanding the need to work as often 
through military as civilian channels in that part of the 
world. 

Ebullient Elbridge Durbrow, an old friend from Rome— 
he had been Clare Boothe Luce’s Deputy Chief of 
Mission—was United States Ambassador in Saigon at the 
time with Joseph Mendenhall as his political counselor and 
Arthur Gardiner the head of the AID mission. And although 
Durbrow was nominally in command of the over-all United 
States effort in South Vietnam, there can be no question of 
the importance of the military mission even then. Growing 
out of the Army and Navv’s long, distinguished and perva- 
sive influence in the Asian theater, from the Pacific war in 
the 1940s through the Japanese occupation and the Korean 
War, the 350-man MAAG in the country, commanded by 
Lieutenant General Samuel (“Hanging Sam”) Williams, en- 
joyed considerable, indeed disproportionate, clout not only 
within the United States official community in Saigon but 
also in Washington. By comparison, the CIA mission in 
those days was relegated to a relatively minor role. 

The chief of station was a dvnamic Greek-American who 
had served with the OSS in Italy during World War II and 
then with the CIA in Greece during the Communist civil 
war there. He was a strong-minded leader and an excellent 
manager of people, evoking fierce loyalty from them, and 
running an operation of about forty people when I got there 
to be his deputy. Unlike the CIA breakdown in Europe, the 
station wasn't split into the two cultures of foreign intelli- 
gence (FI, formerly OSO) and covert action (CA, formerly 
OPC). In effect, despite the Far East Division’s derring-do 
tradition in paramilitary and political-action operations, we 
were somewhat paradoxically all FI here. The division of 
the station organizationally was between “liaison” and so- 
called “unilateral” operations. 

The “liaison” officers, as the name implies, were engaged 
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in the work of maintaining liaison with the local authorities, 
especially SEPES, the South Vietnamese intelligence ser- 
vice. Their jobs involved primarily the exchange, coordina- 
tion and analysis of information about the Communist appa- 
ratus and its activities both in the north and in the south, the 
interrogation of refugees from the north and of Viet Cong 
cadre captured in the south, and the development of better 
techniques for the collection of intelligence on the Commu- 
nists, including the possibility of infiltrating agents into 
North Vietnam. To do this job, these officers didn’t need 
deep cover; they operated fairly openly, with only a pre- 
tense at cover. 

As for the unilateral officers, their job was to establish and 
maintain connections with the whole array of political fac- 
tions working openly or subversively in South Vietnam, 
from the fanatic religious sects and bandit gangs on the ex- 
treme right to the liberal groups on the left who opposed 
Diem for his authoritarianism and antidemocratic ways. 
These officers, obviously, required better cover for their 
work than their liaison-section colleagues, and most of them 
were scattered throughout the American community, osten- 
sibly as officials, and even one or two private businessmen. 
They recruited and ran Vietnamese agents in the various 
groups they were assigned to keep tabs on. But in which- 
ever section, liaison or unilateral, the object of the CIA off- 
cers was the collection of intelligence in the strictest profes- 
sional sense of the word. None was involved in covert 
action, political, paramilitary, propaganda or otherwise, 
at the time, except to the extent that training South 
Vietnamese intelligence personnel in CIA’s techniques 
strengthened them to face their Communist (and sometimes 
non-Communist) adversaries. 

The first problem I had to deal with hit me on my first day 
in Saigon, in fact on the drive into town from the airport. 
The wife of the officer who met us flagged us down on the 
street to tell him that a message had just come in that he had 
to handle immediately. A “flap —the CIA word for crisis— 
was ahead in Cambodia. Neutralist Prince Sihanouk, who 
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had recognized China only a few months before, was 
thought by the Thai and South Vietnamese to be an advance 
agent, or at least a supply channel, for the spread of Commu- 
nism to their borders. And they had found a sympathetic 
Cambodian general who thought the same way and whom 
they were assisting in his preparations for a coup against the 
Prince. CIA was well aware of these machinations through 
its “unilateral” sources in both those countries and, in re- 
sponse to the White House and State’s policy, was doing its 
best to dissuade the Thai and Vietnamese from this venture, 
which we felt was unlikely to succeed and would only exac- 
erbate the problems of dealing with Sihanouk. But to be cer- 
tain that we would know what was happening among the 
coup-makers, CIA had recruited an agent on the Cambodian 
general’s staff, and had given him a radio with which to 
keep us informed. And we were indeed informed. 

But our efforts to dissuade our allies did not work, and 
they went ahead with the coup. And it came out as we ex- 
pected, a failure. Unfortunately, in putting down the coup, 
Sihanouk had captured our agent and his radio. And, not un- 
naturally, he drew the conclusion that CIA was one of the 
participants, and that the gold and arms furnished from 
Bangkok and Saigon to be used against him were only part 
of the over-all plot of which the radio was a key element. In 
his mind, his “War with the CIA,” as he titled his book, had 
begun, and the Agency was taught a vital lesson—that our 
operations would be judged as much for what they seemed 
to be as for what they really were. It was a lesson many of us 
had trouble learning, and it would plague us in later years as 
well. 

After this flap, the situation cooled down enough so that I 
could devote my first few months in the Saigon station to 
familiarizing myself not only with the general situation in 
Vietnam but also with the finer points of the FI culture and 
doctrine. My chief, who had come up in that culture in the 
Agency, was a firm believer in the importance of recruited 
and “controlled” agents in the best professional sense, and 
he made a particular ceremony of congratulating officers 
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who successfully brought a prospect to sign on the CIA’s 
dotted line. So I decided to try my hand at it. One of my 
Vietnamese contacts was an aspiring and rising politician, 
who fitted somewhere in the spectrum between the syco- 
phant supporters of Diem and those who were downright 
unhappy with him. As an agent, he could give us direct in- 
sights into the attitudes and activities of a potentially signifi- 
cant sector of Vietnamese political opinion. So, in a series of 
quiet talks with him I gradually built up a case for the im- 
portance of the United States being accurately informed of 
events in Vietnam, in view of its influence there, and our 
need for help from good Vietnamese like himself concerned 
about their country and America’s relations with it. I 
stressed that such a connection needed to be secret, so that 
he would be protected against adverse criticism or other re- 
taliation for maintaining it, and J assured him that we would 
indeed protect the secrecy of our relationship. He signed 
the rather innocuous paragraph I drew up summarizing 
what I said, and he became one of the station’s agents. The 
chief of station was pleased, and I was happy that I had 
shown that I could accomplish a real FI task. 

It wasn’t until much later that I realized that getting an 
agent’s signature on paper didn’t make any real difference, 
that the test of his lovaltv and value was instead in the accu- 
racy and importance of his information and how it fitted into 
the picture we were building up from all our contacts, in- 
cluding those of other American agencies and, of course, the 
press. Moreover, while I believed that my friend would not 
report my proposal to the Vietnamese government, I real- 
ized that I could be wrong, and if he did, it might adversely 
affect my relations with the Vietnamese officials with whom 
I dealt. And that would make the undertaking ridiculous. 
For surely, far more important to my assignment than sign- 
ing up agents was to develop friendly, persuasive and help- 
ful relations with Vietnamese officials so as to be able to 
convince them to follow American policy rather than to en- 
gage in such counterproductive actions as the attempted 
coup in Cambodia. Such recruiting, then, really was a job for 
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our unilateral officers, who, if exposed, could be disowned 
as not part of the station’s work. So, as a result, I didn’t espe- 
cially pursue this sort of activity and instead concentrated 
on the other aspects of my job. 

For example, I was anxious to learn as much as I could 
about the real situation in Vietnam; so I traveled about the 
country as much as possible. I accompanied a Vietnamese 
legislative delegation to the new areas in the highlands that 
were being opened for settlement by refugees from the 
north. I drove to the southernmost province and in a muddy 
delta village watched the inauguration of a school that had 
been reestablished there after having been abandoned for 
four years because of the war, which had dominated the area 
before 1954. I took the family for a happy Sunday picnic to 
the Cao Dai sect’s holy city, driving past the unused small 
forts on the road, which had been the scene of some of Gra- 
ham Greene’s Quiet American episodes. And our son Jona- 
than and I rode the train from Saigon north to Hue and from 
there drove to the Lao border over Route g and then to the 
DMZ to see the North Vietnamese flag flying on the other 
side of the bridge. The only dangers we encountered on 
these excursions came not from hostile forces but from 
things like a train jumping its track, which forced us to 
spend one night in the jungle of Central Vietnam, where the 
children swore they heard tigers, or from the huge shark that 
our son Carl saw circling the small fishing boat we once 
hired for a ride in the harbor of the southern island of Phu 
Quoc. Aside from the pleasure of seeing the magnificent 
scenery of the country, these trips taught me something of 
the life of its people, and gave me a chance to try out some 
of the rudimentary Vietnamese, which my language teacher, 
who came to my house regularly, so laboriously drilled into 
me. 

But, because of my long-term interest and experience in 
politics and political action, I devoted most of my time to 
deepening my knowledge of and cultivating my contacts 
with the Saigon government and especially the triumvirate 
that dominated it: Diem himself, his brother and éminence 
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grise, Ngo Dinh Nhu, and his wife, the controversial dragon 
lady, Madame Nhu. According to protocol, Ambassador Dur- 
brow was the one who maintained the ongoing, personal re- 
lationship with Diem, while the CIA station chief was the 
principal American contact with Nhu. And so my initial con- 
tacts with them were only on ceremonial occasions, plus the 
time when my chief introduced me to Nhu so that I could 
brief him in the event of the chiefs absence. But a quirk of 
luck brought me into close touch with his wife under more 
private circumstances almost right away. 

Madame Nhu had, just a few months before my arrival, 
forced through the legislature a new “Family Code.” Press 
coverage of it had left the impression that its main purpose 
was to introduce into Vietnamese law the Catholic proscrip- 
tion against divorce, and Saigon rumor had it that Madame 
Nhu’s main motive was to prevent the divorce of her sister 
by a wronged husband. In order to set the record straight, 
she wanted to have the law translated into English and cir- 
culated among international women’s organizations to show 
that there was a great deal more to it than that. After I had 
met Nhu, and she learned that I was a lawver, she asked me 
to help her with this task. 

So, on a series of afternoons I went to the Nhus’ wing of 
the Palace to sit with her and work through the code, seek- 
ing the right legal language, in English and French, to accu- 
rately express the thrust of the Vietnamese text. In the pro- 
cess, she and I discussed the traditional social structure of 
Vietnam which her new Family Code was designed to 
change, and she made clear her revulsion over such old es- 
tablished practices as the right of a husband to control his 
wife’s property after marriage and to legitimatize a child 
born of an extramarital affair despite the protests of the wife. 
Intelligent, sharp both in mind and manner, and brilliantly 
groomed from lacquered hair to bejeweled fingers, she ex- 
hibited the imperious manner of the empress that she in fact 
was in the Vietnamese power structure at the time. But in 
these sessions as well as on other occasions when our fami- 
lies later met, she also showed a very real human side—her 
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pride in her four children and her hope for the betterment of 
the lot of the women of Vietnam. She was a complex and 
impressive character. But she had a fatal flaw, a complete 
lack of tact, and this led her to make the combative and out- 
rageous statements that were to help bring down her hus- 
band, his brother and her in later years. 

My first private encounter with Nhu himself occurred not 
long after I finished working with his wife and proved every 
bit as fascinating. My chief took a well-deserved home leave 
the summer after I arrived, and while he was away I sat in 
for him at his regular weekly meetings with Nhu. They were 
quite a ritual. J turned up before the appointed hour at the 
rear gate of the Presidential Palace, in deference to intelli- 
gence arionymity and the precedence given to President 
Diem’s visitors, and was escorted to the West Wing, where 
the Nhus lived and he had his office, cluttered with books 
and dossiers of all descriptions. After a short wait, Nhu came 
in, thinner than his brother, delicately handsome, informally 
clad in a white sport shirt, and very soft-spoken, giving the 
impression of being extremely shy. He lighted a cigarette, 
the first of a continuous chain, and what ensued was a ram- 
bling and revealing four-hour discussion in French, touch- 
ing on virtually everything from his first contacts with CIA 
during pre-Dienbienphu days, to his belief in the need for 
an ideological base for all politics, with stops along the way 
to make biting and, unfortunately, accurate cracks about var- 
ious members of the Saigon government and opposition. 

I usually brought with me a short checklist of matters that 
I wanted to raise at these meetings, primarily about what 
the CIA was doing with various Vietnamese officials of the 
securitv and intelligence services, in order to be sure that 
Nhu was aware of and approved them, in part to keep his 
confidence and in part to be able to impress those officials 
that our work was truly important, since it had Nhu’s impri- 
matur. I also would have a number of developments on 
which I wanted his comments, since his views would be an 
important indicator of likely government reaction and action 
in the future and thus constituted “intelligence” that our 
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embassy and CIA’s analysts should have. And on some occa- 
sions I carried a message as to the American attitude on 
some matter that the Ambassador wanted me to get directly 
to Nhu, either to reinforce his (the Ambassador’s) telling 
President Diem the same thing, or as a means of saying 
something that could not be said on the formal diplomatic 
level. Thus I would try—usually futilely—to dissuade him 
from badly concealed efforts to unseat Cambodian Prince Si- 
hanouk or to allow the political opposition in Vietnam some 
better possibilities of expression. 

But no matter how much such business I brought with 
me, I always let Nhu take the lead in our conversations, 
counting on a few Socratic questions from time to time to 
make my points or on the probability that in his rambling he 
would raise a subject closely enough related to what I 
needed to talk about that I could gently nudge him around 
to it. The process certainly added to the length of our meet- 
ings, and the numbers of cups of tea we consumed, but I 
learned a lot about Nhu and his thinking and my points 
could be made in a way that I thought put them across much 
more effectively. 

Nhu then actually held no official post in the Saigon gov- 
ernment, and his only title was that of counselor to his 
brother. But he was unquestionably the second-most-power- 
ful person in the regime, the closest to Diem and the great- 
est influence on him. Yet he was utterly unlike Diem both 
in his ideas and his methods. Nhu was the intellectual, in- 
terested in theoretical concepts and political forces. He 
tended to be overly fascinated with intrigue, seeing plots 
and conspiracies at work all around, especially by the 
French, and thinking in these terms as well. He was also 
rather something of a mystic, developing abstract and ab- 
struse philosophies and seeking to infuse a kind of spiritual- 
ism into everything. But for all of that, he was a man who 
thought in political terms. And, unlike his brother, he recog- 
nized that the political survival and stability of his brother’s 
government and the future of a viable non-Communist Viet- 
nam depended on building a political base for it. Nhu had 
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adapted the obscure French Christian philosophy of “per- 
sonalism,” which stressed the human person rather than the 
state, but which also held that the person is fulfilled through 
participation in his family and community. This philosophy 
was intended to serve as the regime’s ideology, and a center 
had been established in the Delta for the indoctrination of 
ambitious civil servants. For the practical side of politics, he 
had turned to Marxist-Leninist concepts that he had learned 
during his days in the trade-union movement, and he orga- 
nized a core elite party, the Can Lao, in which membership 
was supposed to be secret, to provide guidance and leader- 
ship to mass front organizations and even the government. 
His opposition to Communism was deep-seated, sharpened 
by the assassination of the oldest Ngo brother by Commu- 
nists in 1945 and his own experiences struggling simultane- 
ously against them and the French in North Vietnam. 

Three cther brothers completed the family. Can resided 
in the ancestral home in Hue with their mother, whence he 
served as the hidden overlord of Central Vietnam. Thuc, the 
senior Vietnamese Catholic Bishop in tenure, was Arch- 
bishop of Hue. And lastly there was Luyen, playing the least 
role in his post as ambassador to London. Together, the fam- 
ily was truly an imperial one, anachronistically operating as 
a feudal monarchy amid the trappings of a constitutional re- 
public. 

But Washington, and CIA headquarters, were committed 
to their success against their rival Ho Chi Minh’s Commu- 
nism. The Cold War made the struggle between these ad- 
versaries more than a local one; it was just one more ele- 
ment in the larger effort that we were making to contain the 
spread of Communism worldwide. Diem’s “miracle” of sur- 
vival in the dark years of 1954 and 1955 gave hope that we 
would succeed here, and the pace of economic and social 
development under his regime in South Vietnam seemed to 
promise a better future for its citizens than the Communist 
rule in North Vietnam. I saw my job as one of understanding 
the country and its political forces and helping them fend off 
the threat from the north while influencing its leadership to 
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follow American policy whenever we differed. I did not 
then see the dimensions to which this job would grow, but I 
soon realized that it would be'a far more complex assign- 
ment than Italy. 

And the complexities began in short order. On July 8, less 
than six months after my arrival, a small MAAG billet was 
attacked outside Bien Hoa, about twenty miles north of Sai- 
gon, and two Americans were killed. My chief, in Washing- 
ton on home leave, cabled to ask whether any of our sources 
had warned us in advance of the attack. I had to reply that 
they had not. Now the low level of violence, which we had 
been reporting from the countryside, suddenly took on a 
more personal American aspect. And we had to wonder 
whether the Communists had decided on a change of tactics 
from their rather patient waiting for the South to collapse. 
During 1958, Diem had rejected the last proposal from the 
north to arrange steps toward reunification of the country, 
and had clearly set out to establish a permanent and inde- 
pendent South Vietnam, and his economic and political 
progress since then suggested that he might be successful in 
doing so. The attacks in the countryside, and now this direct 
one against Americans, seemed to indicate that the Commu- 
nists had decided to move the contest from the political to 
the paramilitary level. 

But they had one last political opportunity. On August 30, 
1959, elections were scheduled for the National Assembly, 
the first since the Constituent Assembly elections of March 
9, 1956, in which 3 of the 123 seats went to parties opposing 
Diem and 19 to independents. The Communists were not 
allowed to run in these new elections, but our CIA sources 
reported that they had instructed their followers to vote for 
the more leftist of the candidates presented, as a step toward 
influencing the political life in Saigon, at least indirectly. In 
its reading of these reports the government saw a danger of 
Communist infiltration through such candidates. And so the 
apparatus of the Saigon bureaucracy went all out to produce 
the maximum favorable vote for Diem, and elected 121 of 
the 123 seats from among his supporters. It then indicted 
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and convicted the two successful opposition candidates of 
electoral fraud and refused to seat them, even though one of 
them, Harvard-educated Dr. Pham Quang Dan, had gained 
the largest plurality of any candidate. 

The lesson to the Communists was clear: they would not 
be allowed to work their way into the political life of South 
Vietnam through elections, in their own name or through 
intermediaries. The Diem government was dedicated to 
eradicating their influence, and it launched both military 
and political campaigns to do so. The social and economic 
improvements then coming to the countryside also sup- 
ported the cause. In particular, Diem’s pet project of 1959, 
the “agroville,’ got off to what seemed a promising start. 
Agricultural “cities” were established on land taken from 
large landowners under a land-reform program and divided 
into population centers and rice fields. The land was to be 
purchased on long-term contracts by the farmers, but they 
were assisted in setting up their homes and the garden plots 
around them in a community center sufficiently large to sup- 
port a market, a school, a medical center, and the like. But 
the project proved to have an Achilles heel: the garden plots 
around the houses widely separated them from each other, 
and the resulting size of the whole community made it im- 
possible to defend against infiltrators. The rise in Commu- 
nist violence simultaneously with the inauguration of the 
program doomed it to failure. 

On January 27, 1960, the Communists attacked an army 
regimental headquarters near the Cambodian border. What 
later came to be known as the Ho Chi Minh trail was 
opened, and the some 90,000 southern Communists who 
had gone north in 1954 began reinfiltrating into South Viet- 
nam—along with arms and supplies and some North Viet- 
namese as well. The stay-behind net was activated. The 
numbers and effectiveness of the guerrilla raids, assassina- 
tions, terrorist strikes and kidnappings escalated. In the final 
four months of 1959, for example, 119 assassinations of local 
government leaders were reported, as compared to 193 in all 
of 1958. In May 1960, Hanoi’s Central Committee formally 
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decided that “the time has come to struggle heroically and 
perseveringly to smash” Diem’s government, and its sup- 
porters in South Vietnam began to drive the government 
presence from the rural areas, attacking teams spreading an- 
timalaria chemicals, village authorities, and the rudimentary 
local defense forces of barefoot soldiers manning mud forts. 

Another of Diem’s troubles emerged at just about the 
same time. A group of leading civilian political figures 
formed a “Committee for Progress and Liberty” and on 
April 30 met in Saigon’s Caravelle Hotel to issue a petition 
that charged that Diem’s regime was copying Communist 
dictatorial methods and was filled with nepotism and cor- 
ruption. He was urged to liberalize the regime and grant 
fundamental civil rights in order that the struggle against 
the Communists might be more effectively waged. Diem 
and Nhu contemptuously rejected the petition, remarking 
on the plush surroundings of the Caravelle Hotel in which 
this group of Saigon politicians had gathered, and on their 
lack of contact with the rural areas where the real battle 
against both the Communists and underdevelopment were 
underway. The effect of this petition was to start a political 
war within Saigon to go along with and complicate the guer- 
rilla war in the countryside. 

The immediate consequence of both these wars, espe- 
cially from the CIA’s point of view, was twofold. First, as 
the Viet Cong insurgency gained momentum, the Diem gov- 
ernment came under increasingly severe strain and pres- 
sure, both from within and without, to counter that insur- 
gency. And second, the official United States community, 
both in Washington and in Saigon, fell to quarreling bitterly 
about what to do to meet the challenge, starting the long, 
bloody and tragic debate over the American role in the Viet- 
nam war. 

The United States military took a predictable stand. It 
viewed the escalation of the Viet Cong insurgency as the 
outbreak of a war, with General “Hanging Sam” Williams 
arguing for measures to shore up South Vietnam’s ability to 
defend, in effect, against an invasion from the North. To this 
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end, MAAG stepped up its efforts to re-form the South Viet- 
nam Army in line with the American model and in 1959 se- 
cured the reorganization of the Vietnamese Army into seven 
divisions under three corps headquarters and a general 
headquarters, so that coordination with an American force 
would be facilitated if the war escalated to a real invasion. 
The military also urged the increase of size of the Vietnam- 
ese Army from 150,000 to 170,000 men, with the enthusias- 
tic support of Diem, and secured Washington's approval for 
an increase in the American MAAG from 327 to 685 in 
strength. 

But the embassy objected. The State Department officers 
in Saigon looked at the problem as one of building political 
confidence in the Diem regime among the Vietnamese peo- 
ple, and they believed that this could be done only by forc- 
ing Diem to make his government less authoritarian and 
more democratic and so enlist popular support for the fight 
against the Communists. Thus, the increase in the Army was 
held up in hope of pressuring Diem to undertake the re- 
forms the embassy thought needed, which included exiling 
Nhu as an ambassador far from Saigon, disbanding his Can 
Lao party, appointing one or two ministers to the cabinet 
from among the political opposition, and stimulating the Na- 
tional Assembly to conduct legislative investigations of the 
government. The contradiction between these ideas and the 
reality of the Diem regime did not discourage the Foreign 
Service officers. They even went so far as to recommend 
that the United States might have to consider alternatives to 
Diem and Nhu in order to achieve our objectives, that we 
not “sink or swim with Ngo Dinh Diem,” in the phrase of 
the time. Thus, the “country team” meetings at the embassy 
became barely civil, as “Hanging Sam” vented his fury at 
AID’s Gardiner and State’s Mendenhall for presuming to in- 
terfere in such military matters as determining the proper 
force levels with which to defend the country, while Gardi- 
ner and Mendenhall argued for reforms, especially the re- 
moval of Nhu. 

The CIA station pretty much stayed out of these disputes, 
taking the traditional position that intelligence does not par- 
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ticipate in the determination of policy, but only contributes 
information and assessments to the policymakers. In its own 
field, the station began to develop ways to improve the in- 
telligence operations of the Vietnamese, including convinc- 
ing the Saigon government to set up its own central intelli- 
gence organization to bridge the gaps between its military 
and other intelligence services, and to begin training and 
preparing for operations into North Vietnam as a means of 
improving our intelligence coverage of the source of the 
problem. But listening to the heated arguments at the coun- 
try-team meetings I could not help but begin to formulate 
my own ideas of how the insurgency should be met and 
countered. And, influenced by the growing discussion in 
those days of doctrines of counterinsurgency, coming from 
the post-mortems on the French failures in Vietnam and Al- 
geria and the British success in Malaya, I soon found that I 
didn’t agree with either the military or the diplomats. 

In the first place, it seemed obvious to me that the Com- 
munist strategy was anything but a traditional war. Vo Ngu- 
yen Giap, Hanoi’s military genius, had written of how he 
had fought the “people’s war” in North Vietnam and, al- 
though its culmination was in the set-piece battle of Dien- 
bienphu, it had begun just as it was beginning now in South 
Vietnam in 1960. Clearly, this was the first stage of the “peo- 
ple’s war,” the mobilization and organization of the forces 
with which to fight. And clearly at this point the challenge 
was a political and subversive one, and not something for 
divisions and corps headquarters to contend with. On the 
other hand, though, the political challenge was not one that 
could be met by a well-meaning, intellectual elite with no 
political base issuing manifestoes from the Caravelle Hotel, 
calling for an “honest and just government,” “a valiant army 
animated by a single spirit,’ and an economy which will 
“flourish” provided that the government changes its ways. 
And thus, in my view, the embassy prescriptions of appoint- 
ing oppositionists to the government and advocating Ameri- 
can-style Congressional investigations seemed largely irrel- 
evant. 

The real contest, it seemed to me, was in the villages, 
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where the issues were more fundamental. Did association 
with the Saigon government offer a better future, both eco- 
nomic and political, for the villager? Or did the national and 
revolutionary appeal of the Communist organizer, rein- 
forced by the authority of guerrilla squads, convince the vil- 
lager or leave him no alternative but to join the revolt? My 
travels in the countryside had shown how wide was the gap 
between the French-influenced urban class and the tradi- 
tional Vietnamese villager. But it had also shown the latter's 
enthusiastic acceptance of economic and social develop- 
ment and his willingness to work hard toward it. In the long 
term, villagers would certainly insist on more of a voice in 
their national affairs, even along the lines advocated by the 
oppositionists in Saigon, but in the near term they were far 
more interested in the practical improvements that could be 
made in their lives and in the life-and-death issue of protec- 
tion from the armed bands circulating in their regions. Thus, 
the real way to contest the Communists, it seemed to me, 
would be to mobilize, organize and involve the villagers in 
the economic and social improvements that the government 
was providing and to strengthen them so that they could 
help defend themselves against Communist pressures. The 
question was which side they would join, and whether they 
would be free to join the government’s if they wanted to. 
The answer, I was convinced, would be found only in the 
villages, not in political circles in Saigon or in General Staff 
Headquarters. 

In June 1960 I got a chance to try to implement some of 
my ideas on this score. For my chief was transferred to a 
new assignment and I was named to succeed him as CIA 
chief of station. It occurred at a moment when we were still 
furiously debating which of the many recommended poli- 
cies the United States ought to pursue in Vietnam, and 
while each agency was still pretty much allowed to try its 
own thing. MAAG was energetically training and supplying 
the South Vietnam Army to engage in large-scale maneuvers 
so that it would be well prepared to fight a Korean-type war. 
The State Department officers in the embassy were busily 
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engaged with the convoluted political disputes in Saigon. 
AID was immersed in its elaborate programs for administra- 
tive, economic and social reforms. And none of it was work- 
ing to set the Communists back. Day by day the situation 
continued to deteriorate. 

The Viet Cong were making gains everywhere, establish- 
ing their authority in more and more of the countryside and 
denying it to the government and its programs. And all our 
intelligence reports revealed that their forces were 
growing—both through increased infiltration from the North 
and the recruitment of villagers in the South. 

To make matters worse, a coup attempt was launched 
against Diem, led by a disaffected parachute colonel, who 
believed that Diem wasn’t fighting the Communists aggres- 
sively enough. A number of the anti-Diem opposition politi- 
cians in Saigon joined him to provide a political element, 
and for a day and a half Diem was besieged in his Palace 
while the rebel paratroopers surrounded it. Because of the 
proximity of our residence, the Colby family got their bap- 
tism of fire on that occasion. Bullets whined through our 
windows, and I barricaded Barbara and the children in a 
hall on the top floor. Some hours later, the situation had qui- 
eted and I could get down to the embassy, where the Am- 
bassador needed all hands and heads. By midafternoon we 
alerted Barbara that it would be a good idea to take advan- 
tage of the lull and leave the premises while it was still day- 
light, in case there might be another fight that night. She 
gathered the children, collected a small assortment of hand 
baggage and proceeded to the nearest American neighbors 
in a direction away from the Palace. 

For several hours, nearly a full day really, it wasn’t clear 
which way the coup would go, whether or not Diem could 
survive it, and the United States embassy took a hands-off 
stance. CIA officers, however, were in touch with all the fac- 
tions involved, from the Palace to the military coup leader, 
to the political committee led by Diem’s opponent, Pham 
Quang Dan, and our radio net kept us up on every minute's 
move. At one point Nhu sent me a message, asking that I 
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attend a conference between the contestants at the Palace 
gate to warrant the safety of both sides. But by the time it 
took place Diem had rallied troops from outside Saigon, in- 
cluding the 7th Division under Nguyen Van Thieu, and the 
parachutist colonel fled to Cambodia in a plane he obtained 
from Air Force Transport Commander Nguyen Cao Ky. Dr. 
Dan and most of the politicians were arrested, but one 
showed up a day later on the doorstep of the CIA officer 
who had been with him during the coup, pleading for help 
to avoid Diem’s retribution, which he feared would be 
harsh. CIA’s loyalty to its sources was at stake, so I had him 
hidden for several days in a house temporarily empty as a 
result of some CJA personnel transfers, and later arranged a 
courier flight abroad onto which he was loaded in a mail 
sack, to be passed through CIA’s covert channels for reset- 
tlement in Europe. 

Nhu became aware of CIA’s contacts with the coup- 
makers and was greatly annoyed. He particularly focused on 
one of my unilateral officers who, following the Ambassa- 
dors and my instructions, had been in continuous contact 
with the civilian politicians with the coup leadership. Nhu 
said that his actions had been unacceptable and that he 
would have to go. “All nations conduct espionage,” he said, 
“and this is not a matter to get upset about. But what no 
nation can accept, and our government no less, is interfer- 
ence with its political authority and processes.” I stuck to 
the cover story that my officer was not a CIA man, that he 
had merely been reporting what he knew and not encourag- 
ing the coup group, and we were at a stalemate. But Nhu 
resolved it: he arranged for a letter to be dropped in my 
officers mailbox, allegedly from the participants in the 
coup, which threatened him and his family with retribution 
for the way his assurances of help had vanished when the 
coup was over, leaving them exposed to the government's 
reprisal. I saw through the stratagem and took advantage of 
it to report the letter to Nhu with my conclusion that the 
safety of the officer and his family made it necessary that he 
leave. He and his family were given a police escort to the 
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plane in order to “protect” them, and everyone’s face was 
saved. 

The coup attempt, despite its quick defeat, had real ef- 
fects. The embassy’s neutrality, while the outcome was still 
in doubt, showed Diem and Nhu that they could not abso- 
lutely rely on the full support of the Americans. They real- 
ized that they would have to deal with us as yet another 
outside force affecting the situation, with a potential for help 
but also for opposition. Nevertheless, they believed that 
CIA and I were sympathetic to their position and repre- 
sented a channel outside the hostile embassy straight to 
Washington. Moreover, the key role played by the Vietnam- 
ese Army in putting down the coup highlighted its impor- 
tance as a political factor in Vietnam, both to Diem and to 
others. And, finally, the coup’s rationale of calling for a more 
effective fight against rising Communist strength in the 
countryside, intensified the debate among the various Amer- 
ican factions as to how that was to be accomplished. The 
Communists added to the pressure; in December they es- 
tablished the National Liberation Front as the political 
framework for their fight against South Vietnam’s govern- 
ment, in effect a clear declaration of revolution if not war. It 
was in this atmosphere, then, that I decided to experiment 
with an idea we in CIA had about how that revolution 
should be combated. 

The idea had grown up among several of us. There was 
Gilbert Layton, a gruff, straightforward paramilitary special- 
ist who had arrived in Vietnam in an Army colonel’s uniform 
to manage our program helping the Vietnamese Special 
Forces develop operations against the North. He had run 
across a young man I will call Ben (because he is presently 
with the CIA), who at that time, however, was a member of 
the International Voluntary Service, a precursor of the Peace 
Corps, which, I must emphasize, had absolutely no connec- 
tion with CIA. Ben was working with the Rhade tribe of 
Montagnards in the region around Ban Me Thuot in the 
Highland Plateau, had learned its language and culture, and 
was concerned by the growing Communist guerrilla 
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strength in the area. Layton and he came up with a scheme 
by which the Rhade villages could defend themselves 
against the Communists. They asked if CIA could get the 
villagers weapons so that they would not have to depend on 
the Vietnamese Army units in the area, which were never 
there when needed and whose idea of how to defend them 
was to conduct great “sweeps” through the region before 
which the Communist forces simply vanished. CIA certainly 
could help; in fact it was the only American agency with the 
flexibility that could respond to such a local request directly 
and did not have to set up a complex program through Viet- 
namese government channels, which might or might not 
pass the material to the place it was needed. 

But there were some problems. The Vietnamese govern- 
ment was worried about the Montagnards. In 1958 there had 
been a movement among them advocating their autonomy, 
rather than their assimilation, as sought by the Vietnamese, 
and the Communists were actively promising them that sort 
of tribal autonomy. So I believed it essential that CIA’s help 
be put in a political framework. Layton and I came up with 
the idea of combining the self-defense concept with eco- 
nomic and social improvement for the villages that joined 
the program, and furthermore recommended that the Viet- 
namese Special Forces be in charge of the effort, with Amer- 
icans in a supporting role only. In order that CIA not be 
thought to be developing its own private army, we turned to 
the U.S. Army Special Forces to provide the tactical training 
needed. And we called on the regular medical, educational, 
and other developmental agencies of the Vietnamese gov- 
ernment, supported by AID (with some direct CIA supplies 
to break through bottlenecks), for the economic- and social- 
improvement part. With this joint approach we had no prob- 
lem securing approval from the American Country Team, 
nor from Desmond FitzGerald at CIA headquarters at home, 
who understood immediately the importance of combining 
security, economic and social features into one program. But 
the real question was whether the government would per- 
mit it, and the answer to that lay with Nhu and Diem. 
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My weekly sessions with Nhu by now had covered the 
entire history of his and Diem’s rise to power, and we had 
moved on to discuss matters that clearly revealed the differ- 
ences between Diem’s essentially administrative and mili- 
tary approach and Nhu’s own belief in the need for a politi- 
cal answer to the Communist challenge. I made no secret of 
my sympathy with his views, and as a result he and his sub- 
ordinates were convinced that my only objective was to help 
strengthen them against the Communists and that I was 
willing to respect their authority and leadership in the ef- 
fort, whether they accepted my ideas totally or not. So when 
I outlined my plan for an experiment in the small Monta- 
gnard community of Buon Enao outside Ban Me Thuot, to 
be undertaken in collaboration with the Vietnamese Special 
Forces and in coordination with the local authorities, Nhu 
quickly agreed. He understood the essentially political aim 
of a project to get villagers to participate in their own self- 
defense and social and economic improvement, and saw it 
as a means of building a new political base for the Vietnam- 
ese Government. 

Once Nhu approved, and assured me that he would obtain 
Diem’s approval as well, Ben (who left the IVS and was put 
on our payroll) sat down and talked with the village elders 
at Buon Enao about enlisting the village in an effort to im- 
prove both its security and its welfare, and doing it for them- 
selves with some help from the Vietnamese and Americans 
rather than depending on the administrative and military au- 
thorities in Ban Me Thuot. They cautiously agreed, and Ben 
and a small group of Vietnamese and American Special 
Forces personnel moved to the village and began to train 
the local young men and women in a program of defense 
and development. Trenches were dug in which the families 
could hide during an attack; a basic sanitation survey was 
conducted to separate the water supply from sewage; the log 
houses were dusted with DDT; a small stock of carbines 
was delivered, and the young men were trained to use them 
on patrol and in defense positions; some of the girls were 
taught simple first aid; and an emergency radio contact was 
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set up with a nearby military center to pass the word if an 
attack occurred. While a Vietnamese flag was run up over 
the village, the political message of the program was delib- 
erately downplayed; the interests of the village itself and 
not the Saigon regime was the main theme. 

It worked. The villagers enthusiastically joined in the var- 
ious activities, and a sense of confidence grew. We had de- 
liberately chosen a village in a comparatively safe area, to 
permit it to build some strength before coming under pres- 
sure. But neighboring villages quickly heard of the activities 
in the best word-of-mouth tradition and sent their leaders to 
inquire how they could join the program. Thus the strategic 
principle developed by Marshal Lyautey in Morocco almost 
a century before was applied, and the “ink spot” grew. As 
more and more villages were included, it became clear that 
something more was needed than individual centers pro- 
tecting themselves. So, from among the young men trained 
in the different villages, groups were chosen to serve as 
“strike forces,” patrolling the empty territory between popu- 
lation centers and reinforcing any community that came un- 
der attack. But the principle was one of defense; the strategy 
was to gradually expand the area and people defended, to 
exclude the Communist organizers and guerrillas from both. 
The approach was the opposite of the traditional military. 
There was no stress on attacking the enemy; indeed, the 
ideal was for him quietly to fade away in the face of this 
program, or even to abandon the Communists and join the 
newly self-sufficient and confident communities participat- 
ing in it. 

Nhu was impressed. On one of the first trips he had ever 
made to the countryside (other than those to the hill palace 
at Dalat), he came to Buon Enao to see for himself and, as a 
result, approved the expansion of the program not only in 
the Highland area, but to a number of other villages along 
the coast and in the Delta as well. The initial villages in 
those areas were generally Catholic, to reassure Diem that 
we would not be arming Communists, and the priest-leader 
of one told me of discussion at an annual diocesan retreat in 
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which the priests talked about the comparative effectiveness 
of the American carbine versus the Russian AK-47. 

CIA’s experiment spread with such rapidity that I decided 
to give it a name, Citizens’ Irregular Defense Groups, to 
clarify to the U.S. Special Forces units that implemented it, 
under CIA’s over-all control, that it was a citizens’ and not a 
military operation, that its objective was defense rather than 
offense, and that it should be kept irregular to meet the dif- 
ferent needs of the different communities in which it was 
being carried out. But as it expanded—30,000 weapons were 
eventually distributed—it raised qualms in military circles 
about its lack of coordination with the regular military forces 
and their operations, and the familiar cry for a single chain 
of command (military, of course) began to be heard. Mean- 
while, in our weekly conversations, Nhu became more and 
more enthusiastic over the political revolution he could see 
as the result of the program, starting at the local community 
level, building upward and gradually replacing the French- 
trained bureaucracy and urban elite with a new, uniquely 
Vietnamese society and leadership. It was, he said, what Ho 
had accomplished with his Vietnamese brand of Commu- 
nism but what Diem had not with his non-Communist na- 
tionalism. The seed of his “Strategic Hamlet” campaign had 
been planted. 

The CIA station was not wedded to this one approach. Its 
curiosity to find ways to contribute at the local level to the 
real contest with the Viet Cong led it to other programs too. 
Working with the Vietnamese Army commander of the Sec- 
ond Corps, for example, we supported his idea of recruiting, 
training and running “mountain scouts” of Highlanders to 
patrol deep into the unpopulated areas along the Cambo- 
dian and Lao borders to bring back intelligence of Commu- 
nist infiltration there. And under Diem’s brother Can in 
Central Vietnam, we assisted a so-called “Peoples Force” of 
politically trained teams in their program of moving into ru- 
ral communities to live with, work with, and help the peas- 
ants in their community efforts. These teams were armed, 
but only in order to defend themselves if necessary. Their 
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real work was to establish a sense of identity with their fel- 
low peasants. Because of Can’s insistence that only peasants 
be recruited for the program, it worked well and was later 
approved by Diem for expansion to a national level, where 
it merged with an early experiment in civilian “civic action 
teams, and CIA’s support grew there too. 

There was another aspect to CIA’s work as the paramili- 
tary problem grew: action against North Vietnam itself. With 
our experience in Korea and against China, CIA was the nat- 
ural agency to which the job of penetrating North Vietnam 
should be assigned. The Vietnamese Army had established 
a Special Forces unit to develop the capability for such op- 
erations, but little had been done with it bevond basic train- 
ing and selection of volunteers. But as the pressures from 
North Vietnam grew in South Vietnam, both Saigon and 
Washington pressed for actions that would “do to the North 
what it was doing to the South.” So CIA undertook to help 
to build up South Vietnam’s ability to conduct such “covert” 
operations, particularly the air, sea and communications 
support they would need. The station was augmented by air 
officers skilled in contour flying at night over hostile areas 
during the “moon period,” frogmen to teach how to infiltrate 
beaches clandestinely, and U.S. Army Special Forces to 
teach how to live off the land in enemy territory. We turned 
to the Vietnamese Air Force Transport Squadron, com- 
manded by then Colonel Nguven Cao Ky, for the flying op- 
erations, and he convinced me of his skill as a pilot and his 
steady nerves by taking me on a flight over the ocean at 
wave-top height to elude radars; I told him Td bring my 
fishing pole the next time. 

In order to provide a “plausible denial” that the Vietnam- 
ese or the American government was involved in these op- 
erations, I set up an alleged Vietnamese private air-transport 
corporation—VIAT—and arranged that it contract with some 
experienced pilots from the Agency’s old friends on Taiwan 
(despite the bitter complaints of CIA’s own “proprietary” 
there—Air America—which I thought too exposed to pro- 
vide an effective cover story). But Ky insisted that if he was 
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the air commander he must fly the first mission over the 
North. It was a violation of doctrine, but I understood ex- 
actly how he felt, and agreed—and was relieved when he 
returned safely and told me of having seen the lights of Ha- 
noi off his wing tip. 

As press and Washington attention to Vietnam grew, a 
steady stream of visitors from the United States came to in- 
spect our efforts. And in January 1961 a special one arrived, 
to whom I paid particular attention. 

John F. Kennedy had, of course, just been elected Presi- 
dent and was developing policies he would use to “pay any 
price, bear any burden, meet any hardship, support any 
friend, oppose any foe to assure the survival and success of 
liberty,” as he was to pledge in his Inaugural Address. And 
the visitor he sent out to Vietnam to help him in this was the 
“Ugly American,” Ed Lansdale, who had returned to the 
Pentagon after his service in CIA. I understood that his fer- 
tile imagination and his deep knowledge of Southeast Asia 
had been enlisted by the new administration to help it de- 
termine what it should do in Vietnam. I had never met him. 
But I knew from the lore of the Far East Division of his 
brilliant work with Magsaysay in the Philippines and in 
Vietnam during the anarchy of 1954, and I was determined 
that he understand the essentially political nature of the op- 
erations I was carrying out in the countryside and the impor- 
tance of not diverging into a purely military or urban politi- 
cal approach. CIA headquarters was suspicious that his 
assignment represented a Pentagon move to assume author- 
ity over the Agency’s activities in Vietnam, and some in the 
Pentagon feared that he was about to be named as 
Kennedy’s ambassador to Vietnam, with an inevitable con- 
flict with the regular military ranks of MAAG. But I wel- 
comed the chance to make my case about the real nature of 
the war at a level where it might have some effect, and I 
knew that Lansdale was enough of a political thinker to ap- 
preciate it. 

Lansdale didn’t know me, either, and our first session to- 
gether, at which I gathered the senior officers of the station 
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to discuss the situation and explain our programs to him, 
was a shambles. He obviously thought he was being sub- 
jected to some form of shell game and said hardly a word 
during the whole evening. But he did go out into the coun- 
tryside to take a look at what we were doing, and he did talk 
to Vietnamese. And so he did learn that the station’s activi- 
ties were both welcome and effective and came away with 
the conclusion that I hoped he would: that the conflict was 
essentially a guerrilla war and that the military approach 
was not the answer. 

Lansdale’s message did get through to the new adminis- 
tration, even if he was torpedoed as ambassador. In April I 
was called to Washington to participate in an interdepart- 
mental “task force” drawing up a “program of action for 
Vietnam” for the new President. And a number of my ideas 
were included in it: the need to provide MAAG support and 
advice to the territorial forces as well as the Army, to press 
the economic-development program in the countryside, to 
expand intelligence operations in both South and North 
Vietnam, to carry forward CIA’s program of village defense 
and to support the growth of “independent or quasi- 
independent organizations of political, svndical or profes- 
sional character” (a reference to my Rome experience to be 
gradually applied in Vietnam). In the process I also met our 
new ambassador, Frederick Nolting, and had a chance to put 
some of my ideas to him as well. The President approved 
the program, which mercifully had almost none of the State 
Department's favorite rhetoric about “reforms.” 

Something else was going on in Washington during my 
visit. Just a few days before, the CIA-organized invasion of 
the Bay of Pigs had ended in total disaster, and the Presi- 
dent and the Agency were reeling from the shock of it. Now, 
while I was certainly sorry that the Agency had been in- 
volved in such a fiasco, I must admit that I didn’t give it 
much thought. It was, at the time, just too far away and re- 
mote from my immediate concerns; it seemed to have very 
little relevance to Vietnam. I was dead wrong. For, in fact, 
the Agency's failure at the Bay of Pigs was to have a pro- 
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found and sweeping effect not only on the CIA generally 
but also on its role in Vietnam specifically. But it would take 
me a few months to discover that. 

Meanwhile, back in Vietnam my requests for increased 
people for the station were met, and we pressed ahead with 
our operations throughout the country and with our opera- 
tions against the North. Flights left Danang in the dusk 
headed north with Vietnamese trained and equipped to land 
in isolated areas, make cautious contact with their former 
home villages and begin building networks there. Boats 
went up the coast to land others on the beaches, and we 
started leaflet drops and radio programs designed to raise 
questions in North Vietnamese homes about their sons 
being sent to South Vietnam to fight and about the vices of 
Communist rule. We lost one plane, which did not give the 
crack radio signal that it had passed the coastal checkpoint, 
and a few weeks later Hanoi issued a press release contain- 
ing confessions by the crew and team that they had been 
trained by Americans and sent by South Vietnam. No plausi- 
ble denial there. 

But Washington was undeterred. Quite the contrary; we 
began to talk about how the effort could be stepped up to a 
higher intensity with the help of more U.S. Army Special 
Forces assigned to and supported by CIA’s flexible logistics 
and financial system. And meanwhile, the debate began as 
to whether United States forces should be deployed to Viet- 
nam to train and to support the Vietnamese with aircraft, 
helicopters, communications and similar modern equipment 
reflecting the American preoccupation with technology and 
gadgets. As the level of this debate grew, the CIA’s gradual 
expansion of its activities was regarded as moving too 
slowly, however correctly, and Washington began looking 
for ways to accelerate the process to reverse the rising curve 
of Communist activity. At the same time, in my long, ram- 
bling discussions with Nhu, he began talking about how our 
experiments in the countryside could be turned into a major 
weapon for the war and for the political regeneration of 
Vietnam. 
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Two other visitors from Washington arrived in Saigon in 
October 1961. They came to assess for President Kennedy 
the situation on the ground and help him choose among the 
conflicting views he was hearing, each urging some differ- 
ent tactic in Vietnam, from the Joint Chiefs’ recommenda- 
tion to send American troops and Diem’s request for a for- 
mal defense treaty, to CIA’s national intelligence estimate 
that the real problem was still very much a guerrilla one and 
that the arrival of American troops would give the Commu- 
nists a psychological advantage and probably stimulate them 
to increase rather than diminish their efforts. The senior of 
these visitors was Maxwell D. Taylor, the courageous com- 
mander of the 101st Airborne during the Normandy inva- 
sion, who had retired as Army Chief of Staff in protest 
against the Eisenhower administration’s reliance on nuclear 
deterrence at the expense of regular combat forces, and 
whom Kennedy had named as his chief military adviser. 
The second was Walt Rostow, the brilliant and forceful 
economist on Kennedy’s National Security Council staff. 
And they brought with them a radically new view about the 
CIA. 

Taylor had conducted the official post-mortem on the Bay 
of Pigs for Kennedy, and one of his most important conclu- 
sions about that fiasco was that the CIA was not staffed nor 
did it have the necessary logistics backup to carry out large 
and difficult paramilitary operations, such as that landing on 
a hostile Cuban beachhead, and that, therefore, whenever a 
paramilitary operation grew to such a scale it should be 
transferred from CIA to the Department of Defense for its 
management, with the CIA assuming only a supporting role. 
And Vietnam obviously presented just such a large-scale op- 
eration; it was, in Taylor's analysis, beyond CIA’s capabili- 
ties and thus ought to be given over to the Pentagon. 

I never got a chance to talk to Taylor about our activities, 
nor to show him on the ground how they worked. Unfortu- 
nately, before he arrived, I had to attend a gathering of the 
area’s station chiefs at Baguio, in the Philippines; there we 
briefed the new CIA Director, John McCone, who had re- 
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placed Allen Dulles in the post-Bay of Pigs reshuffle (which 
also saw cool, professional Richard Helms replace brilliant, 
intense Richard Bissell as Deputy Director for Plans). Al- 
though I cut my visit in Baguio short, by the time I got back 
to Saigon, Taylor and Rostow were just about ready to de- 
part for the United States, and I had only a few harassed 
minutes with them to discuss what CIA was doing and what 
our experience showed about the kind of strategy we 
needed. Thus, the thrust of their report and the intense dis- 
cussions it generated in Washington emphasized conven- 
tional military action and made little of the CIA’s activities. 
And soon thereafter the first American helicopter units ar- 
rived to provide “combat support,” and a series of other 
steps were taken to increase the military side of the effort, 
including the upgrading of the U.S. Military Assistance and 
Advisory Group (MAAG) to the U.S. Military Assistance 
Command Vietnam (MACV) under four-star General Paul 
Harkins. Moreover, the Taylor-Rostow mission revived the 
State-Department-stimulated debate over Diem’s political 
and administrative weaknesses and the failure of his author- 
itarian government to rally popular support. 

But all decisions were not Washington’s to make. In Sep- 
tember, Diem welcomed a British Advisory Mission, headed 
by Sir Robert Thompson, who had been Secretary of De- 
fense of the Federation of Malaya when the insurgency 
there was finally put down. He brought with him an experi- 
enced police officer, Desmond Palmer, and an accomplished 
colonial administrator, Dennis Duncanson, who together 
constituted perhaps the highest ratio of talent to numbers 
seen in Vietnam previously or since. Some Americans re- 
sented their presence, but I welcomed them. I had studied 
enough of the Malayan Emergency to have gained great re- 
spect for the priority the British had given there to the local- 
level struggle, in which they used only 80,000 troops and 
60,000 police but some 400,000 home guard. The British 
team concentrated their advice on the need for an over-all 
strategic counterinsurgency plan, the importance of improv- 
ing the intelligence on the enemy through careful penetra- 
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tions as well as methodical interrogations, and on the aug- 
mentation and improvement of the police as a means for 
bringing the rule of law to the countryside. 

On these I agreed fully. Not so the American military; 
they were restive about the Britishers’ assertion of a role 
with respect to a strategic plan and about their thoughts 
with respect to the police. In this latter, they stepped into an 
almost impossible American and Vietnamese web of contro- 
versy and competition. AID had for many years worked with 
the Vietnamese police, but had been hampered by the Viet- 
namese military’s suspicion of such a separate armed force 
and of the American approach to the problem as analogous 
to that of a state police in the United States instead of a 
constabulary on the European model. Relations between the 
American military and the AID police advisers were any- 
thing but cooperative, with the Vietnamese police the suf- 
ferers. 

We in CIA, and I in particular, had really only one point 
of difference with Thompson and his team. The British ex- 
perience in Malaya had led them to conclude that the most 
important feature of rural village operations was a good, fair 
but firm central administration through which discipline 
could be imposed on local communities, cutting them off 
from contacts with the insurgents and thus starving the latter 
of recruits and even of supplies if possible. My own convic- 
tion was that the guiding principle must be political. We 
had to enlist the active participation of the community in a 
program to improve its security and welfare on the local 
level, building cohesion from the bottom up rather than im- 
posing it from the top down. Thus, in specific terms, we dis- 
agreed on the question of arming local communities. I advo- 
cated it and was, of course, heavily involved in doing so. 
Thompson believed that a more measured approach was re- 
quired through a well-coordinated over-all plan, involving 
the effective integration of the police and territorial and mil- 
itary forces with the government's social and economic ser- 
vices to produce the result of security and welfare for the 
people. 
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But, these differences aside, the Saigon government was 
willing to move in the general direction that Thompson rec- 
ommended and I was supporting. With Diem’s approval, 
Nhu began to develop his plan for a nationwide campaign of 
“strategic hamlets,” as his political answer to the Commu- 
nists, the activation of the smallest local community unit to 
take part in its own defense and development. He held a 
series of seminars to explain the concept to the military and 
civilian officials of the government, leaving many of them 
thoroughly mystified over his convoluted theories about 
Vietnam’s necessary rise from colonialism, underdevelop- 
ment, and dependence on outside aid to self-sufficiency. 
Most of them simply seized on the physical features of the 
program he described, such as the need for a defense work 
around each hamlet to fend off hostile outsiders (a signifi- 
cant difference from the Malayan barbed-wire enclosures 
that were meant to keep the villagers in). And while they 
expressed concern over his stress on the need to build a 
new leadership class, they responded to the Palace’s direc- 
tions by complying at least with these physical aspects of 
the program and submitted roseate reports of their success. 

After a momentary shock over this unilateral Vietnamese 
initiative, the American official community fell in behind 
the program, thanks especially to the good sense of Ambas- 
sador Nolting, who saw it as what was really wanted: a Viet- 
namese effort aimed at the Communist threat in the rural 
communities. With his support, and as a result of Washing- 
ton’s interest in counterinsurgency, all the American agen- 
cies joined the effort. AID established an Office of Rural Af- 
fairs under a former member of Lansdale’s 1954 CIA team, 
Rufus Phillips, to furnish barbed wire, bring its national de- 
velopment programs to bear in the local areas and to report 
through its regional and provincial representatives what was 
needed. In particular, AID made an effort to articulate to its 
own officers the political and social objectives of the pro- 
gram, as nearly as they could ascertain them from Nhu’s ex- 
planations. MACV set up a special office to support the pro- 
gram and tried to reassert its primacy as advisers to the 
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Vietnamese by pressing onto its counterparts its concept of 
the program. And CIA began to fit its own rural projects into 
the over-all strategic-hamlet program in coordination with 
AID’s office, and to discuss how its by now large-scale 
paramilitary operations might be integrated with MACV in 
accordance with Taylor’s Bay of Pigs conclusions. The pro- 
gram as a whole began to gather momentum and reports 
came in of Communist concern that it was succeeding in 
blocking their access to rural communities from which they 
had hoped to recruit guerrillas for the fight against Diem. 

By early 1962, the prospects for a favorable outcome 
looked so promising that when Desmond FitzGerald re- 
quested that I return to Washington to become his deputy in 
the Far East Division, I asked that he leave me in Vietnam 
for one more year so I could see the situation well along 
toward success. But he insisted. He had appointed John 
Richardson as my successor, and as I knew that John 
thought about insurgency strategy in much the same politi- 
cal terms that I did, I agreed to come home that summer, 
fairly well satisfied with what I had accomplished in my 
three and a half years in Vietnam. For one thing, I could feel 
that CIA had played a key role in helping to find a proper 
strategy by which to fight the war. Moreover, the station had 
contacts and influence throughout Vietnam, from the front 
and rear doors of the Palace, to the rural communities, 
among the civilian opponents of the regime and the com- 
manders of all the key military units. Even when, on Febru- 
ary 27, two maverick Vietnamese pilots bombed the Palace 
and blasted out all our windows (by which time Barbara and 
the children and servants were, thankfully, safely under the 
stairwell), I did not change my optimistic assessment. They 
had the same complaint as the paratroop colonel had in No- 
vember 1960—that is, that the war was not going well 
enough. But I was convinced that the strategy the CIA had 
pushed forward would soon prove them wrong. 

I made a series of farewell visits to the good Vietnamese 
friends I had made, flying up to the A Shau Valley above 
Hue with General Staff Chief Nguyen Khanh and Corps 
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Commander General Tran Van Don, receiving a tiger skin 
from Highland Corps Commander General Ton That Din, 
visiting Father Hoa in his well-armed redoubt almost at the 
southern tip of Vietnam in Ca Mau, letting Barbara and 
Catherine drive over the Hai Van pass between Hue and 
Danang with one of the officers leading our northern opera- 
tions, and taking the family (without our baby Christine, 
who was born in Vietnam, and Jonathan, who was at school 
in the United States) for a final call on President Diem, 
where they watched and listened while he explained his 
satisfaction with how things were going. 

Before I left I wrote a report for Washington on who might 
take over if Diem, like Magsaysay, were killed. I discounted 
Nhu, because of the hostility he and his wife evoked, the 
civilian politicians because they had no political base, the 
titular senior Army General Duong Van (Big) Minh because 
of his lack of political force and strength of personality, and 
Nguyen Cao Ky because he was an airman. I chose instead 
General Nguyen Khanh, finding him bright, aggressive, and 
with a political sense. (I had not yet met Nguyen Van 
Thieu.) And then, in the early summer we packed up the 
family, leaving Vietnam and heartened by the situation later 
described by that prominent Australian Communist journal- 
ist and apologist for North Korea and North Vietnam, 
Wilfred G. Burchett, that “1962 must be largely credited to 
Saigon.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


Washington Assignment— 
and a Secret War 


Aves a delightful halfway-round-the-world holiday with 
the family (the Taj Mahal, Jerusalem, the Greek Islands, 
Rome—where I found my friends still arguing about the 
opening to the Left—Lourdes, and the bull rings of Spain), I 
returned to Washington from Vietnam in the summer of 
1962, to discover a radically changed atmosphere both 
within and without the CIA. The Bay of Pigs fiasco, which I 
had thought of only as it affected our programs in Vietnam, 
had turned out to have had a far more profound impact on 
the Agency than I had realized. For it had triggered a wave 
of public and political criticism of a sort that the Agency had 
never been subjected to before. And it had led to internal 
changes that were to have a major effect on the Agency’s 
techniques and programs. 

Until the Bay of Pigs—indeed, ever since the glory days of 
the OSS in World War Il—the Agency had enjoyed a reputa- 
tion with the public at large not a whit less than golden. 
After all, we were the derring-do boys who parachuted be- 
hind enemy lines, the cream of the academic and social aris- 
tocracy, devoted to the nation’s service, the point men and 
women in the fight against totalitarian aggression, matching 
fire with fire in an endless round of thrilling adventures like 
those of the scenarios in James Bond films. 
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Now, to be sure, during that period, the public’s under- 
standing of what the CIA really was and did was, to say the 
least, very vague. It would be a fair guess that a majority of 
the general public wasn’t even aware of the existence of the 
Central Intelligence Agency—as distinct from a hazy reali- 
zation that the United States probably had spies just like 
every other country. But this worked, if anything, to en- 
hance its favorable image. The total secrecy surrounding the 
CIA added the appropriate touch of mystery to its romantic 
reputation and, what’s more, it was perceived as an alto- 
gether necessary condition of its dangerous occupation. 
From the public’s point of view, it was more than sufficient 
to know in a general way that the CIA’s spies and counter- 
spies were out there somewhere slinking through the dark 
alleyways of the Cold War outwitting the Russians and steal- 
ing their secrets, that its covert operatives from time to time 
were engaged in such cunning coups as ousting the pro- 
Communist Arbenz government in Guatemala or restoring 
the Shah to the Peacock Throne in Iran. But as to exactly 
how they did these things or, for that matter, what they 
might be planning to do next, well, the less said about that 
the better—at the risk of blowing their cover, endangering 
their lives and hampering the vital work they performed in 
the interest of “national security.” If intelligence was an ex- 
ception to normal constitutional procedures, then so be it; 
the public was willing to accept that it was essential to the 
protection of our society in a dangerous world, and those 
who did this work were to be admired and not interfered 
with. 

To a remarkable degree, this essentially naive and unin- 
formed popular view of the CIA had been shared by the 
press and the Congress. The press, by and large, willingly 
accorded the CIA a privileged position among government 
agencies and refrained from inquiring into and reporting on 
its activities as a self-imposed act of patriotism. There is per- 
haps no better illustration of this than in the case of the Bay 
of Pigs itself. The New York Times actually had come upon 
information about the CIA’s preparations for the Cuban in- 


182 / HONORABLE MEN 


vasion before the event. But President Kennedy persuaded 
the editors that running the story would jeopardize the na- 
tional security, and they suppressed it. A number of news 
organizations during those years saw no inconsistency in 
hiring CIA officers as ostensible correspondents so that they 
could have the benefits of journalist cover overseas. 

Nor was the Congress any more inquisitive or investiga- 
tive about CIA’s activities, nor any less in the thrall of the 
Agency's mystique. It shared the universal belief that intel- 
ligence was “different,” that it had to operate by special 
rules. And under the powerful seniority system in the Con- 
gress, CIA affairs were handled only in the utmost secrecy 
and only by selected senior committee members whose in- 
tegrity, concern for the nation’s safety, and long service al- 
lowed them to protect the Agency from outside interference. 
The National Security Act of 1947 and the CIA Act of 1949 
had provided broad enough authorization for the CIA to go 
about its work in its special and secret ways, requiring only 
that there be discreet contact between the Director and the 
carefully chosen members of the Congressional committees 
that had jurisdiction over it—Armed Services and Appropri- 
ations—to provide assurance that the Agency was hard at 
work in the delicate and dangerous field of intelligence col- 
lection and the related activities of political and paramilitary 
operations performed in the nation’s interest. As for the re- 
curring need to obtain appropriations for these activities, the 
CIA budget annually was submitted to carefully selected 
leaders of the Congressional Appropriations Committees, 
which permitted them to warrant to their colleagues that 
they had reviewed the sums requested and approved them, 
while burying the specific CIA activities in the over-all bud- 
get so that these could not be ascertained by an enemy. And 
the judgment of these highly respected Congressmen was 
never challenged. Occasional attempts to establish new 
committees to supervise CIA or to expand the membership 
of the existing ones were regularly voted down. The prevail- 
ing opinion of the times was put by Senator Richard Russell 
when he remarked that, while he could obtain information 
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as to intelligence sources and methods of the CIA, “I want 
to be very frank ...I do not want the information except in 
the very rarest of cases .. .” And when Senator Leverett Sal- 
tonstall expressed his “reluctance, if you will, to seek infor- 
mation and knowledge on subjects which I personally, as a 
Member of Congress and as a citizen, would rather not have, 
unless I believed it to be my responsibility to have it be- 
cause it might involve the lives of American citizens,” Sena- 
tor Mike Mansfield replied that, “The Senator is to be com- 
mended.” In short, the Congress was satisfied to consider. 
the CIA the particular preserve of the Executive Branch, a 
tool for the President alone to use as he saw fit in the inter- 
est of the nation’s security, and it voted the Agency its funds 
with little or no discussion about the kinds of operations for 
which those funds were used. 

Even the occasional exposure of CIA failures did not sub- 
stantially change this general picture. Charges of CIA re- 
sponsibility for espionage and sabotage operations against 
China, Albania and Eastern Europe were passed off as the 
natural rhetoric of the Cold War. And even that most clamor- 
ous event, Gary Powers’ crash of a U-2 spy plane in the So- 
viet Union was not blamed on the CIA after President Ei- 
senhower announced that he had authorized the flight. 
Eisenhower's remark that intelligence is “divorced from the 
regular visible agencies of government...a distasteful but 
vital necessity” asserted the common understanding at the 
time, and Khrushchev himself pointed out in his memoirs 
that Eisenhower's acceptance of responsibility for the intru- 
sion, not the flight itself, had been the consideration that led 
him to cancel the Paris Summit Meeting. In fact, the inci- 
dent probably evoked more admiration than blame for CIA, 
admiration for its development of the U-2, in Kelly 
Johnson’s secret Lockheed “skunkworks,’ which flew so 
many successful missions over the Soviet Union and 
brought back so many valuable photographs and launched a 
whole new era of secret intelligence operations from the 
sky. 

But all that changed—or, more accurately, began to 


184 / HONORABLE MEN 


change—with the failure of the Bay of Pigs invasion. In the 
first place, the Agency's long-standing, widespread, and im- 
mensely comfortable anonymity was shattered. From that 
time forward, one would have had to be deaf, dumb and 
blind not to be aware of the Agency’s existence. Indeed, it is 
not too much to say that, more than any other single event, it 
was the abortive Cuban invasion, with all the attendant 
brouhaha in the United Nations and elsewhere, that im- 
printed the initials CIA onto the general public's conscious- 
ness. And, what’s more, it imprinted them in the most nega- 
tive way possible, at a moment of such shock and outrage 
that President Kennedy himself said that, in his anger, he 
was tempted to “scatter CIA to the winds.” 

Suddenly the Agency appeared to be, not an elite corps of 
slick, daring James Bond operatives, but rather a collection 
of bunglers, launching harebrained escapades and leading 
men uselessly to their death. And suddenly, too, its vaunted 
secrecy seemed easily penetrable by its opponents, effective 
really only to hide its failures and misdeeds from official and 
public view and to trick such a reputable figure as Adlai Ste- 
venson into the humiliating situation of lying to the United 
Nations about the operation in order to cover up the 
Agency's debacle. And suddenly also the public abroad ac- 
quired a perfect scapegoat; from now on, when anything 
went wrong, it could be conveniently blamed on the CIA. 

As the Agency's public reputation declined, the press, 
perhaps not coincidentally, moved into the attack, becoming 
critical and investigative in a way it had not dared in the 
previous decade. The letters CIA now virtually guaranteed a 
banner headline, even on the obituary page when a clerical 
employee died in an auto accident. The Bay of Pigs fiasco 
was dredged up and reported in countless articles and post- 
mortems. Other CIA failures—the capture of CIA agents 
John Downey and Richard Fecteau in China, for example, 
the discovery that KGB agent Heinz Felfe had been at the 
center of the West German Bundes Nachrichten Dienst (intel- 
ligence service), the aborted coup against Sukarno in Indo- 
nesia—were gone over in exquisite detail. And questions 
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were raised about its fundamental procedures: Was its se- 
crecy really necessary, or a vehicle to bar outside criticism? 
Did its administrative and logistics flexibility hide waste 
and inefficiency? Did its personnel outnumber and subordi- 
nate the normal foreign service overseas? Were its programs 
self-originated, self-controlled, and unknown to the policy- 
makers who were publicly responsible for foreign policy? 
In short, was it a second and “invisible government,” as 
one book termed it, incompatible with our Constitutional 
system? 

Under the drumbeat of this sort of critical reporting, the 
Congress became uneasy about its responsibilities vis-a-vis 
the CIA. The senior Congressmen most immediately in- 
volved with the Agency, who were by and large conserva- 
tive in their outlook, remained adamant that the existing 
Congress-ClIA relationship was correct and satisfactory. But 
nevertheless some of the Congressmen outside that inner 
circle, such as Eugene McCarthy, Mike Mansfield, Hubert 
Humphrey and Wayne Morse, began to press for an expan- 
sion of the circle to include the Foreign Relations Commit- 
tee and even to establish a formal intelligence or national- 
security committee to replace the selected Armed Services 
and Appropriations Committee members who held the mo- 
nopoly of CIA oversight. But the jurisdictional and seniority 
arrangements of the Congress held firm, and the system re- 
mained unchanged. 

None of this—the public’s disenchantment, the press’s 
criticism, the Congress’s uneasiness—reached the fever 
pitch that it would in the middle 1970s. But it did mark the 
start of the CIA’s slide from being one of the most presti- 
gious and admired agencies of government toward one of its 
most denounced and condemned. And this despite the fact 
that even at the time every effort was made to arrest the 
slide by undertaking the first serious overhaul of the Agency 
since its founding. 

In the first instance, two days after the Bay of Pigs, Presi- 
dent Kennedy turned to his brother Robert, the Attorney 
General, and to General Maxwell Taylor, his personal mili- 
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tary assistant, to make an official post-mortem of the Bay of 
Pigs disaster, which, as we have seen, came to the conclu- 
sion that the CIA was unsuited, both in staff and logistics 
strength, to carry out an extensive paramilitary operation 
such as the Cuban invasion, and that any such activities in 
the future should be transferred from the Agency to the De- 
fense Department—a doctrine that was to have a major im- 
pact on the CIA’s role in Vietnam. At the same time, Ken- 
nedy reestablished the President’s Foreign Intelligence 
Advisory Board, with James Killian as its chairman, and 
gave it a broad mandate to examine the whole range of activ- 
ities of the entire intelligence community. And then, after a 
discreet interval to spare personal feelings, he purged the 
CIA’s top leadership, replacing Allen Dulles with John 
McCone as Director, and Richard Bissell with Richard 
Helms as Deputy Director for Plans, appointments that 
were to have major effects on the Agency and its style of 
operations in the future. 

McCone was a Republican and, in part, Kennedy chose 
him in order to remove the furor over the CIA from the 
arena of partisan politics (after first offering the post to Tay- 
lor, who turned it down because he thought it inappropriate 
for a military man). But more to the point, McCone, a mil- 
lionaire wartime shipbuilder and engineer who had served 
as an Air Force Undersecretary and as Atomic Energy Com- 
mission Chairman, was a brilliant manager and hard-driving 
executive who could shape up the Agency’s sprawling bu- 
reaucracy and establish firm lines of responsibility. Unlike 
Dulles, the legendary spymaster, McCone was more inter- 
ested in the research and analysis side of the business and 
in advancing the technology of intelligence gathering. Un- 
der his leadership, a separate Directorate for Science and 
Technology was created to increase emphasis on space and 
other technological aspects of intelligence and he moved to 
bring the estimators and analysts into direct contact with the 
policy questions being wrestled with in the White House. 
In this he was helped by Kennedy’s style of open committee 
discussion of the issues before him, and by his own unerring 
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instinct for pushing himself into the Oval Office to assert his 
position. He was, I have long felt, the best director the CIA 
ever had. 

But the more immediate and direct effect on me of these 
changes came from Dick Helms’s appointment to head the 
Directorate of Plans. Unlike his predecessors, Frank Wisner 
and Dick Bissell, who leaned to the covert political and par- 
amilitary action culture, Helms came from the Foreign In- 
telligence side of the DDP house. And predictably, both be- 
cause of his own background and because of the reaction to 
the derring-do attitude that had been responsible for the 
Bay of Pigs debacle, he set about stressing the need to de- 
velop more professional espionage and counterespionage 
operations, and to tighten the discipline in the covert-action 
arena. It wasn't an overnight job. After all, the covert-action 
culture had grown by leaps and bounds during the preced- 
ing ten years and, by the time of the Bay of Pigs, about half 
the total CIA budget was being spent on political, propa- 
ganda and paramilitary operations. But by the time I re- 
turned to Washington, just about a year after the Bay of Pigs, 
it was clear that the FI culture was in the ascendancy and 
CA no longer had the glamorous advantage it once had. In- 
deed, the corridor gossip among my colleagues was that 
large-scale covert-action operations were now things of the 
past. The Italian program that I had run, for example, was 
being phased down, assistance to the international front or- 
ganizations of students, lawyers and cultural groups was 
being gradually cut, and our paramilitary efforts from Tai- 
wan were stopping. 

But once I had a chance to familiarize myself with the 
Washington scene after more than a decade abroad, I found 
a peculiar contradiction in this picture. And the contradic- 
tion arose from a fundamental feature of the Kennedy ad- 
ministration—its vigorous commitment to advance the cause 
of freedom in the world. It was plain to Kennedy and his 
circle that the Agency had a particular capability to contrib- 
ute to this program, especially in its skills in covert political 
and paramilitary work, which put it in the lead in the grow- 
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ing field of counterinsurgency, and through its well-devel- 
oped techniques of secrecy by which its actions could be 
veiled from diplomatic and political complications. And 
there was one particular area where the Kennedy brothers 
turned especially to CIA to use these skills and techniques: 
to carry out an intense program against the Castro regime 
that had humiliated the United States in the Bay of Pigs. 

Within a few days of the failure of the Bay of Pigs inva- 
sion, President Kennedy flew to Miami to meet with the 
remnants of the invasion brigade and pledged to them that 
he would, in a free Havana, return the flag they presented to 
him then. Soon after, Bissell was being “chewed out in the 
Cabinet Room by both the President and the Attorney Gen- 
eral” for not doing enough against Cuba. And in November 
1961 Kennedy authorized Operation Mongoose, “to help 
Cuba overthrow the Communist regime,” bringing in that 
veteran covert-action hand, Ed Lansdale, as its chief of oper- 
ations and assigning Robert Kennedy and Maxwell Tavlor to 
oversee it personally. While Lansdale’s wildly imaginative 
initial 30-odd tasks—ranging from simple intelligence and 
propaganda operations to sabotage of Cuban factories and 
rail lines, to spreading nonlethal chemicals in sugar fields to 
sicken cane cutters—which he set for Mongoose were cut 
back to intelligence operations alone, a vear later authoriza- 
tion for sabotage was given to a new special CIA Cuban 
Task Force. And pressure for operations of this sort was in- 
tensified by the Cuban Missile Crisis in October 1962, and 
the Kennedy reaction to that near-successful effort to put the 
United States under direct nuclear threat. 

The missile crisis is a much-told tale, documented in great 
and dramatic detail by many of the participants, and since I 
played no part in it, the only points about it that I want to 
make here are those that affected the profession of intelli- 
gence. 

For some months before the missile crisis, I was aware, 
the Agency had been getting reports, from various exile 
groups and through journalistic pronouncements, that the 
Soviet Union was making preparations to place offensive 
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nuclear missiles in Cuba. The Agency’s analysts, by and 
large, tended to discount these reports as exaggerations or 
figments of overheated imaginations. A particular point of 
confusion was the difference between defensive and offen- 
sive missiles, with the intelligence estimators certain that 
Khrushchev would not be so reckless as to place the latter 
for the very first time outside the borders of the Soviet 
Union. But the definitive intelligence finally came from the 
U-2 and its photographs, which on October 15 showed of- 
fensive missiles in the process of erection. With this “hard,” 
indisputable intelligence in hand, Kennedy in the next few 
desperately intense days was able to rally national and inter- 
national support, confront the Russians eyeball-to-eyeball 
and force them to withdraw. 

One of the most important consequences of the missile 
crisis was on the morale of the Agency: it soared. The CIA 
had done just the sort of thing it was supposed to do in the 
defense of the nation, and done it well. And that splendid 
performance did much to repair the damage done to its rep- 
utation by the Bay of Pigs debacle. Beyond that, the photo- 
graphs and the like demonstrated the value to intelligence 
of the most sophisticated advances in science and technol- 
ogy, and they spurred McCone to push for new work in this 
area, including spy-in-the-sky satellites and ultrasophisti- 
cated electronic equipment. Increasingly, as a result, the 
customers of intelligence began demanding “hard” evi- 
dence of this sort on all information and in just such indis- 
putable technical and measurable forms, instead of general- 
ized academic conclusions, and Kennedy’s pleasure at 
seeing the raw photographs themselves produced an appe- 
tite for the same sort of raw reports, direct from the source, 
in field reporting as well. 

But from my own point of view, the most significant con- 
sequence of the Cuban Missile Crisis was that it exacer- 
bated the Kennedys’ fury over Castro and intensified their 
determination to use the CIA and its covert-action capability 
“to get rid of him,” with all the ambiguity the phrase in- 
cludes. For this purpose, that ace clandestine operator Des- 
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mond FitzGerald was transferred to head the special Cuban 
Task Force, and I succeeded him as Far East chief. While 
Operation Mongoose under Lansdale’s “outside” direction 
was soon disbanded, FitzGerald under Robert Kennedy’s 
close scrutiny launched a series of operations involving eco- 
nomic warfare, sabotage and infiltration against Cuba. And 
this campaign included renewed attempts to assassinate Fi- 
del Castro, which had started in 1960 and were sporadically 
prosecuted from 1961 to 1963, and which, although I had 
nothing to do with them at the time and indeed didn’t even 
know about them, I would find myself trying to explain to 
the press, the public and Congress fifteen years later. 

The Castro problem and the threat he appeared to present 
to the United States were not so easily resolved, however. 
Indeed, Kennedy’s assurances that the United States would 
not invade Cuba gave Castro a sense of stability, and he con- 
tinued to posture as the David who had succeeded against 
the American Goliath, trumpeting the success of his revolu- 
tion and asserting its inevitable spread through Latin Amer- 
ica. His envoy in this cause, Che Guevara, traveled through 
the underground nets of the continent encouraging others to 
emulate the Cuban revolution, and his romantic image as 
the insurgent guerrilla began appearing on posters through- 
out the world. Thus, FitzGerald was appointed to head 
CIA’s entire Latin American Division to press the Agency’s 
part in the anti-Castro program, which included State’s dip- 
lomatic efforts to ostracize Castro through the Organization 
of American States, AID’s Alianza para el Progreso for eco- 
nomic development, the military's training and equipment 
of counterinsurgency forces, and CIA’s intelligence and po- 
litical and paramilitary support throughout all of South 
America. 

Inevitably Kennedy’s activism and his use of the CIA in 
this regard then spread from there to much of the rest of the 
world. While in Europe the political division between East 
and West had stabilized (in the East by the Berlin Wall and 
the firm internal hold established by Communist govern- 
ments, and in the West by the obvious success of the Mar- 
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shall Plan and NATO, and Kennedy’s firm “Ich bin ein Ber- 
liner” pledge), the contest intensified in the Third World. 
Khrushchev’s pledge to support “national wars of lib- 
eration,’ Castro’s external ambitions and the rise of Mao’s 
theory of rural Communism, all drew especial attention to 
this area of challenge. In Chile a CIA covert political pro- 
gram, modeled on the Italian one that I had run, was 
launched to strengthen the center democratic forces—par- 
ties, cooperatives, women’s groups, etc.—against the leftist 
challenge of Salvador Allende and his advocacy of alliance 
with Castro's revolutionary drive. In the Congo, the chaos 
that followed the Belgian withdrawal evoked CIA and diplo- 
matic action to find a stabilizing compromise middle solu- 
tion between colonial puppets and Communist-supported 
extremists. And in the Far East, which FitzGerald had left to 
me, I faced plenty of situations calling for CIA’s covert-ac- 
tion talents and energy. In Vietnam, the Agency’s station 
was fully engaged in carrying out the programs I had 
started; in Thailand similar moves against insurgency in the 
northeast were underway; and Malaysia faced the danger of 
a new Communist subversive attack from Sukarno’s Indone- 
sia. But the contest that called the most on my efforts in my 
new post was in Laos. 

Just when I had returned to Washington, the Geneva 
Agreements on Laos (July 1962) were signed. After years of 
bloodshed and byzantine political turmoil in that tiny South- 
east Asian country, Kennedy had obtained Khrushchev’s 
agreement that neither wanted a confrontation there. And 
through the skill and hard work of Averell Harriman, then 
Assistant Secretary of State for Far Eastern Affairs, an agree- 
ment had been struck at Geneva recognizing the neutrality 
and independence of the little war-torn nation. Under the 
accord, fifteen nations agreed to withdraw all their military 
forces, cease their paramilitary assistance to the three con- 
tending factions in Laos, and recognize neutralist Souvanna 
Phouma as the leader of a three-part coalition government. 
The “count-out” began. The Soviet planes, which had been 
dropping supplies to Communist Pathet Lao and North Viet- 
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namese troops, stopped their missions and went home. The 
Agency’s Air America planes, which had been dropping 
weapons and supplies to tribal armies in the mountains of 
the north, ceased their flights. The White Star training teams 
of the U.S. Army’s Special Forces withdrew. All the nations 
followed the agreed script, except one: North Vietnam. Ac- 
cording to CIA’s intelligence reports, there had been some 
7,000 North Vietnamese troops in Laos at the time of the 
Accord. But during the so-called count-out, only 40 went 
through the formalities of leaving the country. Since they 
had never been acknowledged as being there, they could 
hardly in theory be officially counted out, but our intelli- 
gence showed that they were there nonetheless. 

Now Harriman had made it forcefully clear to the CIA as 
well as the militarv that he (and the President) insisted on 
full compliance with America’s commitment to abstain from 
providing any further assistance, military or paramilitary, in 
Laos. He was plaving a larger game than Laos—if we and 
the Soviets could successfully draw back from confrontation 
there, we might be able to apply the same technique else- 
where, and indeed reach the world of “coexistence” that 
Khrushchev was talking about. So when I brought him the 
first intelligence reports revealing that North Vietnamese 
troops were still in the country, he insisted that we hold to 
our position of not sending paramilitary help, despite the 
pleas of the Lao tribal leaders that we help them drive the 
North Vietnamese out if they were not going to leave in ac- 
cordance with the agreements. Each week, I would go down 
to Harriman’s office in the State Department to brief him on 
what CIA was doing throughout the Far East, and gradually 
our sessions spent more and more time on Laos. He insisted 
on knowing in detail of our activities there, and of approving 
or disapproving every step we took so as not to permit any 
differences to arise between CIA’s policies and his. I agreed 
wholeheartedly—America had to speak according to one 
script, not in different ways through its overt and covert 
outlets. 

But gradually our weekly intelligence reports became 
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more ominous. The North Vietnamese troops were not only 
still there, they were moving out to expand the area they 
and their Pathet Lao puppets controlled, pushing the tribal 
Meo away from their settlements, or absorbing those who 
did not flee, as well as attacking the neutralist forces. Meo 
resistance was weak, as the stocks of munitions they still 
held from the period before the Geneva Agreements dimin- 
ished. My arguments became more forceful, reflecting the 
intense cables I was receiving from the two CIA officers 
who were still up in the hills observing and reporting on 
what was happening. It was plain to them that the North 
Vietnamese were out to crush the Meo by military force and 
that the truce the Meo had accepted at our urging was col- 
lapsing, with the Meo unable to defend themselves for want 
of resupplies of ammunition. 

However hard Harriman wanted the coalition to work and 
for Laos to be neutralized, he had had enough dealings with 
Communists to know that they did not respect weakness. So 
he at last approved the secret dispatch of a minimum quan- 
tity of ammunition, with strict instructions that our officers 
make clear that it was only to be used for defensive fighting, 
and that they make sure that the Meo were not initiating 
actions against the North Vietnamese or the Pathet Lao. 
That proved easy, since the fighting was taking place then 
only in areas that had not until then been occupied by the 
Communists and the stream of refugees from there attested 
dramatically to who was putting the pressure on whom. Har- 
riman insisted that he specifically approve each and every 
clandestine supply flight, and its cargo, that lifted off from a 
friendly Thai air base with a load of weapons and ammuni- 
tion, and crossed the border to dodge among the jungle-cov- 
ered mountains of Northern Laos to find the secret drop 
zones our officers had chosen. 

Harriman was not nicknamed “The Crocodile” for noth- 
ing. During some of our weekly sessions he would ostenta- 
tiously turn off his hearing aid in the middle of my argu- 
ments, or bait me mercilessly until we were engaged in a 
shouting match, to test how firmly I believed in the propos- 
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als I was advancing. But it was plain that he had the Presi- 
dent’s full confidence with respect to Laos, and convincing 
him that he was indeed in charge of our operations was the 
best thing I could do for our friends in the mountains, and 
for CIA itself. He had the strength to do what was really 
needed, he had the good sense to put what CIA could do 
into its proper place in American policy, and he knew that 
CIA offered a unique capability to do what needed to be 
done quickly, effectively, and under discipline, without the 
bureaucratic and institutional problems other agencies, mili- 
tary and civilian, presented. 

While it became clear that the Soviet Union had indeed 
accepted the idea of removing Laos from the American-Rus- 
sian contest, it also became clear that the North Vietnamese 
were not part of the bargain. Although the Russians never 
said so, it was obvious that they had little influence over the 
North Vietnamese, who insisted on making their own deci- 
sion, which was to continue to expand their control in Laos, 
both in the area nearest to Hanoi’s Red River Delta heart- 
land and on the Ho Chi Minh Trail to the Communist forces 
in South Vietnam. And so Harriman was increasingly under- 
standing of the need of CIA’s tribal forces to fight, and to 
fight in the wav they fought best: as guerrillas behind the 
North Vietnamese lines. It was obvious that the lowland- 
bound Royal Lao Army, despite American military aid, was 
not going to go outside the narrow limits of the Mekong 
plain to engage the Communists. And the American mili- 
tary, which at that stage saw South Vietnam as the real thea- 
ter of contest with North Vietnam, had no desire to set up 
the long logistics lines a regular American military force 
would require in Laos. 

Thus the task of meeting Hanoi’s pressure in the area 
would have to be undertaken by CIA’s tribal friends, if at 
all—and the Kennedys had no doubt that it had to be under- 
taken. Another feature made the use of CIA even more at- 
tractive: the letter of the Geneva Accords could ostensibly 
be kept, the Soviet Union could turn a blind eye to the “co- 
vert” support CIA would supply. Thus the issue of Laos did 


Washington Assignment—and a Secret War | 195 


not have to be brought back to the main negotiating table 
between Moscow and Washington, and the original deal to 
set it aside could be respected. The distinction Khrushchev 
had made in the U-2 incident between what Moscow knew 
and what Washington officially admitted was applied to this 
field, and the USSR even kept its embassy in Vientiane as 
the “secret war” escalated. 

And escalate it did. The North Vietnamese forces gradu- 
ally grew to the 70,000 we would count in 1972, and CIA 
was authorized to revive, supply, and increase the tribal 
units it had started to build before the Geneva Accords. 
Moreover, it was authorized to send its harassing parties 
deep into areas “controlled” by the North Vietnamese to lo- 
cate its depots, ambush its trucks, mine its roads and mortar 
its outposts. The tribal patrols, who knew the country and 
were fighting against its invader, were airlifted to battle in 
Air America’s helicopters and put down in isolated clearings 
or villages, reported the exact enemy dispositions through 
the radio nets set up and supplied by CIA and were sup- 
plied (and their families supported) through CIA channels 
that bypassed corrupt Vientiane middlemen to bring funds 
and weapons direct to them in the mountains. 

CIA was not alone in the work; AID jumped in to help 
with magnificent men like “Pop” Buell, a retired Indiana 
farmer with a burning desire to help his fellow man, who 
worked with superhuman effort to bring food and shelter to 
bedraggled refugees fleeing from North Vietnamese 
“sweeps through their villages, and signaling Air America 
planes exactly where to airdrop rice sacks to villages cut off 
from outside help. AID’s medical program was equally ef- 
fective, establishing field aid stations and rude hospitals 
where treatment could be given to wounded tribal fighters, 
captured enemy soldiers, and bewildered families alike. 

In North Laos, a mirror image of Vietnam thus appeared. 
The North Vietnamese and the Pathet Lao conventional mil- 
itary forces clung precariously to the road network and con- 
tended with assaults and ambushes from evanescent guerril- 
las; indeed, CIA’s tribal forces roamed freely over the 
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mountain terrain to take such a toll on enemy logistics and 
rear areas that the latter’s occasional frontal assaults often 
ran out of steam. The conflict seesawed back and forth, but 
the war stayed far from the river valley where most Lao 
lived. In South Laos, however, where there was almost no 
local population in the mountain areas near Vietnam, the Ho 
Chi Minh Trail gradually expanded with only little harass- 
ment from the teams which CIA sent from the Mekong area 
into that unfamiliar territory. And CIA’s attempt to turn 
those teams into spotters of Hanoi’s convoys for United 
States Air Force attack bombers proved of only minor value. 
The Air Force developed its own technical sensors to report 
the targets electronically, and became impatient with the 
bombing restrictions imposed in order to protect the teams 
CIA sent in. 

Throughout this “secret war,” I insisted on the impor- 
tance of the political element. American policy was clearly 
one of support to the Royal Lao government and its neutral- 
ist Prime Minister Souvanna Phouma. CIA had no interest, 
and Harriman would have vigorously vetoed any that it 
might have developed, in supporting the right-wing leaders 
we had helped in the pre-Geneva period. But CIA’s direct 
lines of communications and supplies to the tribal areas 
could create a problem: belief by the tribal Meo in their 
autonomy from corrupt and faraway Vientiane. After all, 
they were carrying the brunt of the fight and got little or no 
help from the lowland Lao Army. But such sentiment com- 
promised the authority of Souvanna Phouma and could have 
caused a formal rupture of the Geneva Accords, bringing 
down the carefully erected structure of American policy in 
Laos and complicating the whole picture in Southeast Asia. 
Thus CIA’s officers in Laos were instructed to use their po- 
litical as well as their paramilitary skills to ensure that the 
forces we were supporting understood clearly that they 
were being helped as a part of Laos, and that Souvanna 
Phouma’s approval of CIA’s support was as necessary as 
Harriman’s. The CIA-supported forces were in theory inte- 
grated as units of the Lao Army, and the officers given regu- 
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lar ranks, although direct CIA financial, logistical and advi- 
sory links remained. A radio station was set up with CIA 
help, and transistors were distributed throughout the moun- 
tains to broadcast the appeal of the “Union of the Lao 
Races,” to unify the different tribal elements and the low- 
land Lao. And the king was induced to pay a ceremonial 
visit to the tribal force headquarters to show the symbolic 
unity of his kingdom. 

There was another political aspect. The traditional leader- 
ship of the tribal areas was no less corrupt and weak than 
that in Vientiane. But guerrilla fighting required better men. 
CIA had identified an officer of the Lao Army, originally 
trained by the French, who had not only the courage but 
also the political acumen necessary for leadership in such a 
conflict. He represented a new approach, sharing the dan- 
gers of the front instead of sending orders from the rear, he 
was a native of the area and the tribe instead of a diluted, 
weak cosmopolitan hybrid of French and Lao, and he was 
fiercely dedicated to the defense of his people and their 
homeland. His name was Vang Pao, and he had the enthu- 
siastic admiration of the CIA officers, who knew him well 
from their time together in the mountains, as a man who 
would have been leader of the struggle whether or not he 
received CIA aid and advice; he knew how to say no as well 
as yes to Americans. And under his over-all command (con- 
firmed when the king made him a general), the process of 
selection and training of a new breed of tribal leadership 
could go on, men chosen for courage in the field and sympa- 
thy for the refugee villagers, rather than because of their 
aristocratic inheritance. 

But the process also required the subtle expression of ex- 
ternal deference to the old leaders, so that they would not 
be stimulated to react against this clear threat to their posi- 
tions and privileges. In the same way, CIA also moved 
against such old corrupt practices as the opium trade, which 
had been an economic mainstay of the Lao mountains for 
generations. Bringing in new crops and cattle, teaching bet- 
ter nutrition and sanitation, and resolutely refusing to per- 
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mit Air America aircraft to carry drugs, CIA kept free of con- 
tact with the trade (as a Congressional inquiry in later years 
confirmed), although it certainly continued to exist in Laos 
and especially among some of the lowland leadership, 
where it became an issue when it began to have an impact 
on our troops in Vietnam. 

Despite the scope of this CIA effort, numbering some 
36,000 armed forces throughout Laos, involved in every- 
thing, from village defense to teams infiltrating far behind 
enemy lines to specialists collecting intelligence on South 
China, the CIA station conducting it never rose above two 
or three hundred in strength. They were supported, of 
course, by Air America, which served the entire American 
establishment in the area and by the close integration of 
AID and other American programs under Ambassadors Wil- 
liam Sullivan, and McMurtrie Godley. Moreover, the CIA 
officers were under strict instructions not to engage in com- 
bat, which they did not, despite their unhappiness at not 
being able to share dangers with their Lao and tribal friends 
whom they had trained and worked with; the policy worked 
to limit CIA casualties during this long war to only about 
five killed. What’s more, the CIA’s budget for the operation 
measured in the tens of millions instead of billions of dol- 
lars, and was less than the military aid that went to the val- 
ley-bound Royal Lao Army. 

And the result: the battle lines at the end of ten vears of 
fighting, against an enemy whose strength increased from 
7,000 to 70,000 in that time, were approximately where they 
were at the outset, and the Communists were forced to ac- 
cept a second agreement to recognize a neutral and inde- 
pendent Laos and the coalition government that America 
had pledged to support in 1962. To be sure, the end was not 
victory, but neither was it the defeat that the Communists 
had sought. (But when the Communist forces resumed mili- 
tary and subversive pressure after the 1973 agreement, CIA 
was not directed to respond, and Laos is under Communist 
rule today, with CIA’s tribal friends in exile, dead, or living 
under oppression.) 
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To accomplish even this much was not without its diffi- 
culties, of course. Flying hop, skip and jump through the 
karst mountains during tropical rainstorms, skittering along 
the Mekong at a ten-foot altitude under a twenty-foot ceil- 
ing, searching for an airfield on a flat stretch of the river's 
bank, and carrier-type landings in a swirl of dust on moun- 
taintop airstrips called for a certain equanimity of spirit from 
the CIA officers who did them every day rather than on the 
semiannual visits I made. Flying in such conditions re- 
quired care as well as daring from the magnificent Air Amer- 
ica pilots and the installation of a complex of navigational 
and meteorological aids to supplement its swashbuckling 
image. Also, CIA’s doctrines of clandestinity had to be 
stretched a good way to cover the “secret city” of 20,000 that 
grew up of the families of the tribal forces grouped around 
its headquarters. Moreover, appropriate uniforms had to be 
devised for the Thai officers and men who arrived to help 
with communications and training, since they could not offi- 
cially be Thai and they certainly were not Lao. And a fine 
line had to be drawn between helping the tribal groups in 
their struggle and avoiding participation in some of the 
more primitive practices of those mountain peoples so far 
from civilization, including politely tasting but not ingesting 
the locally fermented rice “wine,” keeping clear of the rit- 
ual bull-baiting that preceded feasts and tactfully turning 
down the maiden offered by the local chief to ease the strain 
of a mountain village visit. 

One problem was fundamental to guerrilla war, only 
partly brought about by the actions of the other side. Some 
immutable principle provides that a barefoot guerrilla force 
must inevitably grow to become a conventional army. Tito’s 
struggle against the Germans, Mao’s against Chiang, and our 
Minutemen’s against the British, all exemplify this. And it 
occurred in Laos as well. The successful teams in North 
Laos against the North Vietnamese requested heavier weap- 
ons first to improve their effectiveness and then to defend 
against North Vietnamese attacks on their villages instead of 
fleeing before them and harassing them from the rear. A few 
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captured artillery pieces turned against the enemy from the 
magnificent mountain ring around the Plain of Jars gener- 
ated the demand for more, and successful forays by squads 
grew to battalion assaults to clear the enemy from the tradi- 
tional tribal homelands. 

But such escalation begat a reciprocal one from the other 
side; the enemy increased its forces and armaments to pre- 
serve its position and continue to assert its power in Laos. 

There was one dramatic exception to the rule. Shortly af- 
ter the first North Vietnamese aircraft was sighted in Laos— 
an ancient biplane dropping small bombs—an Air America 
helicopter happened nearby, whereupon the plane turned to 
attack the helicopter. The latter was unarmed, but it twisted 
around so that the crewman in the rear could empty a clip of 
his carbine at his assailant, and shot it down. The North Vi- 
etnamese air force did not return, and Air America remained 
a transport fleet with no combat aircraft or armaments. But 
nevertheless air support did become a greater element in 
the Lao war, first by the Royal Lao Air Force and later by 
the American, and not merely in the Ho Chi Minh Trail 
area. 

A guerrilla force, successful as it may be in making it too 
costly for a conventional enemy army to control a country, 
cannot expel that enemy army from its territory. That can be 
done only by comparable conventional forces. Thus a suc- 
cessful guerrilla force almost inevitably will grow into a con- 
ventional army to free the national territory. To help this 
development in Laos, CIA’s Thai friends quietly dispatched 
“volunteers” to serve in Laos to improve the tribal forces’ 
conventional capabilities against the increased presence of 
North Vietnamese divisions. 

Thus, contradicting the conclusion of Maxwell Taylor af- 
ter the Bay of Pigs, CIA proved in the Lao war fully capable 
of the logistics and staff requirements to conduct a major 
paramilitary operation. But once the scale of the war went 
beyond the level of clandestine help to tribal patrols behind 
the North Vietnamese lines, it became virtually impossible 
to keep the effort secret as Agency doctrine required. Steady 
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and intense combat was taking place in the hills, but it was 
plain to the casual observer in the lowlands that the Roval 
Lao Army was not involved in it. The numbers of Air Amer- 
ica planes over Laos did not match the smaller number that 
left Vientiane with loads of rice. The visiting journalist soon 
realized that the sport-shirted group of tanned Americans at 
a Vientiane or Bangkok bar quickly fell silent when asked 
what they did, but their boisterous behavior bore a remark- 
able resemblance to men on a short leave from dangerous 
assignments. And it was not hard for an inquiring reporter to 
develop sources who complained that the Agency’s work 
was not “coordinated” through nor under the control of the 
massive military staffs covering Southeast Asia. 

Thus a problem does arise when the Agency conducts a 
“large” paramilitary operation, although it is not the one 
that Taylor had anticipated. The battle was fought without 
drafting American youth for service in the Lao mountains; 
the American command structure consisted of the Ambassa- 
dor and his staff meeting; no large base areas grew to pro- 
vide the creature comforts required for American troops; or- 
ders went through Lao channels rather than American; and 
CIA officers reluctantly but obediently followed their orders 
to stay out of combat. But CIA tried to conceal all this from 
public knowledge and, since it really couldn't, it inspired 
the growth of myths and legends that bore little resem- 
blance to the facts, and the charge that CIA was conducting 
a “secret war.” 

This had some serious effects at home. In accordance with 
CIA’s normal practice, the small group of Congressmen in 
the committees, who were charged with its supervision, 
were kept informed of its activities in Laos. As the scale of 
the operation and the war grew, it required larger budgets, 
and the committeemen were briefed in detail on this as 
well. Certain of the members included a visit to Laos on 
their fact-finding travels and were taken up to the mountain 
headquarters to see the operation at first hand, and one in 
particular expressed himself forcefully that this was the way 
the United States should be operating in Vietnam instead of 
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by the military escalation that was taking place there. But, 
since the operation was a part of the CIA budget, it had to 
be kept officially secret and therefore the Agency was de- 
nounced by the press and Congress for its “secret war.” 
This led to such results as the Chairman of the Senate Ap- 
propriations Committee, Allen J. Ellender, saying on the 
Senate floor that he did not know whether CIA funds were 
being used to conduct the war in Laos, a statement that was 
simply not true; another Senator publicly attacked CIA’s 
“secret war” when he had been fully briefed on it and had 
actually visited the area; and the Chairman of the Senate 
Foreign Relations Committee, William Fulbright, asserted 
that CIA’s secret support of the Lao tribal forces was in con- 
flict with our democracy. Taylors conclusion, then, was 
valid at least in this regard: that a large-scale paramilitary 
operation does not fit the secret budget and policy proce- 
dures of CIA. 

And, in fact, that conclusion was recognized, if somewhat 
belatedly. The sums required for CIA’s paramilitary pro- 
gram in Laos were finally included in the Defense Depart- 
ment’s open budget for submission to Congress. There the 
small total disappeared almost completely from public view 
among the larger sums that the Pentagon sought for itself. 
After appropriation, these sums were then transferred to 
CIA by the Defense Department and, while CIA’s internal 
secrecy still presented some difficulties, the program was no 
longer a secret to the Congress. In this way the unique CIA 
combination of intelligence, political and paramilitary ex- 
pertise could continue to direct the program in Laos under 
the Ambassador’s full control, while the American involve- 
ment did not need to be admitted officially, allowing the 
Soviet Union to ignore it, and at the same time the constitu- 
tional authority of the Congress was respected. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Coup and Chaos in Saigon 


Le date was May 8, 1963, and the news reports that came 
in over the ticker at Langley were disturbing and were not 
made any better by the CIA and embassy cables that fleshed 
them out. In Hue, the ancient imperial capital in central 
Vietnam, a demonstration by Buddhists against the Saigon 
government had flared into a riot, and nine people had been 
killed by South Vietnamese troops. I was familiar with the 
Buddhist movement in Vietnam and knew that until then it 
had never played an important political role, as for example 
had the Catholic Church and the Hoa Hao and Cao Dai 
sects in the country’s turbulent history. So, as I read the re- 
ports I judged that the incident, while certain to fuel the 
debate then going on in Washington over the Diem regime, 
would have very little real significance in Vietnam itself. I 
was totally wrong in my assessment of its effect in Vietnam, 
for the Buddhists proved able to use the incident as the 
springboard for a nationwide political campaign. But I was 
right about its impact in Washington. For the Hue riot led to 
what I still consider the worst mistake of the Vietnam war: 
the American-sponsored overthrow of Diem. 

In the year since I had left Saigon, the war had continued 
to grow in intensity, but I still was pretty optimistic about 
the prospect. What I regarded as the most important aspect 
of the war, the strategic-hamlet program, had by all accounts 
taken the initiative from the Communists in the countryside 
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and was going full blast. In fact, if anything, it was going 
somewhat too energetically, being pushed willy-nilly every- 
where rather than following a sensible strategy of gradual 
expansion of security zones. As a result, hamlets were made 
“strategic” in areas where they could not be sustained. And 
too often a single strand of barbed wire around a hamlet was 
enough for a local official, anxious to please the Palace, to 
include it in the program’s statistics, even when it merely 
enclosed a passive population that went on attending agit- 
prop sessions whenever local Communist organizers and 
guerrillas insisted. But these were problems of implementa- 
tion that one had to expect in the early phases of such a 
program, and they could be solved by more rigorous inspec- 
tion. 

To be sure, apart from the strategic-hamlet program, other 
more substantial problems also existed: the lack of emphasis 
on the development of a full role for the police in the rural 
areas, for example, and the continuing tendency of the Viet- 
namese Army to think in terms of large-scale “operations” 
against a guerrilla enemy that faded away before it. (One 
exception to such “fading” had occurred at Ap Bac in the 
Delta in January, when the Communists took advantage of 
some confused army units to impose a stunning defeat on 
the government's forces, leading a peppery American mili- 
tary adviser, Lieutenant Colonel John Paul Vann, to early 
retirement, after he publicly vented his disgust.) But, while 
plainly the Communists had not yet begun to lose the war 
and were still in fact building their forces through local re- 
cruitment and infiltration of men and supplies from North 
Vietnam, they no longer seemed to be winning the race into 
the vacuum in the countryside. Set against the time frame of 
several years, which were required in the comparable con- 
flict in Malaya, a start had clearly been made in the right 
direction in Vietnam, and in my view success seemed pos- 
sible if the strategy were pursued with forceful leadership, 
hard work and American support. But all these began to dis- 
appear as a result of the May 8 Buddhist riot and deaths. 

The various accounts of how the incident occurred and 
why were impossible to reconcile, and they did not really 
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matter. Whether it started with an accidentally dropped gre- 
nade, a provocation by the Buddhists or Communists, or a 
deliberate action by South Vietnamese troops, the demon- 
strators were dead and a fatal confrontation between the 
Diem government and the Buddhists had begun. And 
whether the Buddhists represented most Vietnamese or 
stood for only a small portion of the population did not mat- 
ter either, because the vigor of their political assault on the 
Saigon regime electrified America and intensified the de- 
bate there over the pros and cons of the Diem government. 
Demonstrations throughout South Vietnam followed the riot 
in Hue; other political groups opposed to the Diem regime 
joined the protests; police squads charged them all with 
truncheons and tear gas—and all of it was reported in care- 
ful detail by the large American press corps that had gath- 
ered in Vietnam to cover the increased American civilian 
and military presence. 

On June 11, a single event so dramatized the issue that it 
made any further thoughtful discussion about it almost im- 
possible. A Buddhist press spokesman alerted American 
journalists that “something important” would happen that 
morning. And it did. A Buddhist monk, Thich Quang Duc, 
lit a match after his fellows had poured gasoline over his 
head and body as he sat at an intersection in downtown Sai- 
gon, and the horrifying photograph of his immolation 
shocked the world. Madame Nhu’s callous remark that this 
and later self-immolations were nothing more than fanatics 
“barbecuing” themselves intensified the revulsion against 
the Diem government, which was seen as the root cause of 
these terrible religious suicides. As a result, President Ken- 
nedy found himself in the impossible situation of supporting 
what appeared to be a brutal government. And suddenly the 
problem of Vietnam shifted from the countryside, where the 
Communists and the South Vietnamese government were 
contesting the war, to offices and conference rooms of Wash- 
ington and Saigon, where the dispute was between South 
Vietnamese and Americans, and among Americans, over the 
virtues and vices of Diem and his regime. 

As a first step toward resolving this dispute, Kennedy an- 
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nounced on June 27 that Henry Cabot Lodge, the Republi- 
can vice-presidential candidate in the 1960 election, would 
become the new American ambassador to Vietnam, replac- 
ing Frederick Nolting, the fine foreign-service officer who 
had become too closely identified with the United States 
policy of support to Diem. But if Lodge’s appointment pre- 
vented Vietnam from becoming a partisan issue between 
Republicans and Democrats, it did nothing to reduce the in- 
tensity of the pro-Diem and anti-Diem debate that raged 
within the American government and increasingly through- 
out the United States as well. 

All during this period I was in daily contact with John 
Richardson, the CIA chief of station in Saigon, who in his 
turn was in equally close contact, as was traditional for the 
Agency’s station chief there, with Nhu, as well as with a 
wide number of political and military leaders and groups in 
the country. And as a result of our constant interchange of 
intelligence, I have to say that I didn’t then—nor, in fact do 
I in retrospect now—regard the Buddhist situation itself as 
quite the serious crisis that it was considered in Washing- 
ton. Indeed, I agreed with Diem and Nhu that the Bud- 
dhists were raising an essentially false issue of religious 
discrimination, that the Diem regime was not a Catholic 
government, that the Buddhists were challenging the 
government’s basic authority in a series of escalating de- 
mands, and that they had to be met with a firm hand. But 
most of all, I felt, we must not allow the matter to distract 
the United States from the main issue in Vietnam: the fight 
against the Communists in the countryside. And it was ap- 
parent that the Buddhist crisis and its repercussions in 
Washington were doing just that. I did not minimize the tur- 
moil that prevailed, but I remembered that Diem had sur- 
vived even greater turmoil in 1955, and I believed that he 
could do so again if the Americans kept a cool head and 
gave him the support now that they gave him then. And in 
that context, I believed, we would be able to influence him 
and work out between us a way to handle the Buddhists’ 
proper concerns and ours, while still pursuing the war 
against the Communists. 
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This was the position that I took within CIA with our ana- 
lysts and estimators and with John McCone, who counted 
on my personal knowledge of the Vietnamese scene and 
leadership. And by and large they agreed with me, although 
they tended to stress the political difficulties more than I 
did. The military, personified by Defense Secretary Robert 
McNamara and Maxwell Taylor, now Chairman of the Joint 
Chiefs of Staff, followed somewhat the same line, at least to 
the extent that they felt the main problem was winning the 
war and that we should not be diverted from keeping pres- 
sure on it. 

But as the Buddhist protests escalated and public opinion 
against the Diem regime was stirred to a fever pitch of out- 
rage, the State Department's view of the situation came into 
ascendancy. It was pressed most fervently by Averell Harri- 
man, now Undersecretary; by Roger Hilsman, Assistant Sec- 
retary for Far Eastern Affairs; and by Michael Forrestal, son 
of the former Secretary of Defense and a Presidential Assis- 
tant on the National Security Council staff. They fervently 
believed that the war could not be won unless the Saigon 
government was reformed to make it more democratic and 
popular, so as to rally the people to the fight against the 
Communists. And behind this argument was the persuasive 
pressure of Kennedy’s concern for his political support 
among the American people, bombarded as they were daily 
by new shocks in the media about Vietnam. Therefore, the 
proponents of this view believed that the United States 
must consider the prospect of dissociating itself from Diem 
and Nhu, unless their ways could be changed. 

While each of the agencies held the official position ex- 
pressed by the principals as described, none was by any 
means unanimous within itself on the issues. And this in- 
cluded CIA, where some of the junior officers in Vietnam 
took an emotionally charged position against Diem, Nhu, 
and much of their apparatus. In general they were the uni- 
lateral officers who were in contact with the opposition and 
adopted what they thought was the logic of the opposition 
position. To a degree, the same spirit also spread to some of 
the officers on the liaison side of the station, who were frus- 
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trated with the failure of some of their counterparts to put 
their best effort into the war programs and who saw Nhu’s 
influence as the source of the difficulty. As the crisis 
mounted, so did the problem of keeping the channels clear 
for the reports of these varying views. The raw reports from 
the unilateral and liaison officers were forwarded uncen- 
sored to Washington (and were frequently passed around 
the Cabinet table as the President searched for understand- 
ing) along with Station Chief Richardson’s over-all conclu- 
sions and judgments. And these very often did not agree 
with each other—a fact that became known to others in the 
official community as well as the press. 

At CIA headquarters, the same differences existed among 
the many officers who were by then involved in the Vietnam 
question. But McCone’s careful insistence on hearing out 
everv side before taking a position himself, and his meticu- 
lous forwarding of the raw evidence to the other depart- 
ments and agencies whether or not it supported his conclu- 
sions, produced an atmosphere in which the sincerity and 
integrity of all were respected, and all knew that their case 
had been made, whether finally accepted or not. 

In mid-August, a conference was set up in Honolulu at the 
CINCPAC (Commander-in-Chief Pacific) headquarters to 
provide Lodge a final briefing on the over-all Vietnam pro- 
gram before he proceeded to Saigon to replace Nolting, and 
I was sent along to ensure that he got a full picture of CIA’s 
activities and capabilities. Nolting, who had left Saigon on 
August 15 after having extracted from Diem an understand- 
ing that Diem would call for a reconciliation with the 
Buddhists, was also at the conference. But barely had the 
conference got underway when the news tickers reported 
that South Vietnamese troops had conducted a raid on Xa 
Loi, the principal Buddhist pagoda in Saigon, and then on 
others in other cities as well. Despite the various and con- 
tradictory stories that shortly circulated about the reasons for 
the raids, one fact was unmistakably clear. Diem and Nhu 
had seized the interlude between the departure of one 
American ambassador and the arrival of the next to try to 
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suppress the Buddhists once and for all by a massive show 
of force. And in the process they made it virtually impossi- 
ble for their friends in the American government like myself 
to do anything but go along with the ideas in Washington to 
force them to change their methods to ones that did not 
cause the kind of political repercussion in America that the 
raid on the pagodas and the burning bonzes did. 

Because of the CIA’s secrecy and its long-time close rela- 
tions with Nhu and Diem, the immediate question was 
raised in many minds whether the Agency might be pursu- 
ing its own policy at cross purposes with the official United 
States position, and even have had something to do with the 
raids. For, as it developed, the troops who had carried out 
the raids had been led by the Vietnamese Special Forces, 
which were supported by CIA, were well known to be inde- 
pendent of the regular South Vietnamese Army general-staff 
command structure, and reported directly to Diem and Nhu 
in the Palace. They were particularly feared as a special op- 
erational force, shrouded in secrecy for their CIA-assisted 
clandestine work in North Vietnam and with the CIA-spon- 
sored Citizens’ Irregular Defense Groups. In fact, however, 
they had been assembled for the pagoda raids totally with- 
out the CIA’s knowledge, and it fell to me to convince 
Americans and Vietnamese alike that this was so. 

But the more immediate problem was with some of the 
Vietnamese Army leaders. They wanted it clarified that the 
Army had not conducted the raids, as suggested in the ac- 
counts of the Voice of America and the world press, but that 
the attacks on the Buddhists had been the work of Diem and 
Nhu’s Special Forces exclusively. Moreover, they wanted to 
know what the American reaction would be if they felt com- 
pelled to move against the pair as a result of those attacks. 

A hot August Saturday is hardly the day to find all senior 
policy officials hard at work in their offices in Washington. 
Yet it was on such a day, August 24, 1963, that one of the 
most important messages in the Vietnam war was drafted 
and sent by the United States government. It identified Nhu 
as the devil behind the pagoda raids and outlined the steps 
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to be taken by the United States embassy in Saigon to make 
clear that the Special Forces under him and not the South 
Vietnamese Army had been responsible. Then it went on to 
state that the United States 


cannot tolerate a situation in which power lies in Nhu’s hands. 
Diem must be given chance to rid himself of Nhu and his cote- 
rie and replace them with the best military and political person- 
alities available ... but if he remains obdurate, then we are pre- 
pared to accept the obvious implication that we can no longer 
support Diem. You may also tell appropriate military com- 
manders we will give them direct support in any interim period 
of breakdown in central government mechanism ... Ambassador 
and country team should urgently examine all possible alter- 
native leadership and make detailed plans as to how we 
might bring about Diem’s replacement if this should become 
necessary. 


That evening, I was alerted that a most important cable 
had gone to Saigon from the State Department. Knowing of 
McCone’s strong feeling that he be kept intimately advised 
on all major developments, I went to the CIA Operations 
Center to read it, and immediately saw its significance. I 
talked on the telephone with some of the working-level ex- 
perts on Vietnam in other departments and learned from 
them that the message had been drafted by Harriman and 
Hilsman in the State Department, but that it had been 
“cleared with Hyannis Port,” where President Kennedy was 
spending the weekend. I later heard that Helms, who was 
the Agency’s duty officer that day, had seen the message and 
cleared it, regarding it as a policy rather than an intelligence 
matter, in which the Agency thus had no formal role. But 
when other senior figures learned what the message had 
said, McGeorge Bundy arranged that I fly on Sunday out to 
California to brief McCone on it at his home in San Marino, 
where he was taking a brief vacation. 

My concern was well founded. John Richardson reported 
that Lodge had taken State’s message as a direct order to 
prepare for a coup against Diem and had directed the CIA 
Saigon station to canvass its contacts and develop a plan for 
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one. And the station did so, following my instructions that it 
had to take its policy orders from the Ambassador, whether 
it agreed with them or not. Among the CIA officers involved 
was my old Jedburgh friend, Lucien Conein, and he and a 
number of other officers made the rounds of their contacts in 
the South Vietnamese military. But a policy swing as radical 
as this one, from American support of Diem to an attempt to 
overthrow him, required time to translate into an actual con- 
spiracy, especially against a regime accustomed to mistrust 
the loyalty of its subordinates. We weren’t especially suc- 
cessful and were by no means helped when the Voice of 
America on Monday, mixing up its instructions from State, 
supplemented its story about the innocence of the Vietnam- 
ese Army in the pagoda attacks with the remark that “‘the 
U.S. may sharply reduce its aid to Vietnam unless President 
Diem gets rid of secret-police officials responsible for the 
attacks.” 

Vietnamese both in and out of government immediately 
realized that a threat of this sort could only mean that the 
Americans were moving to a showdown with Diem and, 
though the furor this caused subsided somewhat when 
Voice of America later broadcast that no aid-cut decision had 
been made, the idea had been planted, and it put Diem on 
his guard. The station’s frantic efforts to make contacts with 
the Vietnamese military likely to carry out a coup also came 
to the Palace’s attention, while at the same time the Viet- 
namese military became nervously cautious in dealing with 
Americans on a subject so fraught with danger to them- 
selves. So by the end of the week, Richardson sent me a 
cable saving, “This coup is finished,” and we braced for the 
aftermath, which soon came. 

Nguyen Khanh, one of the key generals in the plot, sus- 
pected that his position had been compromised by the CIA 
officer who had approached him and said he would speak 
only through a MACV friend. Nhu began asserting in Viet- 
namese circles that he was in close touch with CIA and that 
it had kept him advised of the loyalty of the various gen- 
erals. And then a few days later Nhu turned full circle and 
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launched a massive newspaper attack against CIA, charging 
that the Agency was plotting against the regime in collabora- 
tion with the Communists. Diem and Nhu had obviously 
drawn their wagons up against the outside world, especially 
against the Americans who, they realized, had turned 
against them. 

The tension grew. Lodge attended a Vietnamese cere- 
mony, where he commented that Diem’s penchant to dress 
in the ancient costume of a Vietnamese mandarin showed 
how far Diem had drifted from reality into some medieval 
fantasy. Shortly after, Richardson was “reassigned” from 
Saigon at Lodge’s request to demonstrate to the Ngo broth- 
ers that they no longer had a sympathetic channel through 
which to communicate directly with the American govern- 
ment and bypass the United States embassy. And although 
CIA made its regular September support payment to the 
Special Forces, the next installment was held up, CIA’s flex- 
ibility allowing these payments to be turned on and off as a 
means of exerting further pressure on Diem and Nhu. 

And then, in late September, when McNamara led yet an- 
other fact-finding mission to Vietnam, on which I accom- 
panied him as the CIA representative, Lodge directed me to 
have no contact whatsoever with the Palace in order to un- 
derscore to Diem and Nhu that their erstwhile special CIA 
channel to Washington was no longer open to them. As a 
result, I traveled clear across the Pacific to wind up discuss- 
ing the situation only with our station officers, as I refused 
to talk to other Vietnamese if I could not be in touch with 
my former principal connections. I objected to this situation 
and appended a footnote to McNamara’s recommendation 
that Lodge be the only contact with the brothers and that he 
maintain a posture of aloof correctness with them. For I 
believed that a private CIA channel offered the best way 
to carry out the President’s policy of “pressure and 
persuasion.” And when almost all communication with the 
Palace stopped, I wrote a memorandum to McCone, sug- 
gesting that a “negotiation with Nhu” be undertaken “unof- 
ficially” by the CIA to try to convince him that it was essen- 
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tial that he withdraw from the scene (and from Vietnam) in 
order to permit a resolution of the total impasse the Ameri- 
cans and Diem had reached, offering to undertake such ne- 
gotiation myself. McCone passed out copies of my memo at 
a policy meeting in the White House basement, where it 
was read without a comment. But it was clearly out of tune 
with the Administration’s temper. Pressure not persuasion 
had become the main theme of Washington’s policy. 

And the pressure increased. Following up the suspension 
of CIA support to the Special Forces, a more drastic step 
was taken and publicized: that of cutting off the monthly 
AID payments used to finance commercial imports to South 
Vietnam. Then, President Kennedy stated in a TV interview 
that he thought the Vietnamese government needed 
changes in policies and “perhaps” in personnel as well, 
since it had “gotten out of touch with the people.” Ambassa- 
dor Lodge remained the only person authorized to conduct 
negotiation on such policy and personnel changes, and he 
insisted that Diem approach him first. 

In the midst of all this, I discovered how CIA and Des 
FitzGerald, at about the same time, probably got into the 
revolting (and, I might add, feckless) business of trying to 
assassinate Fidel Castro. For in a serious discussion with 
two high-ranking, non-CIA American officials with whom I 
often discussed CIA activities for policy approval, I was told 
quite directly, in a tone somewhere between sarcastic and 
cynical, that if the United States had a really proper intelli- 
gence service we would not be going through so much ag- 
ony trying to decide how to deal with Nhu. 

The implication was clear: these officials were suggesting 
that Nhu should have been disposed of by the CIA long be- 
fore this. I turned off the conversation without a reply, and 
took no step to follow up the suggestion. But I can under- 
stand how someone else might have taken this as a nonattri- 
butable, deliberately ambiguous policy guidance. As I 
would report in agonizing detail to the Congress years later, 
some people in CIA took similar expressions of official hos- 
tility to a foreign leader as a suggestion, consent or even 
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authority, to mount operations aimed at assassinating Castro. 
As Henry IV’s cry, “Who will rid me of this meddlesome 
priest?” led to Thomas a Becket’s death in Canterbury Ca- 
thedral, so the ambiguity with which covert policy vis-a-vis 
Castro was stated in this period led to vigorous efforts to 
achieve what the policymakers were thought to have meant, 
however they may have actually phrased their statements. 
And, of course, in the macho atmosphere of secret opera- 
tions, a substratum of the violently inclined will always tend 
to discount normal moral restraints or exceed their original 
instructions in the heat of action, and any encouragement 
from above can launch them into horrendous behavior, and 
once launched, they are difficult to recall or control. In fact 
the later investigations disclosed that the word assassina- 
tion itself did appear in some official papers of the period, 
even though John McCone objected to it and apparently was 
not aware of what was being done with respect to Castro. 

My two interlocutors did not follow up their suggestion 
when I turned them off, and perhaps they were only indulg- 
ing in some oral bravado. But McCone did react forcefully to 
a suggestion by General Big Minh around this time that as- 
sassination of Diem’s brothers, Nhu and Can, might be one 
way to conduct a coup. At McCone’s direction I cabled the 
Saigon station to abstain from stimulating, approving or sup- 
porting any such action or in any way condoning it and 
thereby engaging our responsibility for it. 

To all this “pressure” Diem and Nhu reacted negatively; 
it succeeded in getting them to dig in their heels only that 
much more. Madame Nhu came to the United States and 
appeared on a number of TV talk shows, where she made 
successively more outrageous remarks and evoked even 
greater American hostility toward the Diem regime. Mean- 
while, rumors of every sort circulated in Saigon, from the 
allegation that Nhu was in contact with Hanoi, trying to ar- 
range a settlement with the Communists behind the Ameri- 
cans’ backs, to the story that the South Vietnamese military 
had been encouraged sufficiently by the Americans’ open 
hostility toward Diem and were getting ready to try another 
coup. 
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On November 1, Admiral Harry Felt visited Saigon and 
made a ritual call on Diem, with Lodge accompanying him. 
At the end of the meeting, Diem asked for a private word 
with Lodge and made what turned out to be a final plea for 
understanding from the Americans. He conceded that he 
had perhaps been too inflexible and that he was ready to try 
to accommodate the Americans by making reforms. But 
there was one thing he couldn’t do: get rid of Nhu. And he 
asked that Lodge consult with Lansdale and Colby about 
how much he needed his brothers counsel, as we both 
knew him. But the cable with this information was sent at 
routine speed, and by the time it reached Washington, it 
was too late. 

Because as soon as Felt left Saigon, the South Vietnamese 
generals assembled at their General Staff headquarters, and 
the coup began. They called in my old friend Lou Conein to 
sit with them and pass news of the developments step by 
step to the CIA Saigon station, and from there on to Lodge 
and Washington. Lou was allowed there, because Lodge 
had vouched for his bona fides directly to one of the gen- 
erals. The story of the coup is well known and need not be 
repeated here. It is plain, however, that the American deci- 
sions with respect to it were made by the White House, not 
by the CIA. My instructions to the station were that it work 
totally under the direction of Lodge, and they were followed 
to the letter, as both Lodge and the White House later con- 
firmed. Since then it has also become quite clear that the 
murders of Diem and Nhu were ordered by General Duong 
Van (Big) Minh, confirming my long-standing doubts about 
him. And we now know that the equally peremptory execu- 
tion of Colonel Le Quang Tung, the mild and unlikely chief 
of the Special Forces, who was totally loyal to Diem, was 
ordered with the approval of all the generals and can only 
really be explained by their bureaucratic jealousy of his in- 
dependence from their command. 

The news of the coup arrived in Washington at about 2 
A.M., November 1, and the CIA duty officer at Langley 
phoned me at home to come in and read the traffic. I was not 
surprised; the pressure had risen so high in the previous 
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weeks that some action was certainly to be expected, and we 
had received several indications that the generals were 
moving in this direction. President Kennedy had held a Na- 
tional Security Council meeting on October 29 to review the 
situation. And the by-then much-hashed-over debate was re- 
peated between the State Department view that the Diem 
regime had to go because it could not prosecute the war, 
and the Pentagon’s (and McCone’s and my) view that Diem 
was better than anyone on the horizon and that the real 
American interest was to avoid adversely affecting the war 
in the countryside by upsetting the political structure in Sai- 
gon. The President vacillated in the face of the intensity of 
argument among his closest advisers, and the only decision 
reached that day was the usual easy one to seek more infor- 
mation about what was really going on in Vietnam by send- 
ing out more cables. 

But now the die was cast; a major assault on the regime 
was underway. Later in the day, the President called an 
NSC meeting to assess the situation, and McCone had me 
do a briefing on the geography of Saigon, the disposition of 
the troops around it, and the indications we had received as 
to how many were involved in the action. I described these; 
but, on the basis of my experience with the 1960 coup at- 
tempt, I pointed out that the Presidential Guard would be 
loyal and that the key question was what the reaction of the 
units outside Saigon would be, and in particular that of an 
armored unit to the northwest of the city. In Saigon, Diem 
and Nhu looked at the situation in the same way and spent 
hours on the telephone trying to rally support from com- 
manders outside the Saigon area. When they realized they 
could not, they fled the Palace, later surrendered and were 
murdered by one of Big Minh’s aides. 

After spending most of that night in the CIA operations 
center, I went home to pick up a clean shirt before going to 
McCone’s house to brief him. Barbara had already gone to 
Mass (it was November 2, All Souls’ Day), so I dropped by 
the church and, stepping into the pew with her for a mo- 
ment, asked her also to pray for the “brothers” in Vietnam, 
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as the news was quite definite that they were dead, although 
we did not then know how. After briefing McCone, we rode 
down to the White House in his limousine, and I confessed 
to him that their deaths had hit me personally; I had known 
and respected them both, one of very few Americans who 
did, especially as far as Nhu was concerned. But there was 
little time for sentiment; I quickly had to go and brief the 
President and the NSC about how the coup had been car- 
ried out and who seemed to be in charge in Saigon. 

At the end of the meeting, McCone took me into the Oval 
Office, where he told the President that he was sending me 
immediately to Saigon to assess the situation and asked the 
President’s approval (to ensure that Lodge would accept me 
this time). Kennedy looked drawn, apparently disturbed 
over Diem’s death and anxious to find some way out of the 
morass that Vietnam now presented. He quickly agreed that 
I go, at which point I felt I had to interject a word of caution. 
While I knew all the generals involved in the coup, I also 
knew that they were well aware of my close relations with 
Nhu and Diem and they might refuse to see me because of 
that. Therefore, I said quietly, I wasn’t sure how much I 
could accomplish, but I would certainly do my best. Ken- 
nedy understood and wished me well, and I returned home 
to pack. The first available fight to Saigon wasn’t until the 
next day, so that night Barbara and I had a long-planned 
dinner with the Noltings and the Richardsons, and there we 
had perhaps the only Washington wake for the Diem regime 
and the Ngo brothers. 

On the long flight to Saigon the next day, I wondered 
about the reception I would get from the generals and from 
Lodge. But both welcomed me. Lodge accepted the Presi- 
dents endorsement of my visit and was fulsome in his 
praise of the way the CIA station had operated during the 
coup and had meticulously made clear that it was under his 
full direction. The generals looked on me as a friend of Viet- 
nam rather than just of the Diem regime and were rapidly 
convinced by a series of briefings I organized that CIA 
could help them as much as it had helped Diem and Nhu to 
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meet the challenges both in the war in the countryside and 
in the chaotic political situation in Saigon. Even Big Minh 
was friendly on the surface, despite my private qualms that 
he had neither the force nor the wisdom to lead the country 
or the other generals. I also probed elsewhere in trying to 
understand the dimensions of the new problems we now 
faced. CIA’s unilateral officers introduced me to some of 
their contacts among the opposition politicians who were 
euphoric about the end of Diem’s authoritarian regime but 
wondered how they could play a role under the generals, 
who obviously held full power now. And I even had a long 
and totally confusing discussion with one of the leading 
Buddhist bonzes, from which I concluded that either I just 
could not comprehend the philosophical context in which 
he operated or that he did not have one; there certainly 
didn’t seem to be anything that could be called logic in his 
views. 

But what I was chiefly interested in was the prospect for 
the struggle in the countryside against the Communists, 
since the fate of Saigon would be decided there. And it was 
bad. The strategic-hamlet program had fallen to pieces for a 
combination of reasons—the Palace’s preoccupation since 
June with the Buddhist crisis and its relations with the 
Americans; the Communist identification of the program as 
the main threat to their ambitions and the consequent con- 
centration of their actions against it; Nhu’s overly simple ad- 
vocacy of it everywhere and the bureaucracy ’s hurried pro- 
pitiation of him with statistics rather than with actual 
accomplishments; and now, of course, the impossibility of 
the new government continuing it, since it was so closely 
identified with the regime just overthrown. As a result, the 
Communists had scored substantial gains during the chaotic 
summer and fall, and now they put in an extra effort to capi- 
talize on the paralvsis that followed the coup and death of 
Diem, which National Liberation Front leader Nguyen Huu 
Tho termed “gifts from heaven for us.” Observing the gen- 
erals’ junta during our briefings, I decided there was little 
chance that it would stir itself sufficiently to lead a dynamic 
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program in the countryside. And on the American side, with 
due respect for Lodge’s courage and political sensitivities, I 
realized that each American agency was likely to go on 
doing its own thing with hardly any over-all control and co- 
ordination, especially since the new Vietnamese govern- 
ment had no central policy and Lodge himself showed little 
liking for the details of administrative management so 
necessary to control the American bureaucratic maze in 
Vietnam. i 

To add to my pessimism, I saw little that CIA could do to 
help. For November ı marked not only the date of the coup 
in Saigon, but the final effective date for the implementation 
of another crucial event as well: Operation Switchback, the 
application of Taylors post-Bay of Pigs recommendations 
under which CIA’s large paramilitary operations were 
turned over to the Defense Department. I had fully ac- 
cepted this operation and had worked on the bureaucratic 
details of transferring our activities to the Pentagon control, 
offering to send along a number of CIA officers familiar with 
them so that they could be run in the future without a loss of 
experience or continuity. Many of our village projects 
around the country had by this time been incorporated into 
the strategic-hamlet program. But I thought the American 
Special Forces teams could still be helpful in training and 
preparing country communities to undertake their own pro- 
tection and development, and CIA officers familiar with the 
politics of the relationships between such villages and local 
Vietnamese authorities could help the American teams 
avoid the pitfalls of political problems. But it soon became 
clear that the military wanted to do its own thing, and nei- 
ther wanted nor listened to CIA’s political ideas of how to 
fight the war. 

As for our operations against the North, I had come to the 
conclusion that they needed a major overhaul, even before 
they were slated to be turned over to the military under 
Switchback. The teams we had infiltrated in North Vietnam, 
either from the air or from the sea, had been notoriously 
unsuccessful, having been captured or disappearing from ra- 
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dio contact in a short time after their arrival (except for one 
or two which quite clearly came under enemy control). And 
my close friend and deputy, Robert J. Myers, a long-time 
Far Eastern hand (later to leave CIA and become publisher 
of The New Republic) had vigorously urged me to stop send- 
ing them as both unconscionable and ineffective. And he 
buttressed his argument by pointing out the failure of simi- 
lar operations in Korea, China and Eastern Europe in earlier 
years, saying that it was clear from that record and our own, 
that Communist control of a population was of a different 
order from the German or Japanese occupations of World 
War II and thus OSS-type operations successful then were 
of no use to us now. I agreed with Myers’ points and was in 
the process of developing a new strategy for North Vietnam, 
primarily propaganda in nature, that would aim at long-term 
impact of radio broadcasts, leaflet drops and “deception ac- 
tions” gradually building acceptance among the people and 
cadres of North Vietnam for the idea that peaceful coexis- 
tence, political collaboration, and economic development 
between North and South was a better policy than the 
North’s armed subversion and violence in the South. 

On my way back from Saigon, I stopped off in Honolulu to 
participate in a conference at the CINCPAC Command Cen- 
ter, where McNamara was holding a review of what should 
now be done in Vietnam. High on the agenda was Operation 
Switchback and the Vietnamese operations against the 
North, transferred from CIA to the military under Switch- 
back. In this conference I told McNamara that putting teams 
into the North did not and would not work. He listened to 
me with a cold look and then rejected my advice. The desire 
to put pressure onto North Vietnam prevailed, and there and 
then the United States military started the planning and ac- 
tivity that would escalate finally to full-scale air attacks. The 
CIA’s lack of success was dismissed as the result of the 
small scale of effort that a civilian agency could undertake; 
by moving to the larger scale possible for the military, Mc- 
Namara was sure, serious damage to the North’s war effort 
could be wrought. CIA was asked to continue to contribute 
to this effort in the political and propaganda fields, and sev- 
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eral officers were attached to the military program for this 
purpose. 

But on Friday, November 22, all our problems were 
pushed into the background by a greater tragedy: President 
Kennedy’s assassination in Dallas. As the news came in over 
the radio in my office in Langley, Myers and I discussed the 
enormous effect this senseless deed would have on the 
world he had so inspired with his enthusiasm and charm. I, 
of course, had no inkling then of the impact it would have 
on the CIA, forcing it to defend itself against paranoid con- 
spiracy theories that it had a role in the assassination. The 
intense investigations of later years showed that it had no 
such role, and I am satisfied from my own knowledge of CIA 
and its dedicated American officers that no such activity 
took place or was even possible. And as for the allegation 
that CIA’s actions against Castro stimulated the Cuban dic- 
tator to retaliate in this fashion, I have never seen anything 
but the most far-fetched circumstantial reasoning that could 
support such a theory. 

The fact of the matter is that the CIA could not have had a 
better friend in a President than John F. Kennedy. He 
understood the Agency and used it effectively, exploiting its 
intellectual abilities to help him analyze a complex world 
and its paramilitary and covert political talents to react to it 
in a low key. It is, of course, pointless to speculate on what 
Kennedy might have done in Vietnam had he lived. But I 
am convinced that he would, at the very least, have recog- 
nized the futility of a massive military buildup there as the 
way to fight a guerrilla war. Despite his vacillation between 
his conflicting advisers over Diem, I remain satisfied to this 
day that, given his preference for political action and his ap- 
preciation of, and fascination with, counterinsurgency, we 
would have focused sooner and more effectively on the vil- 
lage-level, people’s war had Kennedy been in the Oval Of- 
fice during those crucial years from 1964 to 1968. Whether 
we would have won or lost, we would at least not have had a 
half-million American soldiers involved, nor experienced 
the casualties they suffered and inflicted by their operations. 

Unarguably, Lyndon Johnson inherited a mess in Viet- 
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nam, and one not of his making. For he had made clear, 
albeit from his powerless Vice-Presidential post, whenever 
he could, that he believed that we would be better off with 
than without Diem. His judgment proved correct, as Big 
Minh’s junta proved weak, indecisive and incapable of gov- 
erning, demonstrating the folly of our having concentrated 
wholly on the weaknesses and evils of the Diem regime to 
the exclusion of any serious discussion on what would re- 
place it. Johnson also found the situation in Vietnam's coun- 
tryside a lot worse than had been realized. The six-month 
political crisis in Saigon had taken its toll, the Communists 
had exploited it, and Washington awoke to the fact, revealed 
in reports that CIA had surreptitiously obtained before the 
coup from Diem’s inspectors, that the strategic-hamlet pro- 
gram had ceased working. 

McCone came up with the idea of sending out a group of 
CIA’s “old Vietnam hands” to make an independent survey 
of the situation and examine the reporting system, which 
had failed to show the weaknesses in the field. They were to 
spread through the country and contact their old official, 
personal, and “unilateral” Vietnamese contacts, bypassing 
the normal reporting mechanisms direct to the facts. They 
were plucked by me from the faraway stations to which they 
had been transferred after their Saigon service—Africa, 
Latin America, Paris—and sent to do the job, much to the 
discomfort of the military and civilian apparatus then in 
Vietnam. And, I must confess, I had my own doubts that 
they could provide anything very useful beyond what the 
Saigon station was already providing. But McCone’s exer- 
cise taught me that part of the job of intelligence assessment 
is getting its results read. And this “special survey” did pro- 
vide a vehicle to do just that. 

Over the ensuing months the Vietnam issues under de- 
bate in Washington gradually changed. With Diem gone, all 
agencies agreed that as much as possible should be done to 
shore up the series of governments that followed him. And 
all agreed that the strategic-hamlet concept of building secu- 
rity at the local level should be revived and prosecuted. But 
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a new issue arose to dominate the policy councils—punish- 
ing the North severely enough to cause it to draw back from 
its support of the war in the South. And on this the division 
among Johnson’s advisers broke along different lines from 
those in Kennedy’s day over Diem. In essence, the military 
argued for bringing the war to the “real enemy” in North 
Vietnam; the civilians at State, AID and CIA insisted that 
the major focus should be in the South. Thus began many 
months of feverish activity in both Washington and Saigon, 
searching for some stability in government in South Viet- 
nam, trving to mount some consistent strategy and opera- 
tions in the countryside among all the American and Viet- 
namese agencies each pursuing its own programs there, and 
debating seemingly ad infinitum the question of bombing 
the North. 

The ensuing months were a kaleidoscope of meetings in 
Washington, round trips to Saigon and the inevitable brief- 
ings and discussions there, and a cacophony of proposals for 
wavs to strengthen the performance of the Vietnamese gov- 
ernment structure, from introducing American advisers as 
cadre in the Saigon government to warning the Vietnamese 
against any further coups. One picture remains vividly with 
me from this period: that of Defense Secretary Robert Mc- 
Namara in the conference room at MACV in Saigon, on one 
of his countless trips there, furiously taking notes with his 
left hand as earnest briefing officers poured forth an endless 
stream of statistics, statistics through which he sought to as- 
sure himself that the massive supply of logistics and forces 
was having an effect on the course of the war by sheer 
weight of numbers. There is no need here to try to recapitu- 
late all the steps taken during this period, but some of the 
major ones did bear on CIA and its role in American foreign 
policy and programs. 

On January 30, 1964, General Nguyen Khanh, whom I had 
identified as a likely successor to Diem when I left Vietnam 
in 1962, conducted a bloodless coup to displace Big Minh 
and his junta, and many Americans heaved a sigh of relief 
that the lackluster junta was gone. Khanh certainly had 
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weaknesses too, which showed up as the months went by. 
But perhaps his most difficult problems were to absorb the 
flood of varying American counsel he received, contend 
with the Buddhists, who proved almost as difficult to please 
as under Diem, and furnish Vietnamese counterparts to all 
the programs initiated by the Americans. It is not surprising 
that, faced with all this, he proved unable to dominate the 
situation, and a series of coups and coup attempts followed, 
until the Vietnamese military formed an Armed Forces 
Council under Nguyen Van Thieu and Nguyen Cao Ky to 
try to establish some stability in government in order to 
carry on the struggle against the Communists. 

This political chaos undermined every effort to build 
strength in the countryside. Such efforts also generally 
showed inconclusive results, because they were imposed 
from above by the Saigon government rather than built from 
below by local efforts. They were also constantly being dis- 
rupted by changes in the Saigon government and, conse- 
quently, in local officials. The former CIA program in the 
highland area among Montagnards suffered special setbacks, 
first when the American military, deciding it needed an “of- 
fensive guerrilla force” to operate along the wild borders of 
South Vietnam, changed the CIDG program from one of 
reinforcing settlements to one of manning border redoubts 
far from any population. Then the American Special Forces’ 
enthusiasm for their highland teams and contempt for the 
Vietnamese in command of them resulted in an abortive re- 
volt of the Montagnard tribes to secure autonomy from the 
Vietnamese government, a revolt in which they expected to 
be supported by the United States. 

Partly as a result of the frustration that experiences like 
these produced in policy circles in Washington, and partly 
as a result of the dominant role played by the large numbers 
of American military by now involved in Vietnam, attention 
turned more and more to the debate over how to bring 
greater pressure on the North, while the need to build 
strength in the South received only more and more lip ser- 
vice, but very perfunctory attention to execution in the field. 
Moreover, the weakness of the Vietnamese government 
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combined with an intense, almost macho American determi- 
nation not to lose the contest with the Communists led Lyn- 
don Johnson to concentrate policy debate and decision-mak- 
ing within American circles to the exclusion of the Vietnam- 
ese, with an equivalent tendency to look for solely American 
means by which the war could be fought. 

The high (or low) point of this process came when the 
Pentagon proposed to send an Army civil-affairs staff to Sai- 
gon and, in effect, start down the road to a military-govern- 
ment structure there, under military command, of course. 
This, fortunately, was vetoed by Taylor, who succeeded 
Lodge as ambassador in Saigon, but the attitude it reflected 
was repeated in many other situations and seemed un- 
changeable. After one of the many meetings I attended at 
the White House, I stopped McGeorge Bundy outside the 
Situation Room and told him plaintively that we must get 
our attention and our programs back to the real contest at 
the village level, and build up from there instead of end- 
lessly debating where to bomb North Vietnam and what 
new projects to impose on the overloaded Saigon govern- 
ment. He replied that I might be right in my approach, but 
that he thought the structure of the American government 
would never permit it to be applied. And his appreciation of 
the role of the Pentagon’s and the rest of Washington's jug- 
gernaut staff machinery was correct at the time. 

But the result was the Vietnam war as we now know it. In 
the autumn of 1964 our intelligence showed the first North 
Vietnamese troop units (as distinct from cadres and infiltra- 
tors) moving south down the Ho Chi Minh Trail. Hanoi had 
obviously come to the conclusion that the situation in South 
Vietnam was ripe for a final military coup de grâce. But 
there was another factor in the equation—the Texas tenacity 
of Lyndon B. Johnson, who refused to accept such an out- 
come; and in response, an American solution to the crisis 
was applied: the Rolling Thunder bombing campaign 
against the North and the dispatch of American combat 
forces to South Vietnam to provide a shield behind which an 
effort could still be made to save South Vietnam. 

CIA had little say in these events. Through Operation 
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Switchback its paramilitary work both in North and South 
Vietnam had been turned over to the military, which permit- 
ted only a minor role to be played by the few civilians left 
with it to assist in the transition. In the intelligence-gather- 
ing field, CIA’s political contacts and unilateral penetrations 
did provide some useful insights into the major political de- 
velopments on the Saigon scene, but as most of these took 
place in full public view anyway and at such a dizzying 
pace, they were almost as well reported in the press and by 
the embassy, leaving the Agency very little to add. And the 
tension of events was such that the CIA’s indirect covert 
techniques were soon enough supplanted by direct ambas- 
sadorial approaches. Whats more, the Agency's efforts to 
work with Vietnamese intelligence services to improve cov- 
erage of the Communists in the countryside were almost to- 
tally frustrated by the rapid replacement of the leadership of 
such services with every change in government, and the 
preoccupation of the new appointees with the much more 
proximate danger of yet another coup. 

Still, the good sense of the CIA officers in Vietnam, their 
greater familiarity with the country and its people, because 
of their longer tours of duty there, and their professional 
tendency to penetrate behind the fagades of the situations 
they faced, all made them valuable contributors in the 
Country Team discussions, and they provided a useful coun- 
terpoint to the optimism of the proponents of panacea pro- 
grams. And the Agency’s analysts in Washington served in a 
similar wav, their estimates on events in Vietnam being by 
far the most realistic, as shown in the Pentagon Papers, al- 
though their conclusions were in great part neither wel- 
comed nor adopted by the policymakers. 

During this period I had lots of other things to do as chief 
of our Far Eastern operations, the largest division in the 
Deputy Directorate of Plans. The war in Laos was growing 
in intensity; the pressure was on to develop professional in- 
telligence operations against mainland China; there were 
spluttering insurgencies in Thailand and the Philippines, 
where CIA was able to launch some low-key village-level 
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counterinsurgency programs. And Indonesia exploded, with 
a bid for power by the largest Communist Party in the world 
outside the curtain, which killed the leadership of the army 
with Sukarno’s tacit approval and then was decimated in re- 
prisal. CIA provided a steady flow of reports on the process 
in Indonesia, although it did not have any role in the course 
of events themselves. And all the while I was learning how 
to handle a second-level management job, directing others 
to run sensitive operations, rather than running them di- 
rectly myself, a half world away. 

For example, I quickly determined that the number of re- 
ports a station submitted to headquarters did not by any 
means indicate the value of its work. So I cribbed from my 
grade-school days to set up a grading system for the reports 
they sent in, from “A” for a valuable one that could have 
been obtained only by the most professional techniques of 
espionage, to “F” for one that should not have been sent in 
(or should have been given to the embassy in the field for its 
use, since it was only the result of a casual cocktail-party 
conversation). Then I put out a chart, showing which station 
produced quality reporting with a small staff and which sta- 
tion produced marginal results with a large staff, and so 
spurred some intense efforts in the following months in 
those stations that did not look so good in comparison with 
their fellows. Moreover, I learned how easy it was to launch 
new programs when there was truly a need for them, but 
how hard it was to reduce staffs in areas that, like Taiwan or 
Korea, had been crucial at one time but were comparatively 
quiet now and therefore had to yield personnel to higher- 
priority areas like Vietnam and Laos. 

Also, the importance of personal inspection was driven 
home to me on a trip to Japan, where I saw that an intellec- 
tual journal we supported there was crowded out on news- 
stands by many other comparable publications and thus was 
useless and even dangerous if it were revealed to be receiv- 
ing assistance from us. I also was made aware of just how 
much easier it was to produce excellent inside intelligence 
on our Asian friends than to produce such intelligence on 
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our enemies. And I once had to insist that our bugging ofa 
friendly political leader’s office be turned off as more dan- 
gerous than valuable, the danger being its possible exposure 
by our customers in Washington. And there was the plea- 
sure of helping to develop a new generation of CIA leaders, 
as when I chose an officer who had served in difficult and 
dangerous circumstances in the mountains of Laos to be my 
personal assistant so that he could learn something of the 
mysterious workings of Washington’s policy machinery. 

But perhaps the most useful lesson I learned in this, my 
first real management position, was to accept the varying life 
stvles of my subordinates. A chief of station might live a 
very flamboyant life style indeed, at least according to my 
standards, but could use it to maintain warm and close 
friendships with the leaders of the countries where he was 
assigned and thus carry out extremely valuable unilateral 
operations that would otherwise be impossible. One, for ex- 
ample, rigged himself with a microphone and tape recorder 
to report his conversation with his close drinking buddy, the 
chief of state, in precise detail. And finally and most of all, I 
learned to repect and admire the great commitment of the 
many CIA officers and their wives who served in far-off, un- 
comfortable and dangerous places not only without com- 
plaint but with enthusiasm for the work they did to help 
their country, and without recognition other than the admi- 
ration of their fellow CIA officers. 

All was not grim, of course. There were sips of rice wine 
in tribal-village ceremonies, sophisticated finger-game con- 
tests with cultured Chinese officials, late-night discussions 
of Indonesian revolutionary theory, drinks at the Selangor 
Club in the Somerset Maugham atmosphere of Kuala Lum- 
pur. My passion for travel was amply indulged with train 
trips down the Malay Peninsula, across Java and the length 
of Honshu, showing the officers who worked in the Far East 
Division, and their local friends, that the chief wanted to see 
and understand every last place they worked in. I also had a 
chance to think about the larger questions of intelligence. I 
arranged the assignment of several Washington-based ana- 
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lysts to stations in the Far East so as to bring their academic 
assessments of the meaning of the events to the very areas 
wherein those events were taking place and added their as- 
sessments to the spot and raw information being procured 
by the stations. I became aware, too, of the complex interac- 
tion needed among the various agencies involved in techni- 
cal and electronic intelligence, so that the bits and pieces of 
data they obtained could be consolidated, their significance 
could be determined, and the results could then be commu- 
nicated to the far ends of the earth, where they might be 
important to an isolated American unit totally unaware of 
how they were obtained. And once again I suggested to the 
producers of finished intelligence that they publish their 
material in a daily-newspaper format for easier absorption 
by our customers (and was again politely told that it was not 
such a good idea). 

But, of course, Vietnam was the focus of my attention dur- 
ing this period. When I arranged a rotation system for CIA 
officers there, explaining to John McCone that I wanted to 
distribute that dangerous and difficult assignment more 
fairly among the other geographic divisions of the Agency, 
he looked at me with his steely eyes and said coldly, “Mr. 
Colby, the President believes that Vietnam is the most im- 
portant task this nation faces, and wants our very best men 
assigned there. You will assign the best and most qualified 
men we have and keep them there, and I do not want to 
hear anv more talk of sharing the duty with less qualified 
ones.” Not long after, the importance and danger of the as- 
signment was driven home when a huge terrorist bomb ex- 
ploded against the embassy in Saigon and I met the evacua- 
tion planes, aboard which were the CIA men and women 
blinded and cut around the face (and assured them that they 
would return to meaningful jobs in CIA), and received the 
parents of twenty-one-year-old secretary Barbara Robbins, 
who was killed in the blast. 

In Vietnam, the station worked hard to improve intelli- 
gence on the enemy in the countryside, giving priority to 
the Viet Cong political apparatus rather than the Communist 
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military units, which the American and Vietnamese army 
commands concentrated on. We coined the word infrastruc- 
ture to describe the secret Communist political network in 
South Vietnam and its “political order of battle’ —the pro- 
vincial committees and subcommittees, the organizers and 
activists and the local guerrilla and terrorist squads who 
acted as the “enforcers” of the Communist authority in the 
local communities, executing village chiefs, conscripting 
young men for training and assignment to main force units, 
mining roads, and dropping grenades in the morning mar- 
kets to demonstrate their power and the inability of the gov- 
ernment to protect the people. With this phrase to identify 
its target, the station began to work to get the various Ameri- 
can and Vietnamese intelligence agencies, civilian and mili- 
tary, to cooperate and exchange information about this 
“command and control structure” of the people's war en- 
emy. CIA sponsored and built a national interrogation cen- 
ter in Saigon under the auspices of the Vietnamese Central 
Intelligence Organization to conduct proper and profes- 
sional interrogations of Communist captives and defectors, 
and trained Vietnamese in the right techniques to use in it. 

This training certainly did not include torture, which is 
morally impermissible and produces bad intelligence—the 
subject either confessing what he thinks the torturer wants 
to hear or deciding to hold more firmly to his information, 
since he anticipates death in any case, as many French resis- 
tance members did under Gestapo torture. There were cer- 
tainly cases of torture in Vietnam, both by Vietnamese and 
by Americans, but just as certainly CIA used its influence 
and its training to stop it. CIA training instead covered the 
lessons of successful POW interrogation by the military and 
the similar techniques developed by advanced police and 
intelligence services. Primarily, these stress the value of 
cross-checking a prisoner’s story with other known facts and 
gradually convincing him that the interrogator already 
knows the basic story, and is merely filling in the details. 
Combining this with the “good guy-bad guy” alternate team 
challenging and sympathizing with the subject can often 
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lead to the first confidences, which then can be built upon to 
produce more, and certainly produces more accurate infor- 
mation than torture ever can.* 

To carry on the same program in the provinces, where the 
infrastructure operated, a chain of provincial interrogation 
centers was set up. The military intelligence agencies, 
meanwhile, set up a program to translate, analyze and index 
captured enemy documents in a systematic way. The circu- 
lation of the results of these programs gradually built up an 
awareness of the role of the infrastructure in the war and led 
to CIA’s insistence that any assessment of the “enemy” be 
expanded from the military units, with which the Pentagon 
was primarily concerned, to include these important “‘civil- 
ian’ components, however amorphous their numerical 
count and their irregularity might be, compared with the 
more rigid structures looked for by military order-of-battle 
specialists. 

As the situation in Vietnam deteriorated, the CIA station 
kept a sharp eye out for activities that might shore up the 
government's position in the provinces. And it soon gained 
permission to reenter the paramilitary field. For the demise 
of strategic hamlets and the metamorphosis of the CIDG to 
an “offensive guerrilla force,’ the lack of success in the 
large-scale “pacification” projects imposed by the Saigon 
bureaucracy onto regional military and administrative offi- 
cials, and the steady growth of Communist power made any 
activity that promised to stem the tide welcome to Washing- 
ton policymakers. What CIA’s politically sensitive officers 
were on the lookout for was a program that had local roots 
rather than one that had to be imposed by Saigon fiat, a pro- 
gram that could be expanded through CIA’s flexible, direct 


* An interesting indication of CJA’s position on this subject can be seen in Philip 
Agee’s book, Inside the Company: CIA Diary, where Agee, no friend of CIA today, 
recounts that he had recommended that a Latin American intelligence official be 
trained by CJA in Washington so that “the police will be able to recruit agents and 
pay for information instead of having to resort to torture.” (p. 446) The total ab- 
sence of this subject from the reports of the intensive 1975 Congressional investi- 
gations into CJA’s past also indicates that CJA was not involved in any such activ- 
ity, since that certainly would have been brought out if it had. 
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financial and logistics channels and in a few private chats 
with senior Vietnamese officials rather than through heavily 
documented intergovernmental negotiations. And I pressed 
my fundamental belief in the importance of fighting the war 
with—and I do mean with—the people in the countryside, 
activating and assisting them to participate in the struggle 
instead of leaving them to try to avoid harm by yielding to 
whatever force was closest. 

So when Peer De Silva, the station chief I had named to 
replace John Richardson, returned from a trip up the coast to 
Binh Dinh province and reported his discovery of an inter- 
esting project near Qui Nhon run by the local authorities, I 
included it in my next visit out to Vietnam. The project was 
the brainchild of a local Vietnamese officer named Nguyen 
Be and it consisted of a team of local young men, armed for 
their self protection, but engaged primarily in mobilizing 
the village population for self-defense against Communist 
forces and in a cooperative venture to refrigerate their fish 
catch so that it could be sent to distant and lucrative mar- 
kets. The concept, of course, bore a striking resemblance to 
the “People’s Force” project organized by Diem’s brother 
Can in the same central Vietnam area, which CIA supported 
in 1962 and 1963, but I certainly made no reference to that 
fact and immediately began to plan how CIA could help 
Nguyen Be. We talked of the need for a better supply of 
weapons than Be had managed to scrounge up, of the impor- 
tance of radios to call for help if the Communists attacked in 
force, of the ways existing Vietnamese and American pro- 
grams could be used to back up the effort, and of the need 
for a training center and wages for the personnel if the proj- 
ect were to grow. De Silva had already sold the idea to the 
Ambassador, and I had little trouble slipping what seemed 
only a modest local venture in among the long list of proj- 
ects and programs that Washington reviewed and approved 
every day. Since it needed a name to fit the American pro- 
graming machinery, we called it “People’s Action Teams,” 
which I hoped would be more lasting than the 1962 “Citi- 
zens Irregular Defense Groups.” 
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The station arranged for some Vietnamese officials in 
other provinces to go to Binh Dinh to see Nguyen Be’s 
teams in action and to decide whether that sort of thing 
could help in their areas. A national training center was set 
up at the beach resort of Vung Tau, where thousands of re- 
cruits, flown there by Air America, were taught that their 
role was primarily political, that their weapons were only for 
their own self-defense and that their success would be mea- 
sured by the reaction of the villagers, not by shooting the 
enemy. We took a step of symbolic significance when we 
rejected the idea of a uniform of any sort for the teams. But 
CIA got into the clothing business anyway by supplying 
each team member two pair of the traditional Vietnamese 
black pajamas, to demonstrate that he worked with the vil- 
lagers, not for the Saigon government. The program was so 
successful that the Vietnamese government, now headed by 
Prime Minister Nguyen Cao Ky, adopted “revolutionary de- 
velopment” as its slogan and the name of the teams was 
changed to “Revolutionary Development Teams,” to show 
that they were carrying out the governments policies. 
Whats more, a Ministry of Revolutionary Development was 
added to the Vietnamese government to be CIA’s counter- 
part in the management of the program, which grew to num- 
ber some 40,000 cadre men. When the government sus- 
pected the chief of the Vung Tau training center of trying to 
build a political party with this cadre, he was removed and 
Nguyen Be was named as his replacement to work under 
the minister's direct control. CIA’s direct financial and logis- 
tics support continued, and the ministry tried to bring the 
other government programs in the countryside into a coordi- 
nated effort with the teams. 

But, as in the 1962 period, CIA was not wedded to any 
particular approach; it supported other local projects that 
sprang from local initiatives. For example, in the Delta, an 
imaginative provincial chief started a program of sending 
teams to the area’s villages to interview the inhabitants 
about their grievances and used the information to correct 
local abuses and failings. Once the villagers were convinced 
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that the process produced results, the teams proceeded to 
the next stage and asked about local Communist activities 
and identities to help the province’s intelligence service to 
combat the Viet Cong infrastructure. This program too 
spread gradually to other areas, thanks to CIA’s support. 
And in some provinces aggressive provincial chiefs supple- 
mented their regular police and territorial forces with spe- 
cial counter-terror units to develop direct sources on the 
Communist infrastructure and to mount carefully targeted 
operations based on the intelligence they gathered. Here 
too CIA provided direct support at the provincial level. But 
in this case it suffered from the secrecy of its machinery. For 
an aura of mystery quickly surrounded these units, which 
operated outside the normal bureaucratic machinery and 
were subject only to provincial chiefs rather than national 
control, and outsiders, including the American press, saw in 
their name, Counter-Terror teams, something sinister and 
tended to put the stress on the latter word rather than the 
former. 

Even when the name was changed to the more accurate 
“Provincial Reconnaissance Units,” cases of abuses commit- 
ted by them in the heat of bloody contests in the provinces, 
when government officers there were fighting for their lives, 
produced a belief that CIA was cynically fighting atrocities 
with atrocities. CIA’s insistence on discipline and its con- 
stant urgings that prisoners be captured whenever possible 
as valuable sources of information all took place in secret, so 
little was done to counter this belief. The PRU’s ability 
in providing intelligence and hitting the infrastructure 
nonetheless evoked enthusiastic support from Vietnamese 
and American officials close to the battle in the provinces 
and accustomed to rough behavior on both sides of the 
struggles there. I regret now not having been more insistent 
than I was at the time that CIA get these units quickly under 
better control, but this is a sentiment that I suspect should 
be shared by the American agencies that supported the Viet- 
namese military and police as well, and perhaps by the So- 
viet and Chinese governments on their side too. 
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CJA was not alone in its enthusiasm for work in the vil- 
lages. While the effort had taken a back seat during the pe- 
riod of political chaos in Saigon and the initial military com- 
mitment of United States forces both in South Vietnam and 
against the North, the number of advocates of it gradually 
grew during 1965. The United States Marines soon realized 
that the danger from Communist guerrillas in the villages 
around Danang was as great as that from main-force units in 
the hills, and they developed a program of “combined ac- 
tion platoons,” which integrated a few Marines into local 
Vietnamese territorial-force units to patrol the village areas 
and fight the Communist guerrilla squads there. The police 
program of AID, with the support of the remnants of the 
British Advisory Mission, manfully tried to build a police 
field force on the Malaysian model, despite the lack of sym- 
pathy the idea evoked in military circles, both American and 
Vietnamese. 

When Lodge returned for his second tour as ambassador 
in August 1965, he became a passionate advocate of pacifica- 
tion—analogizing the CJA-supported Peoples Action Teams 
to American “precinct workers’—and brought Lansdale 
along as his pacification adviser with a team of like-minded 
former CIA officers and others of similar bent and back- 
ground. And MACV, the military command, joined the 
chorus with a new staff section called the Revolutionary De- 
velopment Support Staff to focus on improving the military 
aspects of the effort in the countryside. But the most impor- 
tant enthusiasm came from the highest level—from Presi- 
dent Johnson himself. To balance the huge American mili- 
tary operations underway on the ground and in the air, he 
demanded results in what he called the “other war,” the one 
to improve the lot of the people of Vietnam. 

As can be seen from this listing of activity, most of it fre- 
netic albeit totally dedicated, the opportunities for cross 
purposes, bureaucratic jealousies, and charges of empire- 
building were almost infinite. While no-nonsense Maxwell 
Taylor was ambassador, he kept the agencies under a tight 
rein. But Lodge’s disinclination to become a manager, pre- 
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ferring to be just an observer and policy adviser to the Presi- 
dent, allowed almost total confusion to reign, to the extent 
that the agencies themselves began to call for some coordi- 
nation of their efforts through some central authority. 

In January 1966, a conference of second-level officers of 
all the agencies involved in the “other war,” both from the 
Saigon mission and in Washington, took place at a CIA facil- 
ity near Washington to discuss what might be done. The 
over-all recommendation called for better organization both 
in Saigon and in Washington, although each agency's spe- 
cific recommendation carefully preserved its own chain of 
command over its personnel and operations. But the main 
point of the meeting was made, and President Johnson in a 
series of decisions in 1966 progressively forced both the 
Vietnamese and the Americans to improve their manage- 
ment of the war in the countryside. There was still a ten- 
dency to place the stress on statistical and physical 
measurements rather than on real political accomplish- 
ments, but at least there was something other than just the 
lip service with no follow-up in the field, that had character- 
ized the past two years. 

But the major change, in atmosphere, in organization, and 
in priority came from Robert W. Komer. Quick and intelli- 
gent, he had served as a CIA analyst writing national esti- 
mates on the Middle East, where he had done so well that 
he had been hired away to become the Middle East expert 
on the National Security Council staff in the White House. 
At one point he had been charged with responsibility for the 
negotiation that Ambassador Ellsworth Bunker conducted 
between the Indonesians and the Dutch over West Irian, 
and I first met him when I briefed him on what the CIA 
station in Djakarta might contribute in the way of intelli- 
gence to help the process along. But he burst onto my life 
with full force in March 1966, when Johnson assigned him 
as a special Presidential assistant to energize the “other 
war’ in Vietnam. He demanded to know all about CIA’s 
programs, ideas and possibilities, and he made it clear that 
he had the President’s full authority to do so whether it fit- 
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ted CIA’s professional procedures or not. I soon experi- 
enced all the negative adjectives that have been applied to 
him—brash, abrasive, statistics-crazy and aggressively opti- 
mistic—but I also thought he was about the best thing that 
had happened in the Vietnam war to date. He understood 
the importance of the war at the village level, he looked at 
the problem from the level of the White House totally above 
parochial agency interests and he was fearless and tireless 
in browbeating the bureaucracy, military and civilian, to 
do what was needed. And occasionally he frustrated me by 
contesting CIJA’s belief that it could win the war alone in 
its own secret ways, which even I then had to admit was 
fantasy. 

During the next few months Komer lectured and prodded 
the Vietnam experts in Washington on the need for more 
precise programs and accomplishments in the field, with 
measurable goals and standards instead of broad philosophi- 
cal theories about the nature of the war. How many People’s 
Action Teams would be deployed by the next season, how 
many teachers would be trained by the Ministry of Educa- 
tion and sent to the provinces, how many tin roofs would be 
distributed to refugees huddled in slums and camps—the 
questions came apace, and the answers became commit- 
ments to accomplish, or to apportion blame for failure. But 
more important, he ramrodded the various almost-sovereign 
independent Washington agencies into accepting an over-all 
central “pacification” strategy. In particular, Komer identi- 
fied the fundamental problem—the relationship between 
the military and civilian components of the war—and pro- 
duced a solution. 

Cutting through the many years of debate—and antago- 
nism—over whether the war was more military or more po- 
litical in nature, he recognized both the predominance of 
the American military machine and the fundamental politi- 
cal character of the war. This contradiction he resolved by 
saying the pacification program should be under over-all 
American military authority but civilian in direction. In this 
way, he satisfied the military insistence on unity of com- 
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mand but at the same time reassured the civilians that paci- 
fication would not be subordinated to the military focus on 
searching out and destroying the military enemy, as had 
happened to the CIDG’s and other initiatives. He therefore 
conceived a complex organizational scheme that recognized 
the primacy of the new American ambassador to Vietnam, 
Ellsworth Bunker, honored the principle of unity of com- 
mand by putting the pacification program under the full au- 
thority of the military commander General William C. West- 
moreland, but underscored the need for political direction 
of the war in the villages by inventing the position of Civil- 
ian Deputy for Pacification for that commander. Because 
those involved had come to recognize the importance of this 
dimension of the war and the need for a central organization 
to run it, and because of Lyndon Johnson’s insistence that 
they subordinate their agency interests to a broader Ameri- 
can responsibility to contribute to it in any way they could, 
the agencies adjusted to the fact that the new jerry-built ma- 
chinery would take over the detailed management of the 
programs they had so jealously guarded until that point. And 
if Komer found any recalcitrance he quickly overrode it by a 
threat to bring it to Johnson’s attention. 

The President rewarded Komer for putting this strategy 
together in Washington by sending him to Vietnam in May 
1967 to make the new structure work there on the ground. 
And his friends and critics alike watched with fascination 
when he insisted that his position as Deputy to Westmore- 
land with ambassadorial rank entitled him to four stars on 
his limousine as well as a seat at the highest policy councils 
of the military command and the ambassador's weekly pol- 
icy sessions. But these externals were only a vehicle for him 
by which to insist on the essentials of the program to fight 
the war in the villages. And he accomplished what several 
years of debate had not done, when he obtained authority 
over American military support to the Vietnamese territorial 
forces, had them armed with American M-16 rifles to con- 
vince them that they could stand up to the Communist AK- 
47s after several years of inferiority complex, and he inte- 


Coup and Chaos in Saigon / 239 


grated, rather than coordinated, the military and the civilian 
contribution to the war in the villages. Since everything in 
Vietnam had to have an acronym he named the new hybrid 
CORDS, taking its first part from the most recent effort to 
consolidate the civilian programs in an Office of Civil Oper- 
ations, and the last from the Revolutionary Development 
Support Staff, which Westmoreland had set up in the MACV 
military headquarters. 

He made CIA join the team too. Despite the problems this 
created for the Agency’s secret internal procedures, the Rev- 
olutionary Development cadre and similar programs were 
transferred to Komer’s direction, with the CIA officers who 
supported it included. He did, however, recognize CIJA’s 
need for secrecy in its unilateral operations and its efforts to 
build better intelligence on the infrastructure in cooperation 
with the Vietnamese Special Branch of the police. In the 
latter field CIA had already been working to improve the 
collaboration among all the Vietnamese and American intel- 
ligence agencies, which was right along the lines Komer 
was trying to push in other sectors of the battle, so Komer s 
force was welcome. 

By the fall of 1967, then, it looked as though McGeorge 
Bundy might have been wrong after all, that the structure of 
the American government could be adjusted to meet the 
need to fight a people’s war rather than insisting that war is 
a matter for soldiers and generals only. And although most 
of the new activity had so far taken place only in Washing- 
ton conference rooms and offices, and the work in the field 
in Vietnam was still largely one of plans and preparations, a 
sense of momentum grew and replaced the earlier frustra- 
tions over the gap between high policy proclamation about 
the war in the villages and the absence of visible action to 
carry them out. As the Pentagon Papers concluded its ac- 
count of the formation of CORDS, “the Mission was better 
run and better organized than it ever had been before, and 
this fact may in time lead to a more efficient and successful 
effort? (Vol. II, p. 622), I was convinced that it would, that 
finally the United States would be fighting the right war in 
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Vietnam, at the village level, and that it would be successful 
if it carried out the long-term strategy that had so long been 
absent but now finally had begun. 

So, when Dick Helms in late 1967 suggested a new job for 
me, I did not demur. I had been chief of the Far East Divi- 
sion for almost five years and heavily involved in Vietnam 
for eight, and my ideal time frame for holding the same job 
had come to an end. While Vietnam had had its disappoint- 
ments and, in my view, disastrous mistakes, I thought we 
were at last on the right road thanks in great part to Komer, 
and that my earlier lonely campaign for attention to the right 
way to fight the war had now been replaced by a chorus of 
voices more influential than mine, so I was not that much 
needed. In the rest of the Far East, I knew we had a first- 
class group of operations officers, who would carry on the 
Agency’s important work and probably even do better than I 
at developing the kind of professional intelligence opera- 
tions against the hard targets that we would need in 
the years ahead. So I looked forward to new problems and 
challenges. But I got them, much to my surprise, still in 
Vietnam, 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Fighting the People’s War 


eee HELMS was now the Director of Central Intelli- 
gence. John McCone had remained for a while after Ken- 
nedy’s assassination, to help provide continuity during that 
critical period. But, as I had early seen, he and Lyndon 
Johnson were not really on the same wavelength. McCone 
one time had pushed me forward at the Cabinet table to 
show the new President a photograph of a Vietnamese in- 
stallation. But it was clear that the President did not want to 
examine it in the way Kennedy would have done, and his 
only reaction was to caution me sharply to be careful not to 
spill his coffee onto his lap. McCone resigned in April 1965 
and was followed by William F. Raborn, a retired Navy vice- 
admiral, who had made his reputation organizing and man- 
aging the construction of Polaris submarines. He insisted on 
trying out some new management techniques in CIA, which 
I for one was impressed by, but he was no intellectual, and 
his bluff and simple approach evoked first snickers and then 
rumbles of rebellion from the more sophisticated Agency of- 
ficers, which spread through the Washington dinner circuit, 
and he lasted only a little more than a year in the job. Then 
Johnson named Helms, and he was sworn in at the White 
House in June 1966, before many of his proud professional 
colleagues, including me. He was the first insider to get the 
top Agency post since Dulles. 

A year before that, when he had been made Deputy Di- 
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rector under Raborn, Helms had consulted all his senior 
clandestine operational chiefs on which of them should re- 
place him as Deputy Director for Plans. When I was called 
into his office he immediately said, “Your time will come 
later,’ and so shot down the rumors in the halls that I might 
be a candidate. I urged that Des FitzGerald be chosen, but I 
cautioned Helms that he would have to maintain tight con- 
trol over him to keep him from charging off into some new 
Bay of Pigs. Helms did choose FitzGerald, who, however, 
tragically died two years later of a heart attack and was re- 
placed by the other leading candidate at the time, Thomas 
Karamessines, a careful and meticulous Greek-American 
professional, who had cut his eye teeth on New York Dis- 
trict Attorney Thomas E. Dewey’s staff investigating New 
York corruption. 

In late 1967, when Helms had been DCI for over a year, 
he called me into his office again, this time to suggest that I 
take over our Soviet and East European Division. I realized 
that Helms was thinking that my “time” was nearing and so 
he wanted to give me a chance with this job to show what I 
could do in the toughest professional intelligence area of all, 
against the “hard targets” of the closed Communist soci- 
eties, and to shuck my stereotype as strictly a political and 
paramilitary operator. 

Helms looked on the job as an important one. As a gradu- 
ate of the FI culture he had been pushing hard for truly 
professional clandestine intelligence-gathering operations 
against these “hard targets” ever since he had taken over as 
DDP. But there was another reason. A few months before, 
the magazine Ramparts had carried its blockbuster exposure 
of CIA’s political and propaganda operations in the interna- 
tional field, with detailed charts of the foundations, dummy 
sponsors and American organizations through which CIA’s 
help to international fronts like the National Students Asso- 
ciation had been funneled. The shock effect of the story, and 
in particular the impression it gave that CIA was active in 
the United States, made it clear that CIA’s political and 
propaganda role in the future would have to be much lim- 
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ited. What’s more, just about this time, the chairmen of the 
Congressional oversight committees insisted that the funds 
for CIA’s Vietnam and Laos paramilitary operations be 
shifted to the Defense budget, so that CIA’s activities in the 
paramilitary field be at least less conspicuous if not in fact 
sharply reduced. Thus, it was plain that Helms both by pref- 
erence and as a result of outside pressures like these was 
putting the Agency’s major emphasis on the FI culture and 
deemphasizing covert-action operations, and nowhere was 
FI more important than in the Soviet and Eastern European 
Division. So I accepted Helms’s offer gladly, bought a Rus- 
sian primer and started a series of briefings to learn some- 
thing of my new job even before dropping out of the Far 
East at the end of January 1968. 

As difficult as were the problems the Division faced in 
Eastern Europe, I soon discovered that it faced an almost 
greater problem in Washington. Because there were two 
schools at work in this field within the Agency, with vigor- 
ous differences between them. The division that I was to 
take over was an adherent of one school, working to develop 
sources behind the Iron Curtain, interrogate defectors from 
there, and contend with the bureaucratic problems of run- 
ning clandestine operations in conjunction with allied intel- 
ligence services, especially about Soviet military matters. 
The other school centered in the Counterintelligence Staff, 
led by my former Italian-days acquaintance James Angleton. 
Its charter covered the activities of the Soviet Union’s Komi- 
tet Gosudarstvennoy Bezopasnosti—the Committee of State 
Security, or KGB. Angleton and his staff carried on an unre- 
lenting campaign to reveal and to frustrate the KGB’s opera- 
tions against American intelligence, and against America. 
He concentrated on doing so outside the United States; the 
task at home, of course, was the job of the Federal Bureau of 
Investigation, but Angleton worked closely with it in every 
way the two agencies could help each other. 

The problem I saw before me stemmed from the fact that 
these two schools within CJA were in almost total conflict. 
The Division produced operations and intelligence, but the 
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CI staff believed that those operations and intelligence were 
controlled by the KGB, that the Russians deliberately fed us 
and manipulated information to mislead the United States in 
a massive deception program. In Angleton’s view, CIA’s 
agents and contacts behind the Iron Curtain were controlled 
by the KGB, the defectors who escaped were actually dis- 
patched by the KGB with prepared stories, and some of our 
own officers were suspect of secret KGB links or insuffi- 
ciently explained associations. I realized the extent of the 
problem when I learned that Angleton had never accepted 
the Sino-Soviet split as genuine; he believed it was a careful 
scenario set up to lead America to relax its vigilance, and he 
fiercely debated CIA’s estimators as to whether it was real 
or not, well into the 1960s. 

I was perfectly aware that the KGB was trying to frustrate 
CIA’s operations, and that we had to count on its being suc- 
cessful to some degree. After all, CIA had seen the forged 
State Department cables and other documents that the KGB 
had distributed to African leaders to convince them that the 
United States was hostile to them. American “truth squads” 
were sent out to visit those leaders and prove that the docu- 
ments were forgeries. We had also frequently unmasked 
false defectors, volunteering to spy for us as double agents, 
and turned them off. What’s more, we knew that the KGB 
followed American diplomats in Eastern Europe and 
bugged their bedrooms to discover if they were on intelli- 
gence missions. And we were painfully aware that Soviet 
agents had appeared among our allies in intelligence, from 
Kim Philby to Otto John. 

But even in the limited Division briefings that I received 
(and I agreed that I should not receive the most sensitive 
ones until I actually had the job and therefore a “need to 
know” such information), I sensed a major difficulty. Our 
concern over possible KGB penetration, it seemed to me, 
had so preoccupied us that we were devoting most of our 
time to protecting ourselves from the KGB and not enough 
to developing the new sources and operations that we 
needed to learn secret information about the Soviets and 
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their allies. Indeed, we seemed to be putting more empha- 
sis on the KGB as CIA’s adversary than on the Soviet Union 
as the United States’ adversary. Perhaps the ultimate exam- 
ple of this attitude was our rejection of Russian Colonel 
Oleg Penkovskiy’s first offer to spy for us late in 1960 in 
Moscow, because he was suspected of being a provocateur; 
our resistance was overcome only by his persistence in ap- 
proaching the British, through whom his immensely valu- 
able material was finally obtained. 

Thus, I saw this as my first major challenge in the new 
job, even before I could face the difficulties of effective in- 
telligence penetrations in Eastern Europe. A bit along the 
lines of my Vietnam experience, I realized that I would 
have to try to get attention focused on the main priority 
rather than on the subordinate ones. I would have to rally 
morale and enthusiasm for the task of collecting intelligence 
on what was happening and what would happen behind the 
Iron Curtain politically, militarily, scientifically, and techno- 
logically. I knew that I would have to pay attention to and 
respect good counterintelligence work, and cooperate with 
the CI staff responsible for it, but I wanted to consider the 
KGB as something to be evaded by CIA, not as the object of 
our operations nor as our mesmerizing nemesis. And if that 
were to bring me into conflict with Angleton, so be it, but I 
hoped I could accomplish what I was after without a direct 
confrontation. 

But before I got to the most sensitive briefings, or much 
beyond the first lessons in my Russian grammar, Vietnam 
suddenly intruded into my life again. Helms called me into 
his office one afternoon. He had just come from the regular 
“Tuesday lunch” of the principal advisers with President 
Johnson and was thoroughly disgusted. Bob Komer, he said, 
had put a fast one over on him. The President had turned to 
Helms at the lunch and out of the blue had said that Komer 
wanted that fellow Colby to go out to Vietnam to be his dep- 
uty as head of CORDS. And the President's tone had im- 
plied that Johnson expected immediate compliance. What 
upset Helms was that Komer had not approached him first, 
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that it threw all his plans for me and for the Soviet opera- 
tions up in the air, and that L.B.J. had ordered rather than 
asked that I be available, and then had immediately gone on 
to other subjects. Helms said he was sorry that this had hap- 
pened, and asked what I thought we ought to do about it. 

Stunned, I rapidly checked through the factors that af- 
fected the answer. The Soviet Division job was a great chal- 
lenge, and obviously important to the Agency and to my fu- 
ture, but I had to admit that I had few if any special 
qualifications for it. On the other hand, with my long and 
intense work on Vietnam, and my repeated advocacy of ex- 
actly the kind of thing Komer was trying to accomplish, I 
was an obvious choice for that job. I would have to go out to 
Saigon alone this time, leaving Barbara and the family at 
home, which would put a heavy burden on her. But the 
same was true for the wives of the many CIA officers I had 
drafted from the other divisions of the Agency to serve in 
Vietnam. Moreover, I would have to leave CIA in order to 
take the job, to make it clear that it was not just a cover, and 
thus step off the regular career path in the Agency, with no 
idea what might happen to me thereafter. But none of these 
pros and cons produced a simple answer to Helms’s ques- 
tion, so I asked for time overnight to discuss it with Barbara, 
who after all deserved a full voice in a decision that would 
impose a major burden on her. When we talked it out, the 
determining factor was my duty to do the best I could for 
the country, and that was to use my experience to help Ko- 
mer’s important work in Vietnam. I told Helms the next day 
that neither he nor I could go to the President and say I 
wouldn't go. So I would. Helms thanked me and told me to 
work out the administrative arrangements any way that satis- 
fied me. And he said he would certainly welcome me back 
to CIA on my return. He could not have been more consid- 
erate. 

So I left ClA—really. I took leave without pay, so my 
name would remain on the Agency roll, allowing me to 
come back some day, and I went through all the procedures 
to be hired by the Agency for International Development 
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and be assigned by it to CORDS in Saigon. This is a point 
worth underscoring in the light of misunderstandings later 
that the CORDS pacification program was some kind of 
cover for CIA. In fact, it was primarily a joint AID-military 
effort; they furnished most of the funds and people in- 
volved, supplemented by a few from the Foreign Service, 
CIA, and USIA. 

As part of my preparation for the new job, I sat in on 
AID’s program reviews when they prepared their new bud- 
get for Congress, and I witnessed them wrestle with the dif- 
ferences between the regular AID activities carried out un- 
der the direct authority of their office in Saigon and those 
that had been transferred to CORDS under Komer’s author- 
ity for which they supplied the funds, matériel and person- 
nel, but not the direction. Similarly, I visited the Pentagon 
to get to know something of its problems in keeping track of 
CORDS and its curious mix of civilian and military pro- 
grams. CORDS itself had little or no funds or people of its 
own, and was merely the reflection of whatever idea Komer 
came up with to help win the village war, for which he then 
demanded that the line agencies supply the wherewithal. 
My job would be not only to help Komer but also to help the 
various agencies meet legal and regulatory requirements 
that applied to their programs worldwide but had few if any 
provisions for the wartime atmosphere that characterized 
Vietnam. If we ran into serious trouble in this regard, how- 
ever, we knew that CORDS would have the full support of 
President Johnson, Ambassador Bunker and General West- 
moreland—enough power to awe even the bureaucracy. 

Helms and I arranged that I turn over my responsibili- 
ties for the Far East Division at the end of January, spend 
February briefing and joining AID, and go to Saigon on 
March 1. We made the schedule, despite the fact that I 
broke my ankle ice-skating on the C. & O. Canal with the 
family and shed the cast only the day before I departed. But 
something more serious occurred before my departure: the 
Tet offensive in Vietnam, which was to have a crucial im- 
pact on the course of the war there. 
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The 1968 Tet offensive has been studied, analyzed and 
debated from its very first moments. With some perspective, 
it can now be seen as an American journalist who was there 
put it: 


the attack forces—and particularly the indigenous Viet Cong, 
who did most the fighting and dying—suffered a grievous mili- 
tary setback ... Because the people of the cities did not rise up 
against the foreigners and puppets at Tet—indeed they gave lit- 
tle support to the attack forees—the Communist claim to moral 
and political authority in South Vietnam suffered a serious blow 
_.. the South Vietnamese government faltered but did not fold, 
and after the battle became more of a working institution than it 
ever had been before ... The irony of the Tet Offensive is that 
the North Vietnamese and the Viet Cong suffered a battlefield 
setback in the war zone, but still won the political victory in the 
United States. [Don Oberdorfer, Tet, pp. 329-30] 


This “irony” is at the heart of the modern intelligence 
process. It now is clear that the Tet offensive was not a 
Communist military success in Vietnam; but it is equally 
clear that it was indeed a Communist propaganda victory in 
the United States. The reason this occurred was in part be- 
cause of the posture of the American government since the 
earliest days of the military buildup in Vietnam, with its pe- 
riodic reports of “progress” and its insistence that more and 
more American military power and machinery would 
change the direction of the war. It was also, in part, due to 
the lack of understanding of the Vietnamese by the Ameri- 
cans on short tours there, unfamiliar with the language and 
applying American psychological standards. And it was a re- 
sult, too, of the impact of modern journalistic techniques on 
the American people, who were unable to distinguish 
whether the events reported were exceptional or representa- 
tive, and who found it difficult to fit careful assessments of 
quiet realities into their sensation-filled attention spans. 
Like the immolations of the Buddhist bonzes, Tet so domi- 
nated television screens and the emotions that it equally 
dominated popular decision-making, and the full reality of 
what had happened became clear only after the decisions 
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had been taken. Some would argue that the decisions were 
correct, that the dramatic events merely crystalized what 
was a long-coming change in the American people’s view of 
the war; and it is, after all, the people’s view wherein power 
rests ultimately in the democratic system of the United 
States. The problem with this argument is that such a pro- 
cess of decision-making is both delayed and costly. A proper 
intelligence system should bring the information that would 
speed up the process, and an American intelligence system 
should bring it not only in secret to government officials, but 
also in its essence to the people, who control the ultimate 
decisions. 

Nonetheless, in my view, the decision in fact was correct. 
For at long last Washington decided that United States mili- 
tary forces were not the answer to the Vietnamese war. And 
out of this decision came a series of crucial steps: Johnson’s 
withdrawal from the Presidential campaign, the beginning 
of the withdrawal of American forces in Vietnam, the change 
of focus from action by Americans to responsibility of South 
Vietnamese, and—with direct impact on me—the rise to first 
priority of the Vietnamese pacification program supported 
by CORDS. Even before I departed for Saigon, on a snowy 
March 1, I told Barbara and my friends that the first thing Td 
do in my new job would be to try to get weapons into the 
hands of the Vietnamese villagers so they could participate 
in their own defense. Tet’s effect in the United States made 
this an urgent priority, for it was clear that American assis- 
tance to Vietnam was likely to diminish as the antiwar 
movement, which had been given a large stimulus by Tet, 
grew. The race now would be between Vietnam’s ability to 
defend itself and the rising American revulsion against the 
war. If Vietnam could become strong enough to do the fight- 
ing itself, American financial and logistics assistance would 
probably continue; but if the future looked bleak, even that 
aid would be cut off. With 550,000 well-equipped American 
fighting men to be taken out of the war, the Vietnamese 
Army would be hard pressed to provide the military shield 
against the North Vietnamese forces. And the only possible 
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way it could do it was by being relieved of any responsibil- 
itv for the countryside of South Vietnam by enlisting and 
arming the South Vietnamese people in a program to elimi- 
nate the guerrilla war there. The sight of a bombing run in 
progress just off the right wing of the Pan Am plane, which 
brought me back into Saigon’s Tan Son Nhut Airport for my 
second tour in Vietnam, made dramatically clear just how 
much work that would involve. 

But the first order of business upon my arrival, both for 
me and CORDS, was dealing with the aftermath of the Tet 
offensive. The country was in a state of ravaged turmoil and 
chaos as a result of the attacks. Great portions of the major 
cities and provincial centers were bumed out and in rubble, 
hundreds of thousands of refugees were homeless, and in 
many areas transport, markets and other essential services 
had broken down. Before any of our more sophisticated proj- 
ects could be contemplated, the awful destruction had to be 
repaired and the homeless housed and fed—and it was up to 
CORDS to work with the Vietnamese to do so. 

So my first few months were given over to working for 
Komer on “Operation Recovery’ —rebuilding towns, distrib- 
uting food and materials, repairing bridges, reestablishing 
electrical systems and restarting all the other elements of 
people’s lives. Tents were shipped in for refugee camps, 
and the homeless moved into them from where they hud- 
dled in temples and public buildings in the major centers. 
Cement for houses and tin for roofs were distributed for the 
reconstruction of devastated villages. We worked with the 
volunteer relief groups, Quakers, Catholics, and the like, to 
get food to people so that they wouldn’t starve. Units of mil- 
itary engineers were seconded to aid in the repair of 
bombed-out bridges and to sweep roads for mines. Schools 
were rebuilt, marketplaces reopened, and hospitals and 
medical-aid centers repaired. And it all had to be done in an 
atmosphere of concern that the Viet Cong might strike 
again. So barbed wire was strung around the towns, road- 
blocks went up at night with defense positions, and food 
shipments were inspected for smuggled grenades and weap- 
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ons. Both to see how this program was progressing and as a 
briefing for my new duties (which included ducking mortar 
and rocket attacks), I traveled widely throughout the war- 
torn country, visiting the regional and provincial capitals, re- 
newing some old acquaintances from my previous tour and 
making new ones and meeting that band of dedicated Amer- 
icans, some from the military, others from the various civil- 
ian agencies, whom Komer had gotten assigned to CORDS. 
There were some 800 civilians by then, a number that 
would rise to about 1,200 in the next three years, and about 
3,000 military, which would increase to over 6,000 in that 
same period. About 600 were stationed in Saigon, 150 were 
assigned to each of the four corps into which the country 
was divided, about 1,000 to the forty-four provinces, and an- 
other 1,500 in the 240-odd districts, working in the villages 
and hamlets. And among them surely one of the most im- 
pressive and dedicated was John Paul Vann. 

Vann had originally come to Vietnam in the early 1960s as 
a military adviser to the South Vietnamese Army. His high 
personal standards and his assertive personality had made 
him openly critical of the Diem regime, the Vietnamese 
Army’s performance, and the optimistic statements of his 
own superiors, and he became one of the key sources for 
American journalists questioning the effectiveness of United 
States support of Diem. After his public criticism of the 
Vietnamese Army's dismal performance at Ap Bac in Janu- 
ary 1963, he took early retirement from the U.S. Army. But 
his commitment to Vietnam and the need to fight the peo- 
ple’s war correctly was so great that he had returned in 1964 
as a field officer for AID. 

We had met once in Washington, when he had criticized 
the Revolutionary Development Cadre program as much 
less effective than CIA thought it was. And although I at the 
time had said I understood his points but nonetheless be- 
lieved it was a major step in the right direction, he rather 
feared now that I might have a grudge against him for hav- 
ing dared to challenge CIA. By the time I arrived, he was 
serving as the CORDS senior official in the Third Corps 
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around the Saigon area. He still hadn’t learned to keep his 
mouth shut; he was terribly sure of himself, always con- 
vinced that he had the right answer, and was disliked by 
those who favored bureaucratic and hierarchical values. But 
both Komer and I knew he was a man of incredible dedica- 
tion, bravery and energy, with a detailed understanding of 
the Vietnamese situation and what needed to be done. He 
relentlessly roamed the Third Corps area in his helicopter 
or motorcycle, and stayed in intimate touch with all the lev- 
els of the CORDS structure and the Vietnamese officialdom. 
On one of my first trips with him, we went at night to a 
village near Bien Hoa to see its efforts to protect itself from 
the Communists. After we toured its outposts of local young 
men standing guard, the village chief presented me with a 
sword. “Do you know what that’s made out of?” Vann asked 
me. I turned the blade over in my hand and shook my head. 
“Its made out of a Jeep spring,” Vann said. “It’s the only 
kind of weapon these people have. That’s all they have to 
fight the Communists with. But they want to fight them 
nevertheless.” The village chief then spoke up and said that 
their greatest desire was for real weapons—carbines, rifles, 
anything—so they could protect their village. 

Vann’s intelligence on me and my interests was perfect, of 
course; the visit obviously reinforced my conviction that we 
should arm the people, and it gave me a dramatic argument 
to use to do so. We agreed that the key to victory in Vietnam 
was fighting and winning the war on the village level, and 
that ultimately the most important thing that we could do 
was to develop an effective program of village self-defense. 
For the moment we both realized we had to concentrate on 
cleaning up the havoc wrought by the Tet offensive. But 
when this effort was well and successfully underway—and 
all in all nearly a million people were helped temporarily 
until they could return to their homes or be resettled in new 
locations—I turned my attention to the matter of self-de- 
fense, with Komer’s full support. 

The idea of arming the population—volunteer or chosen 
by the village elders to take a turn at night guard duty, but 
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unpaid, untrained, un-uniformed, and possibly undisci- 
plined—sounded like madness to many Vietnamese and 
Americans alike. Some believed that the weapons would 
simply be passed to or be captured by the Communists, that 
the self-defense forces wouldn't fight even if they had them. 
Others were fearful that the weapons would be used by po- 
litical opposition groups against the government, as in the 
days of the bandit and armed religious sects; and still others 
were sure that a wide and indiscriminate distribution of 
weapons would increase the incidence of internecine 
crimes. So to each of these objections I had to formulate a 
persuasive response. For example, to the fear that the Com- 
munists would get hold of the weapons, I replied that the 
Communists didn’t need our weapons since they had plenty 
of better AK-47s of their own. As for the question whether or 
not armed villagers would make an effective fighting force 
against the Communists, my answer was that wasn’t the real 
object of the exercise; it was rather to enlist the population 
in the war, give them an alternative to conscription into 
Communist guerrilla groups, help them defend their home 
communities, and provide intelligence and alerts for the ter- 
ritorial forces. On the problem that the weapons would lead 
to sect war or crime, I said that a careful and gradual oil-spot 
approach would ensure the government’s full control; and 
by limiting the weaponry to rifles and banning pistols, the 
risk that they might be used for burglary or robbery, or polit- 
ical disputes, as in the Philippines, would be lessened. But 
my most forceful argument, and the one that Komer used 
and President Nguyen Van Thieu accepted, was that the 
Vietnamese government had to rely on the active support of 
its people if it were to overcome the Communist challenge, 
and that putting weapons in their hands was the best way to 
dramatize this reliance, for it would let the villager know 
that the government trusted him enough to give him the 
power to point a gun against his enemies, not just the gov- 
ernment s. 

That I finally did get through with these arguments was 
illustrated in an exchange that I had with Tran Van Huong, 


254 / HONORABLE MEN 


then the South Vietnamese Prime Minister and a former 
teacher in the French school system. When I heard that he 
was one of the staunchest opponents of the self-defense 
scheme, I composed a letter to him in somewhat fractured 
French outlining all my arguments. A few days later I saw 
him at a ceremony, asked his reaction, and apologized for 
my French. The French, he said, was “execrable” but he 
accepted the arguments and supported Thieu’s decision to 
go ahead. 

Coincidence helped to launch the program. Komer’s pro- 
gram to modernize and re-equip the South Vietnamese Ter- 
ritorial Forces with M-16 rifles was just then in full swing. 
The Territorial Forces—known on the provincial level as 
Regional Forces and on the district level as Popular 
Forces—were a kind of National Guard, or militia, made up 
of full-time paid soldiers who were assigned to the defense 
of their home areas. One of Komer’s great accomplishments 
in his first months on the job was to arrange that the Ameri- 
can support for these Territorial Forces be transferred from 
the direct chain-of-command of the military and placed un- 
der the management and supervision of CORDS, where 
they could get better than the secondary attention the regu- 
lar military had been giving them for years. And now he had 
also managed to bull through the bureaucracy a program to 
rearm these forces with M-16 rifles and other more modern 
weaponry. What this accomplished, besides obviously mak- 
ing the Territorial Forces more potent and effective, was to 
free their old carbines and rifles for use by villagers. 

Perhaps this point needs to be underscored for the sake of 
avoiding the confusion between Territorial Forces and self- 
defense forces that often plagued the program. The Territo- 
rial Forces were full-time professional soldiers, albeit as- 
signed to the local defense of the provinces, districts and 
villages, but not to the offensive military sweeps of the regu- 
lar army. The self-defense forces, however, were the vil- 
lagers themselves, peasants or shopkeepers who served 
without pay only on occasion, such as when standing guard 
duty on the perimeter of their village at night or in the event 
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of a Communist attack. And it was to them that we now had 
the old weapons of the Territorial Forces distributed, and 
arranged that they receive rudimentary training from the lo- 
cal Territorial Forces, whom they supported and to whom 
they looked for help when needed. 

Although in the end more than 500,000 such weapons 
were ultimately distributed, they were not handed out indis- 
criminately. Rather, the strategy was that of the old oil-spot 
concept, in which a village or cluster of hamlets was se- 
lected as the nucleus of the program and from which it then 
spread slowly into the surrounding countryside to secure al- 
ways more and more territory and people—defensive in tac- 
tics, offensive in strategy. To get it going, we used the Revo- 
lutionary Development Teams that had been organized by 
the CIA and had since then been integrated into CORDS. 
These 59-man teams of full-time, paid and well-trained orga- 
nizers and fighters were sent into the selected villages to 
help organize the village government and teach the villagers 
the use of the weapons and the rudiments of self-defense, 
helping them to build guard posts, stringing barbed wire, 
demonstrating patrol techniques, and the like. At the same 
time other members of the team taught new agricultural 
techniques to improve the rice crops, helped the villagers to 
rebuild their homes or construct new irrigation ditches, re- 
established village schools and had teachers sent out from 
the province center, set up local medical-aid stations, and all 
the rest that would bring a secure and better way of life 
to an ever-increasing number of the population. Once the 
village was self-sustaining, the team would be moved to 
another village for inclusion in the oil spot and repeat the 
process. 

As Komer and I discussed the CORDS program in the 
early summer, we agreed that Operation Recovery had done 
much of its job, even despite a Communist attempt to repeat 
the Tet assault in May. The South Vietnamese had shown 
that they could survive a Communist offensive, and the 
weakness of the May attacks compared with Tet showed that 
the enemy had obviously been hurt. It was time, then, for 
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the government to take the initiative and counterattack, to 
press forward on a strategy that would produce permanent 
results rather than just an interval during which the enemy 
could prepare another offensive. And that strategy should be 
pacification—that is, organizing the countryside to partici- 
pate in a campaign for security and development, so as to 
take from the enemy any hope for a base in the population 
from which to fight the government. We also foresaw the 
possibility of a cease-fire, either from a bid by the enemy or 
from the pressure of the American public, still shaken by 
ler 

We searched around for another name than “pacification,” 
because of its connotation that the population was to be 
forced into quiescence, when the idea was precisely the op- 
posite, to activate the people in the villages. But we finally 
gave up; we could find no other simple word and we did not 
want to come up with a repetition of such artificial phrases 
as “revolutionary development.” (“Rural development” was 
a possibility, but it sounded more like a program only to 
improve agricultural production rather than the political and 
security effort that was really necessary.) In retrospect, I 
now feel, we should have chosen some single code name 
and let its meaning grow from the way the program devel- 
oped in the countryside. 

As a step toward promoting our strategy, Komer asked me 
to prepare a briefing for the September MACV Commanders 
Conference, with all the leading American military and ci- 
vilian chiefs in attendance, describing the nature of the war 
in the countryside and the enemy there. To that audience I 
set forth something different from the usual rundown of 
Communist main- and local-force battalions, logistics chains 
from Hanoi through Laos and Cambodia, and bombing tar- 
gets in the North, I outlined instead the structure and func- 
tions of the Lao Dong Party and its southern section, named 
the People’s Revolutionary Party, the National Liberation 
Front, the Provisional Government of South Vietnam, the 
Liberation Committees and National Alliance of Democratic 
Forces, which had made post-Tet appearances. I pointed out 
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that these had failed to attract much popular support, but 
they nevertheless were the phantom political skeleton that 
the Communists would use in any negotiation for a peace 
treaty or cease-fire. 

I then went on to note that this chain of political commit- 
tees, from local communities up to the national level, consti- 
tuted the true chain of authority in the enemy organization, 
the military committees and units merely constituting one of 
their responsibilities at each echelon. With this understand- 
ing of the enemy, it became easy to see that the Saigon gov- 
ernment’s principal task was to counter every aspect of the 
Communists’ efforts, particularly its political ones, and not 
concentrate only on trying to crush its main-force military 
units through “search and destroy” or B-52 bomber strikes. 

Thus, I urged the need for us to work with the Vietnam- 
ese government to revive village government in the country- 
side, to demonstrate real hope for a better economic and so- 
cial life for the people, to show that permanent security for 
the villager would be possible with his help and with re- 
inforcement from the territorial forces, while the regular 
army kept the enemy main forces away, and to identify and 
remove from the population those secret members of the en- 
emy apparatus who threatened reprisal against villagers 
leaning toward support of the government. Four “cam- 
paigns” could carry out this strategy, I suggested: a “spoil- 
ing” one in which regular military forces drove enemy main 
forces away and attacked their bases; a “preemption” cam- 
paign to move territorial forces and government presence 
into areas of enemy threat; a “pacification” campaign to 
harden important population centers and their lines of com- 
munication against enemy intrusion; and a “political” cam- 
paign to establish democratic legitimacy through elections 
from the village level on up and so generate popular support 
for the struggle against the Communist threat. I ended with 
an oral flourish, saying that these campaigns should be 
launched so as to turn the war around by the anniversary of 
the Tet offensive in February 1969. 

One member of the audience listened to me with close 
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attention and obvious understanding. He tapped his cigar 
thoughtfully and thanked me for the briefing—and then 
gave Komer his approval to go ahead and develop the pro- 
posal in depth with President Thieu. He was Creighton W. 
Abrams, who had just succeeded Westmoreland as the com- 
mander of America’s military forces in Vietnam, and conse- 
quently Komer’s boss. He was chiefly known as a tough and 
determined tanker, in World War II with Patton on that dash 
across France which liberated my maquis friends in the 
Yonne, and since in a series of assignments including the 
command of the forces sent to help open the University of 
Alabama to integrated education under Kennedy. He had 
been given over-all command in the northern Hue area of 
Vietnam during the weeks of fighting there after the Tet of- 
fensive. And he proved to be one of the most sensitive of all 
Americans in his appreciation of what pacification was all 
about, and of the importance of the Vietnamese villagers 
and people in the strategy of the war. 

With Abrams’ approval, Komer moved. In a furious few 
weeks of work we sketched out a series of programs that 
Komer convinced Thieu to adopt as an “Accelerated Pacifi- 
cation Campaign” to seize the initiative of the war in the 
countryside, and to make pacification the central strategy of 
the Saigon government. Its key feature was a set of specific, 
measurable goals, in numbers, to be issued by President 
Thieu calling for 1,000 hamlets to be brought from a con- 
tested to a relatively secure state, 200,000 weapons to be 
distributed to self-defense groups, 3,000 members of the 
Viet Cong infrastructure to be put out of action, and the like. 

The mention of statistics in connection with Vietnam au- 
tomatically raises a credibility gap, so a word on this subject 
is essential. A war is a contest, and traditionally the way to 
measure whether it is being won or lost is by the location of 
the forces involved, whether the front lines are closer to the 
enemy’s capital or to the friendly one. Political contests also 
have indicators by which to ascertain their outcome, through 
elections in democratic countries or by who is wielding au- 
thority in totalitarian ones. But in a political war, where se- 
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crecy and subversion are the central facts, these indicators 
do not work, and the only real measure of who is winning or 
losing is the attitude of the people rather than the location of 
troops. For years arguments raged as to how the war was 
going, and intense efforts were made to determine a way to 
measure the contest. For a time, McNamara’s detailed ac- 
countings of American contributions to Vietnam seemed to 
imply that their volume alone should show the trend of 
events. But this proved to have the fallacy of not showing 
the enemy's inputs into the war, which in some cases were 
the “feeling” that Des FitzGerald had stressed to a doubting 
McNamara. Then incidental aspects of the war were se- 
lected to serve as indicators, from the number of terrorist 
incidents to the ultimately repulsive “body count.” These 
met competition from more subjective assessments such as 
John McCone’s dispatch of “old Vietnam hands” and the in- 
cidents selected by journalists for inclusion in their assess- 
ments. 

In 1966, CIA was asked by McNamara to come up with 
a technique by which to measure trends in pacification, 
and it developed the Hamlet Evaluation System to do so. It 
contained certain “objective” features, such as whether or 
not a Popular Force platoon was in place, but it also relied 
heavily on “subjective” assessments, principally to try to 
measure the quality of life of the hamlet dweller—whether 
he lived in some tranquillity or was subjected to raids and 
mortar attacks, whether or not his children attended school, 
whether he could travel regularly and safely to the nearby 
market town. Its other major feature was that the measure- 
ments were made by the American adviser in the district. 
Now, obviously, the American was a foreigner, and on a 
one-year tour at that; obviously he was only a visitor to the 
hamlet itself; obviously some of the questions were inher- 
ently almost impossible to answer with the precision they 
seemed to call for; and obviously a mathematical compila- 
tion of the responses from all the hamlets suggested a false 
average instead of the wide individual variations that lay be- 
neath it. Thus, for all of these obvious reasons, the HES was 
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roundly criticized as just another attempt to apply American 
statistical techniques to a primitive society, if nota deliber- 
ate attempt to mislead the American public. 

But despite that, the HES had some remarkable elements. 
The fact that an American adviser filled out the question- 
naire meant that it was independent of Vietnamese pressure 
to come up with a favorable report to placate senior Viet- 
namese officials. The fact that the same questions had to be 
answered for each hamlet nationwide allowed comparisons 
between geographic areas on specific subjects, replacing 
the generalizations that had characterized previous as- 
sessments—the broad sweep of the provincial chief's hand 
accompanied by the comment, “that area is in quite good 
shape.” And the capabilities of the computer allowed the 
individual answers to be analyzed in an infinite variety of 
ways, over time, isolating the effects of individual programs. 

But perhaps the most impressive effect of the HES was on 
local officials, from province and district chiefs down to vil- 
lage leaders. They soon became aware that President Thieu 
was using the system to measure the situation in their areas, 
and referring to its results on his inspection trips and re- 
views, so they immediately began to examine how to con- 
tend with it. The variety of their alibis soon paid tribute to 
their imagination, the subtlety of their efforts to influence 
their American advisers spoke well of their potential as dip- 
lomats, but they soon discovered that the easiest and best 
way to affect the ratings of their hamlets was actually to do 
some of the things that the system measured—send a pla- 
toon to establish a permanent post in the vicinity or train 
and arm a small self-defense group. And so this measure- 
ment system proved to have its main value as a stimulus to 
action, more effective than orders of the day and exhorta- 
tions by senior officials. 

In the middle of the surge of activity to launch the Accel- 
erated Pacification Campaign on November 1, to give it 
three full months to show its effect by Tet, Komer received a 
message from the White House. Lyndon Johnson had by 
then taken himself out of the Presidential election cam- 
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paign, and was facing the end of his term in the White 
House. But one of the things he could still do was to thank 
the people who had worked long, hard and well for him, and 
high on the list was Bob Komer. So when the opportunity 
came to nominate a new ambassador to Turkey, L.B.J. re- 
membered that the Middle East had been Bob’s first area of 
interest, and he named him to the post. On November 6, 
I bade Komer farewell and thanked him for what he had 
done for “our” program in Vietnam—in short, making it a 
realitv—and turned away from his plane to make it work. A 
few days thereafter President Johnson gave me the personal 
rank of ambassador to ensure that I had the authority to do 
so. (One of my old CIA associates sent me a message about 
this high title for a professional intelligence officer, albeit on 
leave without pay, saying, “Not since Nell Gwynn made it 
have the rest of us girls been so impressed.” ) 

And make it work we did. President Thieu personally 
took the lead on the Vietnamese side. He set up a special 
Central Pacification and Development Council with a staff 
of its own reporting directly to the Prime Minister and work- 
ing closely with the CORDS staff in Saigon. He traveled 
regularly to the provinces and invariably took me along to 
show that the Americans were as fully committed to the pro- 
gram as he was, and General Abrams forcefully made the 
same point to the American military command chain. For 
my part, I decided that I would spend at least two nights a 
week in the provinces with a local CORDS team to talk out 
with the American advisers and the Vietnamese provincial 
officials the problems and the progress the campaign was 
having. I learned a lot more over a reasonable quantity of 
alcohol in the evening than I did through briefings and cere- 
monial visits to carefully prepared hamlets during the day, 
and I met some devoted younger officers whom I could 
bring, kicking and screaming, to the Saigon headquarters to 
expose the staffs there to some field realities—Stephen 
Young, committed to the revival of the Vietnamese village 
community; Frank Scotton, fluent in Vietnamese and direct 
in his identification and complaints about insensitive Ameri- 
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cans; and many others. The result on all sides was a feeling 
that the Vietnamese government had taken the initiative on 
a new and important campaign, and that it could work, 
through small and solid steps. 

As the three-month campaign gained momentum, we 
turned some of our attention to the next step: the full-year 
pacification-and-development program that would follow it. 
And here I had the chance to try out my idea that political 
development from the ground up was really the central part 
of winning a people’s war, and not just a supplement to the 
military and territorial-force activity. 

In 1967, as a part of the new constitutional process in 
Vietnam, elections had been scheduled throughout the 
country, but the security situation in over half the 2,224 vil- 
lages had made it impossible to hold them. It seemed to me 
that this was something on which the government now 
could put major emphasis, and demonstrate clearly to the 
rural population how its approach differed from that of the 
Communists. So, to the other elements of the pacification 
program I added a series of goals to strengthen local govern- 
ment, including holding elections in all possible villages 
and hamlets, giving authority to the village council over the 
local Popular Force unit (instead of having it report to the 
military district command), and launching a national train- 
ing program for village and hamlet leaders to be conducted 
at the CIA-supported training center at Vung Tau, where my 
old friend Nguyen Be was still director. There the students 
would be familiarized with their duties, of course. But they 
would also be assured that, as elected officials, they were 
the leaders and representatives of their communities, not 
merely the administrators of central-government programs. 
And they received more CIA-supplied black pajamas to 
symbolize their status. President Thieu made a practice of 
visiting each class to add his assurances to the same effect 
and, certainly, to capitalize on this unique opportunity to 
carry his political message to this nationwide collection of 
influential local leaders. 

But the program that perhaps had the greatest impact was 
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a simple one—giving funds to the elected village leaders to 
carry out local development programs. During a visit to a 
rural community up the coast, I had noticed a schoolhouse 
that had lost its roofing during a typhoon and heard that the 
local farmers had stripped it and used the remnants on their 
own property. When I asked them why they hadn’t repaired 
the schoolhouse so their children could go to school, they 
replied that the school belonged to the government so it was 
up to the government to repair it. To alter this attitude, 
which reflected so much of Vietnam’s history and culture, I 
initiated a village development program in which funds 
were made available directly to village governments (but 
only after elections were held), to be used as they saw fit for 
local improvement projects; the program’s regulations re- 
quired public discussion on alternative proposals and 
strictly forbade district and provincial-level officials from ex- 
ercising their usual role of approving or disapproving deci- 
sions made by village chiefs. 

The village officials, who were briefed on this in their 
training sessions at Vung Tau, were awed at the revolution- 
ary idea that they would actually make decisions about any- 
thing as important as money. And I was treated to the spec- 
tacle of an impassioned denunciation of the idea in a 
regional meeting of province chiefs, where one complained 
that the undependable local chiefs would waste the money 
on useless projects or siphon it off for their own good—to 
which the Prime Minister answered in firm and determined 
tones that the government was committed to a program to 
build democratic government in the villages, that the prov- 
ince chiefs would be required to support it and that they 
must learn to recognize the difference between the right of 
villagers to make mistakes and any cases of outright abuse, 
which the inspection system could and should catch. Some 
money was certainly wasted, and some was undoubtedly 
stolen, but the real purpose of the program—stimulating lo- 
cal leadership and responsibility—was equally certainly 
achieved. The test of perfection was certainly not met, but 
the test of the comparative appeal of the South Vietnamese 
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and the Communist approaches was, and that was the object 
of the operation. 

The preparation of an annual pacification plan, for 1969 
and each year thereafter, proved to be a vehicle by which 
the Vietnamese government’s entire program was drawn 
into one national strategy to fight the war and at the same 
time to develop the country. Since the national plan was 
supplemented by provincial and even village plans, it be- 
came a way for Thieu to stress the programs that he thought 
important, educate the bureaucracy in how to fit their sepa- 
rate activities together and ensure that all the American 
agencies worked as a team in support of the effort. The other 
CORDS projects were easily included: the resettlement or 
return to their villages of refugees; the gradual expansion of 
the zone of security of the Territorial Forces; convincing 
members of the enemy camp that the government's offer of 
amnesty was both real and safe to accept; assigning the RD 
Cadre teams more to the political tasks they were originally 
designed for, rather than having them devote so much of 
their time to defending themselves and the villages; and 
moving trained police officers from urban areas into the 
countryside to serve under village chiefs and to begin the 
process of normal law enforcement in areas that had not 
seen it in years. 

Similarly, the annual plans provided a way to bring the 
work of the regular Vietnamese ministries and the American 
agencies supporting them into the over-all strategy and pro- 
vided a means of monitoring what they actually accom- 
plished in the countryside while convincing local officials 
that these activities were what President Thieu wanted, not 
merely the paper ideas of Saigon bureaucrats. Thus, promo- 
tion of AID’s new “miracle rice” vastly increasing produc- 
tion after careful briefing in proper fertilizer and irrigation 
procedures; Thieu’s innovative land-reform program to pro- 
vide title to farmers without payment; agricultural loan 
banks and cooperatives; training and assignments of teach- 
ers; provincial hospitals and local medical services; the dis- 
semination of news through local information cadre; bene- 
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fits for veterans and their widows and orphans; separate 
status and development programs for the highland minori- 
ties (with highlander and not merely Vietnamese officials); 
and urban problems—all these were brought into a compre- 
hensive national plan and turned into specific goals at the 
local level for monitoring and inspection. Each of these had 
to be negotiated with my AID or USIA colleagues, but the 
over-all theme remained the one which Clay McManaway, 
the imaginative AID planning officer for CORDS, and I de- 
veloped and which President Thieu quickly adopted: Self- 
Defense, Self-Government, and Self-Development. It was a 
theme applicable not only to local communities but to all of 
Vietnam as a nation, and it fitted precisely into the new 
Nixon Doctrine and its application in Vietnamization. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Phoenix and ‘‘Peace’’ 


O, all the individual programs that made up CORDS, the 
one that has received the most attention and publicity is 
Phoenix, the operation to identify and root out the secret 
Communist apparatus within South Vietnam, the so-called 
Viet Cong Infrastructure, or VCI. It is the program that has 
been most closely identified with me, a fact that I have 
never chosen to contest, because I have no qualms about 
accepting responsibility for its activities. But it is also a pro- 
gram that has been equally closely identified with CIA, add- 
ing further to the reputation for secret skullduggery under 
which the Agency labors to this day. On both scores, that is 
wrong and unfair. 

It is true that the Agency did lead the effort to understand 
the role and combat the activities of the VCI. The Agency's 
work with the Special Branch of the Vietnamese Police and 
with the Vietnamese Central Intelligence Organization, for 
example, involved primarily the collecting of information 
on, and determining the details of, the VCI’s makeup, 
through penetrations, interrogations, interception of couriers 
and communications, translation of captured documents, 
analysis of propaganda writings and broadcasts, and thor- 
ough scholarly study and review. Moreover, the Agency also 
spent much effort trying to organize a series of intelligence 
centers at which similar work being done by other Vietnam- 
ese and American agencies could be exchanged, compared 
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and coordinated, while protecting each Agency’s sources 
from exposure to the others that they did not trust with such 
sensitive information. 

But like the over-all pacification effort itself, the Agency 
could not do it all, thus the American leadership, and espe- 
cially Komer, insisted that CIA participate in a larger inter- 
agency effort rather than quietly work off to the side on its 
own. So in mid-1967, Komer came up with a joint MACV- 
CIA program called ICEX (Intelligence Coordination and 
Exploitation) to work on the VCI, and in December a decree 
by the Prime Minister enlisted the Vietnamese agencies in 
the effort. Thus was Phoenix (Phung Hoang in Vietnamese) 
born. It was set aside during the Tet offensive and then by 
Operation Recovery, but when Komer and I were able to 
think about pacification strategy again, we returned to it, 
and my CIA background (and participation in the debates 
leading up to the formation of ICEX) enabled me to help 
turn the Phoenix program into a CORDS operation—with, to 
be sure, participation by CIA, as well as other intelligence, 
police and military services, but not as a CIA program. In 
July 1968, President Thieu issued a decree, which I helped 
to draft, establishing a series of Phoenix committees at the 
national, regional, provincial and even district level, to 
which all the agencies involved had to furnish representa- 
tion, and which set goals, as part of the Accelerated Pacifica- 
tion Campaign, on how many of the VCI should be cap- 
tured, induced to rally to the government under the amnesty 
program, or put out of action by military or police force. 

If for no other reason than the turmoil in Vietnam, we 
knew there was a VCI, but we could not be said to know 
very much about it. We knew that it was big—the best esti- 
mates putting it at well over 70,000—and we knew that it 
was active, since we saw the assassinations of village chiefs 
and local officials that it perpetrated, the mines it buried in 
the roads to blast the busloads of women bringing their pro- 
duce to early morning markets, the taxes and young men it 
collected from isolated hamlets, the agit-prop sessions it 
conducted in remote villages. We also knew that the strug- 
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gle against it would not be successful if we just blindly 
struck out into the countryside to ambush anyone slinking 
along the rice paddies at night in violation of curfew orders 
or held the kind of mass “screenings” of a community of the 
type I saw a frustrated American army unit hold in a mood 
between fury and futility. Since our fundamental strategy in 
pacification was to enlist the population in the war effort, 
any case of abuse or mistaken punishment, whether by vi- 
cious intent or ignorant error, could only constitute a set- 
back to our program. Action against a guilty member of the 
VCI might generate regret and sympathy among his family, 
but it would be understood and accepted as a natural aspect 
of the war and his role in it. But action against an innocent 
person would produce hostility and sullen resistance 
throughout his village, causing a far greater loss to our cam- 
paign than any ten proper arrests could compensate for. 
Thus, our first step was to make sure that the intelligence 
we gathered on the VCI was accurate, and for this we set up 
standards and procedures by which to weed out the false 
from the correct information. CORDS increased its advisory 
staff, assigning Phoenix advisers on the national level to 
help formulate the program’s doctrine and procedures and 
then on down to the district level to help local authorities 
work up comprehensive card files and dossiers on VCI sus- 
pects, separating out the cases with good evidence from 
those without it. Suspects were assigned to one of three cat- 
egories: “A” for leaders and formal party members, “B” for 
holders of other responsible jobs—cadre—and “C” for rank- 
and-file members and followers. And the decision was taken 
that those in the “C” category should be ignored, since 
Phoenix was directed against the VCI command and control 
structure and not the occasional adherent or supporter. 
Forms for the dossiers were printed up so that the reliability 
of the information concerning any individual could be con- 
veniently examined, and the general rule was established 
that three separate sources must have reported a suspect be- 
fore he could be put on the rolls. The Phoenix centers at the 
district level gradually improved their records on the local 
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VCI and eventually could give briefings of the political or- 
der of battle in their areas to match the ones on the military 
order of battle of the main and local forces and guerrillas. An 
incidental effect of having CORDS run this program, as well 
as the other paramilitary operations of the CIA station, was 
that the station could concentrate on the penetration of the 
Communist apparatus both unilaterally and with the Special 
Branch, and I soon saw a real improvement in this regard 
over what I remembered from my days as Saigon Station 
Chief and Division Chief. We were getting more—and more 
accurate—reports from inside VCI provincial committees 
and regional party headquarters from brave Vietnamese 
holding high ranks in such groups. They had been first iden- 
tified by people who knew them, then recruited by our in- 
telligence officers. Some helped because they were disillu- 
sioned with their harsh North Vietnamese bosses, others in 
order to collect cash or favors for themselves and their fami- 
lies, and still others because they saw the war in their areas 
going against the VC and wanted to be on the winning side 
at the end. 

The object of Phoenix, of course, was not merely to collect 
an academic treatise on the VCI but to contribute to the 
fight against it. Here another error is prevalent about Phoe- 
nix. Phoenix in fact had no forces of its own, thus it never 
conducted operations itself against the VCI. The informa- 
tion it assembled and analyzed was turned over to the ser- 
vices that had the forces, authority and responsibility for 
such operations—the military, the police, the amnesty pro- 
gram, the local administration—and with that information 
they mounted the actions against the suspects identified by 
Phoenix. The top VCI cadre in a village, for example, might 
be arrested by the police; a key VCI leader’s family might 
be approached by an amnesty team urging them to convince 
him to surrender to the government; a provincial VCI com- 
mittee’s guerrilla headquarters might be chosen as the target 
for encirclement and attack by the province’s Regional 
Force battalion. At the end of each of these operations, the 
unit conducting it would report its result to the local Phoe- 
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nix center, the cadre arrested, the amnesties claimed, the 
prisoners taken, and the identified VCI leaders killed in the 
attack. The Phoenix committee would then report to Saigon 
that the arrested, the captives, the amnestied and the killed 
were no longer on the VCI list of that district—and thus the 
program was that much closer to reaching its goal of reduc- 
ing VCI power in that area. Phoenix helped this process, of 
course, but the supposition that it was an independent force 
rampaging through the countryside is just wrong. 

But didn’t Phoenix do something more? Didn't it, in fact, 
undertake to organize and supervise an assassination cam- 
paign in its attempt to destroy the Viet Cong Infrastructure 
and in the process wind up murdering some 20,000 people, 
many of them innocents? That is a charge that has been 
hurled at Phoenix—and at me—repeatedly in recent years. 
And the short answer to it is: No. 

As early as 1969, I issued a directive on the subject of 
assassination and other equally repugnant activities. I was 
prompted to do so when I learned that an American CORDS 
officer, who had been assigned to Phoenix, applied for trans- 
fer because he feared that the program was immoral, and my 
directive is worth quoting in full here, because it bears so 
directly on the misunderstandings that have plagued Phoe- 
nix for so long. 


The Phoenix program is one of advice, support and assistance 
to the GVN Phung Hoang program, aimed at reducing the influ- 
ence and effectiveness of the Viet Cong Infrastructure in South 
Vietnam. The Viet Cong Infrastructure is an inherent part of the 
war effort being waged against the GVN by the Viet Cong and 
their North Vietnamese allies. The unlawful status of members 
of the Viet Cong Infrastructure (as defined in the Green Book 
and in GVN official decrees) is well established in GVN law and 
is in full accord with the laws of land warfare followed by the 
United States Army. 

Operations against the Viet Cong Infrastructure include: the 
collection of intelligence identifying those members, inducing 
them to abandon their allegiance to the Viet Cong and rally to 
the government, capturing or arresting them in order to bring 
them before Province Security Committees for lawful sentenc- 
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ing, and, as a final resort, the use of military or police force 
against them if no other way of preventing them from carrying 
on their unlawful activities is possible. Our training emphasizes 
the desirability of obtaining these target individuals alive and of 
using intelligent and lawful methods of interrogation to obtain 
the truth of what they know about other aspects of the VCI. U.S. 
personnel are under the same legal and moral constraints with 
respect to operations of a Phoenix character as they are with’ 
respect to regular military operations against enemy units in the 
field. Thus, they are specifically not authorized to engage in as- 
sassinations or other violations of the rules of land warfare, but 
they are entitled to use such reasonable military force as is nec- 
essary to obtain the goals of rallying, capturing or eliminating 
the VCI in the RVN. 

If U.S. personnel come in contact with activities conducted by 
Vietnamese which do not meet the standards of land warfare, 
they are certainly not to participate further in the activity. They 
are also expected to make their objections to this kind of behav- 
ior known to the Vietnamese conducting them, and they are ex- 
pected to report the circumstances to the next higher U.S. au- 
thority for decision as to action to be taken with the GVN. 

There are individuals who find normal police or even military 
operations repugnant to them personally, despite the over-all le- 
gality and morality of these activities. Arrangements exist 
whereby individuals having this feeling about military affairs 
can, according to law, receive specialized assignments or even 
exemptions from military service. There is no similar legislation 
with respect to police-type activities of the U.S. military, but if 
an individual finds the police-type activities of the Phoenix pro- 
gram repugnant to him, on his application, he can be reassigned 
from the program without prejudice. 


The purpose of this directive was to clarify immediately 
the question of the proper limits of Phoenix activity, and I 
wanted to do so openly and on the record. For any looseness 
or ambiguity on this matter was not only unacceptable to me 
personally but, I knew, could result in the kind of repudia- 
tion of our pacification program that had occurred to the 
French in Algeria, when France’s near-victory there was fa- 
tally undermined by a French journalist’s accusation that 
torture was an accepted practice in the French Army’s pros- 
ecution of that antiguerrilla war. Nonetheless many casual 
readers of the press and of journals of extreme opinion still 


272 | HONORABLE MEN 


believe—and what’s more, believe that I have admitted— 
that Phoenix was responsible for the assassination of 20,000 
Vietnamese, innocent as well as guilty. And this charge is 
repeated in some circles whenever my name comes up, bid- 
ding fair to become an accepted myth about me. It simply is 
not true, as I have testified under oath several times. 

To some degree, I am responsible for that 20,000 figure 
gaining popular currency. At a 1971 Congressional commit- 
tee hearing, at which I was asked to testify on Phoenix, I 
reported that under the program from 1968 to 1971 some 
17,000 had chosen amnesty, some 28,000 had been cap- 
tured, and some 20,000 had been killed. But the word was 
“killed,” not “assassinated,” and I went on to clarify that the 
vast percentage of these—over 85 percent—were killed in 
combat actions with Vietnamese and American military and 
paramilitary troops and only about 12 percent by police or 
other security forces. What’s more, most of the latter deaths 
occurred in fights when the VCI cadre, whom the police 
were trying to round up and capture, resisted arrest, fled, or 
otherwise defended themselves. I specifically denied that 
Phoenix was a program to assassinate VCI and pointed to 
the clear 1969 directive that I had issued on this point. 

Nonetheless, the records of the hearings were replete 
with horror stories. And, although on examination these in- 
cidents turned out to have occurred in 1967, before Phoenix 
existed, or to have involved American military units rather 
than Phoenix, the word “Phoenix” became a shorthand for 
all the negative aspects of the war. And when I was asked 
point-blank whether any assassinations or any similar 
abuses had ever been perpetrated by Vietnamese (or Ameri- 
cans for that matter) in the Phoenix program, I felt obliged 
to say I couldn’t be sure, and I conceded that it was pos- 
sible. This refusal to deny an obvious and honest fact was 
then headlined as my admission of an unknown scope of 
wrong-doing. Whatever the unfairness of the reporting of my 
testimony, I could find no other way to handle the question 
than to tell the truth. I was left to wonder how I could put 
what I was saying into the context of a war in which we 
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truly were trying to develop a proper as well as efficient 
program to counter a deadly enemy, had in fact succeeded 
to a remarkable degree yet could not testify under oath that 
we had totally accomplished what we were trying to 
achieve. 

Phoenix did try to eliminate abuses and bring an atmo- 
sphere of law and decency to the struggle against the VCI. 
Beyond the procedures and machinery to improve the accu- 
racy of our intelligence, and thus protect the innocent, 
Phoenix also developed measures to improve the legal sys- 
tem under which those who were arrested were processed. 
The first step was to make Phoenix a public program, not a 
shadowy activity of the intelligence and security services. In 
fact, it was launched publicly, with the Prime Minister ex- 
plaining its target as the secret Communist apparatus, its 
technique of gathering all possible information on the VCI 
from the public as well as from the government services, 
and its object of stopping the terrorism that had indiscrimi- 
nately wounded and killed so many thousands of Vietnam- 
ese. Moreover, when local Phoenix units identified VCI sus- 
pects, their names and photographs were posted on the 
walls of the community and an appeal was issued to the vil- 
lagers to report further data on them. And in an interesting 
twist of the “Wanted—Dead or Alive” posters of our Wild 
West, Phoenix: put up posters calling on “wanted men” to 
take advantage of the amnesty program, turn themselves in, 
and be freed of any punishment for hostile activity. Then 
too, directives were issued ordering that the elected village 
chiefs be informed of any operations against the VCI in their 
areas so that their familiarity with the local community 
could be used to help or correct these operations. 

The next step was to improve the formal legal procedures 
of the program, with the help of an exceptionally able and 
determined young lawyer, Gage McAfee, assigned to my 
staff for the purpose. Phoenix depended essentially on a 
preventive-detention law similar to those of Northern Ire- 
land, India, Malaysia, and even the United States under a 
little-noticed provision in our Internal Security Act of 1950. 
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The Vietnamese law allowed the imprisonment of individ- 
uals for a period of up to two years, renewable upon reexam- 
ination, on the decision of a Provincial Security Committee. 
Most captured VCI members were held under this law. 
Some, however, were referred to the military courts for pros- 
ecution for specific crimes. And, in some cases, depending 
on the circumstances of their capture, VCI would be turned 
over to the Vietnamese Army as prisoners of war. The effect 
of the last was to allow the incarceration of VCI for the “du- 
ration, —that is, for an unspecified term; thus, despite the 
other values of POW status, it actually gave the captured 
VCI fewer chances of release. 

Phoenix’s improvements were aimed at the first cases, 
where VCI were handled by the Provincial Security com- 
mittees. To begin with, guidelines were set for sentencing 
according to the status of the VCI: category A were sen- 
tenced for two years; categorv B for one vear to two vears; 
and C for a maximum of one vear. Extensions of detention 
after this first sentence were applied to almost all the A’s, to 
only about half the B’s, and to only a quarter of the C’s. 

Another move was the setting-up of time limits for the var- 
ious steps in the legal procedures—interrogation, investiga- 
tion of the case, decision on the individual—and so bring to 
an end the long delays that often resulted in VCI being held 
in prison indefinitely. A third was to improve the composi- 
tion of the Provincial Security Committee, which consisted 
initially only of military, police and administrative officials. 
In an interview with the Minister of Justice I asked that 
some of his young “judges” (in the French tradition) be as- 
signed to the provinces to provide legal content to the com- 
mittee proceedings; the fact that Vietnam had only two 
hundred lawyers made any hope of ensuring a right of legal 
counsel for every captured VCI completely impractical. As a 
result, the composition of the Provincial Security Commit- 
tee was ultimately changed to include the Province Chief, 
the “judge” and the elected Chairman of the Provincial 
Council, with the police and other officials being reduced to 
the role of advisers, not taking part in making the decisions. 
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And finally, underlying these changes, was a continual effort 
to ensure that cases were not lost in a French-style bureau- 
cratic paper maze while the VCI suspects languished in jail. 

But was the picture really this rosy? Were all these careful 
directives followed? Or did not a cynical machinery, despite 
them, go ahead with its brutal practices? My answer turns 
on the “art of the possible.” I believed that it was important 
to bring whatever improvements and sense of propriety we 
could, without either conditioning our help on perfection or 
washing our hands of what our allies did as of no concern to 
us. Criticism of and pressure on Phoenix came both from 
those who questioned how I could support a program that 
did not meet the standards that I insisted on for Americans 
under our Bill of Rights (e.g., the right of counsel and open 
hearing) and from those who bitterly complained that 
known VCI were slipping through the machinery to resume 
their terror and killings, because the reforms and improve- 
ments, which I was equally insistent about, made it more 
difficult to take them out of action permanently. 

Directives such as mine against assassination were easy to 
issue and to applaud. But when one of my provincial officers 
reported that a district chief had shot, out of hand, a woman 
prisoner and I took the case up with the Prime Minister and 
had the district chief sacked and punished, the same prov- 
ince officer complained that the district chief was one of the 
best in the province and should be excused for his action 
because the woman had been involved in a terrorist attack 
on one of the chief's own family. When another of my offi- 
cers proposed that Phoenix’s statistics include only VCI ac- 
tually sentenced rather than merely captured, I agreed, 
since obviously not every suspect captured would necessar- 
ily be proved to be VCI. 

But when yet another officer suggested that our figures 
not include VCI who were killed in battles incidentally and 
only so identified afterward, and not as a result of careful 
Phoenix identification and attempts to capture them, I said 
no, since I believed it would be thoroughly false to pretend 
that a VCI’s elimination didn’t matter if he were killed in 
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the course of the very real war going on in the villages and 
not in a Phoenix-targeted operation. I was not being callous 
about this. I made my decision on the basis that a fight to 
the death was underway, that the South Vietnamese govern- 
ment was trying to set and adhere to reasonable standards in 
the conduct of it with our help and that the alternative be- 
fore us was defeat by a force that had showed itself many 
times more cynical and brutal in its approach. 

As in the Italian political campaign, I found both 
Phoenix’s ends and our means well within moral limits. We 
took honest steps to prevent and replace immoral practices, 
and if our efforts were not totally successful, that did not 
mean we wouldn’t keep trying. And, I frankly admit, all our 
efforts were not successful. For example, as Pulitizer-Prize- 
winner Peter Kann graphically described in the Wall Street 
Journal, an alleged VC leader was captured in a raid in a 
Delta province in 1969 and was summarily executed with- 
out anyone applying the careful Phoenix procedures that 
had been set up for just such cases. But some idea of the 
success of the program can be gained from the report of an- 
other, equally excellent journalist. Robert Kaiser wrote in 
the Washington Post in February 1970 that he had looked in 
vain for instances of assassinations to report at the time I 
was testifying on Phoenix before the Senate Foreign Rela- 
tions Committee. Abuses, unquestionably, did take place 
but the full truth is that Phoenix went far to eliminate them 
as an accepted aspect of the war. And another fact about 
Phoenix is relevant: the testimony of Communist cadre af- 
terward that the worst period for the Communist cause in 
Vietnam was during the Phoenix campaign. 

One of CORDS’s activities was the AID Public Safety Pro- 
gram, part of AID’s worldwide effort to improve the profes- 
sionalism of police services in the underdeveloped nations 
by providing equipment and training in modern (and 
proper) procedures. This was a major activity in Vietnam, 
patterned on the successful work the British had done with 
their colonial police forces in the Malayan and other trou- 
bles. A small part of the program involved funds and advice 
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to the Vietnamese civil prison authorities. AID’s main con- 
centration prior to Tet 1968 had been on improving the fa- 
cilities in Vietnam’s primitive prisons inherited from the 
French to meet basic standards and on reforming the paper- 
work and procedures to give more accurate accounts of who 
was in the prisons and why. When CORDS took over the 
program, we stressed the advisory role and the necessity of 
improving paperwork and procedures. Our public-safety ad- 
visers visited the prisons regularly, and so did I during 
many of my own travels. The American visits showed our 
concern that proper standards of behavior be followed and 
gave us a chance to spot and complain about situations that 
did not meet our standards, such as when I protested finding 
a twelve-year-old boy in one prison for having thrown a gre- 
nade, and a blind man in another. 

But one situation we obviously missed; it was the maxi- 
mum-security section of the prison for incorrigibles and dan- 
gerous Viet Cong on Con Son Island. A visiting Congress- 
man, accompanied by a leading American critic of the 
Saigon government, found the conditions there totally unac- 
ceptable. There were shackled prisoners with paralyzed 
limbs, overcrowded cells, filthy surroundings and whis- 
pered pleas for help. The fact that the photos he took of the 
place implied that the prisoners were held underground 
when they were not was not the point. In every other re- 
spect, the prisoners’ treatment could not be justified, even 
though the prison director had done first-class work in many 
other aspects of his job. There was no way of minimizing the 
situation in the light of the other work he had done—nor any 
point in trying to show the enormity and numbers of diffi- 
cult jobs that had to be done in a wartime situation. 

Such a case of failure or wrong-doing had to be faced in 
trying to carry out a program of the scope of CORDS, espe- 
cially in a situation where direct command responsibility 
was Vietnamese and the American role was one of only 
moral and political responsibility. Plainly there were other 
cases of such failures or wrong-doing, and every one was 
immediately made the subject of worldwide protest, while 


278 | HONORABLE MEN 


the enemy’s comparable activities were hardly ever noted. 
We in CORDS tried to prevent such cases from occurring, 
and although we certainly did not always succeed, I took the 
position that we had to continue helping the Vietnamese 
fight the war and at the same time try to raise their standards 
as far as we could. A refusal to help on moral grounds be- 
cause of instances of abuse seemed to me as unjustifiable as 
a callous disregard of standards of propriety and morality; it 
was essential to push for improvements in behavior while 
we fought the enemy outside the gate. 

But were these goals attainable in a time when the war 
was so hotly debated? Almost every week I invited one of 
the resident American newsmen to accompany me on one of 
my overnight trips in the field. I had only one restriction on 
what they might write as a result: they had to omit the 
names of the Vietnamese and CORDS officials who gave us 
our briefings, ate with us, and discussed how the war and 
our programs were working. Thus, these newsmen heard of 
our problems as well as of our successes; they rode up ca- 
nals that had been under enemy control a few months be- 
fore; they drove with the morning market traffic over roads 
no longer blocked by mines. But only a few wrote an ac- 
count of what our program was doing and the changes it was 
bringing to the lives of the people in the countryside. 

One explained the problem by saying, “There is nothing 
very dramatic going on to write about.” I answered that he 
might be right as far as a single night’s visit was concerned. 
But surely he must see that the life of the Vietnamese 
woman in the village we had visited was “dramatically” dif- 
ferent from what it had been a year before, when she had 
huddled in a refugee camp, fearing that mortar attacks 
would drive her and her family back to her village to pro- 
vide food, concealment and recruits for the enemy. Now, 
she had “returned to the village” under the refugee pro- 
gram, was protected by a Territorial Force unit with her son 
in a self-defense group, had voted for the village council, 
had participated in a village discussion that had led to the 
decision to spend its development funds on a bridge across 


Phoenix and “Peace” / 279 


the canal to give her easier access to the local market, and 
her husband had received title to the land they worked and 
had made a start in planting the new miracle rice. 

Everything was not perfect, of course; she was worried 
that the Phoenix program might target her other son as VCI. 
But she had raised that problem with her village councilman 
and he had told her he had passed it on to a provincial coun- 
cilman and to the national assemblyman, who would raise it 
with officials at the province capital and in Saigon if neces- 
sary. But these “dramatic” changes apparently could not be 
appreciated by the American newspaper reader and TV 
viewer. They were just not “dramatic” enough to compete 
with the sights and sounds of Vietnam as a military contest. 
I finished the talk with my newsman friend by saying that in 
Vietnam he could find anything he looked for; courage and 
cowardice, dedication and corruption, success and failure— 
the problem and the challenge were to see them in their 
true proportion, not to seize individual examples and dis- 
play them as the whole picture, when they were only a part 
Of IL. 

The same problem burdened our attempts to explain the 
pacification program in Congressional hearings. In January 
1970, before the Senate Foreign Relations Committee, I ar- 
rayed a phalanx of CORDS officers from our Saigon head- 
quarters and on down to the lowest rural level for an entire 
week of testimony. But most of the interest, and virtually all 
of the press coverage, focused on Phoenix. In April 1971 I 
testified before Senator Edward M. Kennedy about the refu- 
gee program, which had returned a half million people to 
their home villages, paid resettlement benefits to a million 
and a half, and provided short-term assistance to over two 
millions. Yet the great portion of the questioning was de- 
voted to how little Vietnam had done in the social-welfare 
field, while a noisy group of antiwar veterans hooted to my 
rear. And in July 1971, when I testified in detail on Phoenix, 
my refusal to say under oath that no one had been wrongly 
killed in Vietnam was headlined as an admission of assassi- 
nations. The difficulty was more than the old argument 
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about whether the bottle is half full, or half empty. For too 
often the most “dramatic” subjects were the ones that got 
the attention in Washington policy debates as to what 
should be done in Vietnam and the “undramatic” ones were 
ignored and had no influence. I never did resolve in my 
mind how to handle such squeaky-wheel situations. I al- 
ways refused to overstate what I knew to be the positive 
aspects of our complex programs, nor would I, in hope of 
attracting or deflecting “dramatic” attention, deny what I 
knew to be their negative aspects. My faith that the true bal- 
ance would show in the end may have been misplaced, but 
it was all that I had to work with. 

But, in the Vietnamese countryside, it was clear that the 
pacification program was succeeding. Increasingly, I trav- 
eled by road or canal, and less by helicopter; often my over- 
night stays in the field were pleasant evenings in rural com- 
munities rather than in tightly buttoned-up defensive 
outposts. My primary interest still was focused on political 
growth from the bottom up, and Thieu agreed to my pro- 
posal to expand the election process from the village level, 
which by 1969 and 1970 had included almost every village 
in the country, up to the provincial level by holding elec- 
tions for Provincial Councils, an until-then moribund advi- 
sory assembly of elderly “notables” in each province. These 
elections did bring some fresh political blood into promi- 
nence, and the council chairmen began to exert some civil- 
ian political influence, slightly diluting the power of the 
pervasive military presence that had so long prevailed. The 
President and the Prime Minister brought the entire cabinet 
to the Vung Tau training session to meet these newly 
elected officials and answer their questions. And their unin- 
hibited nature and their concentration on practical problems 
of the countryside rather than on fine political theories 
showed a possible future direction for Vietnamese political 
life. 

I now began to think ahead about solutions not only for 
the country’s rural problems but about those that could 
move Vietnam toward a permanent political system, which 
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would include the Communists as well as avoid the admin- 
istratively dominated machinery that characterized the 
Diem regime. Since this subject was beyond mere “‘pacifica- 
tion, I felt it essential to be in tune with the embassy, even 
in the informal think pieces that I concocted. One, for exam- 
ple, reviewed the dangers of setting up a “government 
party’ that the province chiefs would almost surely take 
over and use as a tool to require membership and control 
political life in their areas. Instead, I suggested that an 
American-style party be developed, with “membership” re- 
stricted to elected officials or candidates alone, to serve as a 
vehicle for organizing support during election campaigns 
from the village up to the national level, but obviously ex- 
cluding the administrative and military hierarchies. Thieu 
was interested in the idea, but he was still too dependent on 
his military structure to abandon or antagonize it, however 
much his grass-roots strength had grown among local village 
leaders. 

Another of my ideas suggested the possibility of bringing 
the National Liberation Front into the political process in 
South Vietnam, but only at the village level and through 
participation in elections there rather than by negotiation at 
Paris. The incentive to the local Viet Cong member would 
be the chance to wield some political power, if only in a 
minority role, instead of being excluded totally and facing 
the prospect of being pushed back into the jungle or over 
the frontier by the pacification program. But this, of course, 
was a subject then being handled by Henry Kissinger. I did 
not know whether he ever even heard of my thought, but I 
could imagine that he might think it quite impossible to 
convince either Thieu or the North Vietnamese that it 
would be of any value to either of them. I, of course, thought 
I would be able to interest Thieu in it, since it was designed 
to undercut the NLF by going to their grass roots and that 
was something he would easily appreciate. 

To supplement the Hamlet Evaluation System’s reports 
on what was happening in the countryside, I thought it es- 
sential to gain an understanding of Vietnamese public opin- 


282 / HONORABLE MEN 


ion as to whether our programs were having the political 
effects they were designed to have. So we set up a polling 
mechanism and sent carefully chosen Vietnamese, working 
for CORDS, throughout the rural areas to discuss with the 
villagers their opinions on everything from their view of the 
different military forces in the neighborhood to their “aspi- 
rations for the future.” The operation could hardly be a se- 
cret one. To secure President Thieu’s approval, we prom- 
ised to provide him with a copy of the results but otherwise 
would not make them public. The results showed that the 
villagers had a higher-than-expected opinion of the Ameri- 
can forces and the Vietnamese Army; a low (and somewhat 
expected) opinion of the police; a lack of awareness of the 
Phoenix program, indicating that its public message had not 
gone over; a growing confidence in and appreciation of the 
security in the rural communities; and an overwhelming 
hope for peace. I had arranged that some purely political 
questions be included in the poll, as a means of at least be- 
ginning to measure political attitudes in the country. For ex- 
ample, we asked what kind of individual should be elected 
president (“A man capable of bringing unity to South Viet- 
nam”), what issue was most important (“National Unity”), 
and who would be “most likely to run for election to Presi- 
dent” (Nguyen Van Thieu swept the field easily over Duong 
Van “Big” Minh and Nguyen Cao Ky). 

USIA ran a separate and smaller poll in the cities, less 
sharply focused on our pacification program or on Vietnam- 
ese political considerations. But together the two polls gave 
a rough idea of Vietnamese public opinion, which was very 
useful to the American mission in its planning and apprecia- 
tion of Vietnamese life. They, and especially CORDS’s, 
were equally useful to President Thieu, of course, helping 
him to determine his political strategy. This led to criticism 
of the CORDS poll by American Congressmen, who felt it 
gave Thieu an unfair advantage over his opponents, al- 
though I had directed that the answers, which so directly 
indicated Thieu’s positive position in the countryside, be 
sharply limited in circulation to avoid their being con- 
sidered a direct American propaganda effort on his behalf. 
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To this charge I could only note the inevitable advantage of 
the incumbent, our need for the incumbent’s approval if we 
were to run the poll, and the fact that the results seemed to 
show that the incumbent and the pacification program were 
meeting with the approval of the Vietnamese villagers—a 
matter of great interest to the United States in its decision- 
making about Vietnam. 

But I soon realized that CORDS was not the proper vehi- 
cle for this sort of experiment in political action. It was sepa- 
rate from the embassy, and its close dealings with the Viet- 
namese administrative machinery inevitably focused its 
attention on carrying out the programs set by the Saigon 
government. Moreover, its local representatives had diffi- 
culty in detaching themselves from local officialdom to 
judge the growth of political opinion as an independent 
phenomenon. The monthly political reports from the provin- 
cial advisory teams were thin in content and concentrated 
on local reactions to CORDS activities and programs, not 
the identification of new local political talent with a national 
potential. The great dilemma Thieu faced, how to shift 
the base of his support from the military to the village and 
provincial civilian leadership, was nowhere more obvious 
than in the provinces, where military personnel still 
wielded the real political power and only the first halting 
steps had taken place to produce civilians who would even- 
tually replace them. Despite the improvements in the secu- 
rity situation, the conflict was still going on, and Hanoi’s de- 
termination to resume the war, if it could, lay just behind 
the scenes of rural peace and development, giving a ratio- 
nale for not abruptly shifting from the successful civil-mili- 
tary structure that Thieu had developed and so challenging 
the military's roles and prerogatives. Covert political action 
was not in the CORDS charter, either in collaboration with 
Thieu or independent of him. And any such venture would 
have to fit within an over-all American policy and program, 
which by now included the Paris negotiation with Hanoi 
and the NFL and with which I had nothing whatsoever to 
do. 

So, while I dabbled slightly in political action, I put my 
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real effort into making “community defense and local devel- 
opment” (as we began to call it) work. By the end of 1970, 
the strategy I had set of concentrating on the Delta, assign- 
ing John Paul Vann there and giving it priority on all 
CORDS work, people, additional Territorial Force units, 
and hardware, was proving to be successful. On my over- 
night and weekend visits to the Delta, John arranged that 
we spend the night farther and farther into areas that had 
been totally under enemy control as recently as 1969. Once 
we went up a distant canal to see the successful resettle- 
ment of some of the 200,000 Vietnamese refugees who had 
swarmed over from Cambodia; once we slept in a village 
that had been an NFL headquarters and still had red-star 
markers in the cemetery of the NFL men killed in battle. 
And to celebrate the Tet holiday of 1971, John and I rode 
two motorcycles alone along the Bassac River across the 
Delta, seeing nothing more remarkable than “undramatic’”’ 
rich rice fields, local residents celebrating the holiday by 
visiting their friends and families and a lone American engi- 
neer completing the hard-surfacing of a road that would 
speed the commercial life of the area in the future. John 
became so enthusiastic with our progress that he even prom- 
ised to reduce his criticism to journalists of the American 
and Vietnamese military, after I had bailed him out of yet 
another near-firing for insubordination. 

In other parts of the country the same changes from three 
years before were evident. For example, my good friend the 
provincial chief, who had rebuilt Hue after the 1968 pitched 
battle there, took the British ambassador and me for an im- 
promptu midnight drive unescorted several kilometers into 
the countryside, where all we saw were armed parties of 
nondescriptly dressed local youths—self-defense teams— 
who waved us on after a cursory inspection of our jeep—the 
Ambassador and I each later confessed our qualms and our 
relief at this outcome. An evening tour with the mayor of 
Saigon of the community centers that CORDS had launched 
in the city showed them actively engaging the residents in 
educational courses, sports and social services, in an effort 
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to link even urban populations in community work. Thieu 
regularly held cabinet meetings on the pacification program 
and had me attend and sit at the table with his ministers as a 
full participant. My weakness in the Vietnamese language 
was compensated for by the presence at my elbow of Jean 
Sauvageot, an American major who spoke totally colloquial 
Vietnamese and knew every village chief in Vietnam as a 
result of his service in the Vung Tau Training Center. The 
briefings and statistics presented at the meetings were fa- 
miliar to me, since we in CORDS used very much the same 
ones, and I was invited—and was expected—to join in the 
discussions and answer for American shortcomings in the 
same way as were the Vietnamese ministers. The only trou- 
ble I ever had at any of these meetings occurred at the first 
one I attended. Jean had brought along a pocket tape re- 
corder to help with his translation. I immediately disman- 
tled it ostentatiously, to demonstrate that I was there to par- 
ticipate in the meeting, not bug it. In addition to the cabinet 
meetings, I accompanied President Thieu on field trips 
every week or so, sometimes with the diplomatic corps as 
guests, more often with me as the only foreigner present, 
but in all cases as a member of Thieu’s staff. As the months 
passed, the subject of these meetings and trips gradually 
changed emphasis from a review of the security situation 
and measures to improve the Territorial Forces, to discus- 
sions of how to develop new roads and settlements for Viet- 
namese who never would return to their villages in the de- 
militarized zone between North and South Vietnam and 
who needed help in clearing the jungle in new areas en- 
tirely. On one of our field trips, we visited one of the high- 
land centers that I had first seen as a part of the same pro- 
gram that Ngo Dinh Diem had sponsored over a decade 
before. 

But the real test of the success of the pacification program 
came long after I left; in the 1972 and 1975 Communist of- 
fensives. In 1972 it proved that we had won the guerrilla 
war, when the attacks took place only where the Communist 
regular military forces, with their tanks, artillery and rock- 
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ets, were active. Elsewhere there was practically no guer- 
rilla activity whatsoever—a sharp contrast to Tet 1968, four 
years before. This allowed a full army division to be moved 
out of the Delta to take part in the fighting north of Saigon 
instead of being held back to protect its bases from local 
guerrillas. In 1975 the same situation prevailed in the coun- 
tryside, and the best witness to that is General Van Tien 
Dung, commander of the victorious North Vietnamese 
forces, who wrote a long account of his “Great Spring Vic- 
tory” phrased in almost purely military terms and making 
only polite mention of the “southern compatriots,’ the 
guerrillas, who in fact played little, if any, part in the offen- 
sive that toppled South Vietnam. In an ironic asymmetry, 
the Communists initiated the war against Diem in the late 
1950s as a people’s war and the Americans and the Vietnam- 
ese initially responded to it as a conventional military one; 
in the end the Thieu government was fighting a successful 
people’s war, but lost to a military assault. The Presidential 
Palace in Saigon was not entered by a barefoot guerrilla but 
by a North Vietnamese tank with an enormous cannon. 
Robert Kennedy was reported to have once said that there 
were enough mistakes made in Vietnam for all concerned to 
have had a share. Certainly the final fall of Saigon cannot be 
ascribed to any simple or single reason; each of the tragic 
errors that characterized the long travail there contributed 
to the final outcome. But the underlying reason, I believe, 
was the American difficulty in understanding that alien 
culture, and its insistence that the Vietnam problem could 
be handled by concepts and solutions that we Ameri- 
cans prescribed. John Vann once graphically complained 
that Americans did not have ten years’ experience in Viet- 
nam—their short tours made them have only one year’s ex- 
perience ten times. Kennedy’s vacillation between sup- 
porting Diem against the subversion from the North and 
repudiating Diem’s authoritarian Mandarinism; Johnson and 
McNamara’s certainty that Vietnam would respond to the 
weight of American military pressure; Nixon and Kissinger’s 
formula of a cease-fire and agreement brought about by 
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American bombs—none of these took into account the deter- 
mination of the Vietnamese, Southern as well as Northern, 
to make their own decisions and fight each other to decide 
what sort of life Vietnam should lead. America’s impatience 
for a clear-cut solution that would meet American standards 
conflicted with the reality of a civil war longer and more 
intense than our own, so that even after our own forces were 
withdrawn, we repudiated the support our erstwhile allies 
needed to continue the fight. General Dung, again, ex- 
pressed the epitaph well when he chortled that Thieu was 
“forced to fight a poor man’s war” after having been trained 
and urged for years to fight in the style and with the profli- 
gacy of rich Americans. The Congressional constriction of 
the military-aid pipeline in the winter of 1974 signaled the 
Thieu government's inevitable end as plainly as Kennedy’s 
cutoff of the commercial-import program in 1963 signaled 
Diem’s. The tactical errors of the final days, of course, con- 
tributed to Saigon’s fall, but I believe the root cause to have 
been the Congressional signal of sharply reduced aid, with 
its inevitable effect in loss of morale and panic. 

It is not particularly profitable, or possible, to isolate indi- 
vidual decisions that might have changed the course of the 
Vietnamese history. But one can identify several that had 
large if not totally decisive results, and that can raise warn- 
ing signals for analogous situations in the future. If intelli- 
gence truly constitutes the formulation of knowledge to help 
decision-making, then some of it can indeed come from 
seeing the errors of the past. Truman’s turn away from Ho 
Chi Minh’s OSS-supported nationalism; Switchback’s mili- 
tarization of CIA’s politically oriented paramilitary opera- 
tions; the American-stimulated overthrow and replacement 
of Diem’s Mandarin government by a series of military jun- 
tas; the too-long-delayed process of organizing the American 
government to support a people’s war—whether strategic 
hamlets or pacification—seeking success, instead, through 
conventional military and air power; the credibility gap be- 
tween the American people and their government, which in- 
evitably arose from overly optimistic statistics shaken by 
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dramatic contradictory incidents. All of these are reflections 
of an intelligence problem: how do you make a faraway and 
unfamiliar situation understandable and indicate its true 
proportions despite dramatic and exotic features that seize 
the popular attention and warp reality out of context? And at 
the heart of this problem is the fact that the answer must 
satisfy the American public, not merely the closed circles of 
government officials, however sincere and committed they 
may be. After all, the policies of the American government 
are in the end directed by the will of the people, and any 
program contrary to that will is sooner or later rejected and 
repudiated. This was a lesson I learned in Vietnam, and dur- 
ing the intense discussions with my family and friends 
about it on my visits home every six months. 
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Cae our elder daughter, had suffered from epi- 
lepsy since early childhood. We had hoped that her condi- 
tion would improve as she matured and that her seizures 
would either gradually disappear or be fully controlled by 
some of the new drugs that were appearing. But this, tragi- 
cally, was not the case, and the epilepsy, combined with 
double vision from an early operation to correct the crossed 
eyes with which she had been born, put her under an enor- 
mous strain. Inability to get a driver's license, rejection from 
an Israeli kibbutz where she had gone to spend a summer, 
and the social problems that her seizures created for her in 
high school and college, all produced psychiatric pressures 
that grew as she reached her twenties. 

I feel obliged, for two reasons, to touch on this personally 
painful subject here. In the first place, it played a part in the 
chronology of my career at this point. But, far more impor- 
tantly, I must vehemently refute an ugly and hurtful ca- 
nard that has floated about in recent years that Catherine’s 
death in 1973 was in some way linked to my service in Viet- 
nam and my role in the Phoenix program. Catherine loved 
Vietnam, and in fact she once wrote a letter to the Washing- 
ton Post criticizing the shallow way in which one of its writ- 
ers described the tragedy of compensation payments for 
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children killed there. On my biannual visits home from Sai- 
gon, she and I often discussed the war and my work assist- 
ing the people of South Vietnam to defend themselves—and 
she was always supportive. But my absence certainly did 
not help her, and Barbara faced increasing difficulties as my 
tour in Vietnam stretched past two and then three years. 
Barbara’s own loyalty kept her from complaining or letting 
anything interfere with my work. But by the spring Of 11971. 
Catherine’s health, both physical and mental, had deterio- 
rated alarmingly, and although Barbara remained resolute in 
trying to deal with it on her own, our son Paul took it upon 
himself to force her to make clear to me how serious the 
situation had become. 

I considered the pacification program to be fairly success- 
ful by that time. Much of the back country had been freed of 
guerrillas; roads, markets and schools in many remote ham- 
lets were functioning again; hundreds of thousands of refu- 
gees had been resettled; and the ability to travel widely and 
without armed escorts throughout South Vietnam by then 
came as a surprise to people who had been there only two 
years before. Even so, there was clearly still a long way to 
go before all the political and developmental goals would be 
achieved. Nevertheless, after a couple of emergency returns 
across the Pacific because of Catherine that spring, I real- 
ized that my first responsibilities at that moment were to my 
family, and so in June I turned CORDS over to my capable 
deputy George Jacobson and came home. Catherine went to 
Johns Hopkins for an extended period, followed by a se- 
quence of alternating hopeful and weakening periods, lead- 
ing ultimately to her death in April 1973 of a combination of 
epilepsy and anorexia nervosa. 

My unscheduled return to Washington in mid-1971 cre- 
ated something of a conundrum from a career point of view: 
for the first time, I had moved out of one job without having 
another one waiting for me to go to. I was then still formally 
an employee of the State Department (on unpaid leave from 
the CIA) and one possibility was that I might succeed my 
old friend Ambassador William Sullivan as the head of 
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State's Vietnam Task Force. It was not a particularly appeal- 
ing proposition. Considering that by this time virtually all of 
the Nixon administration’s efforts were directed at phasing 
the United States out of Vietnam, the job promised to be 
rather short-lived. And I didn’t believe that I could make 
much of a career at State after that, in view of the dubious 
reception I could expect the Foreign Service establishment 
to give an ex-CIA type stepping into a high-ranking assign- 
ment at the department. So, not unnaturally, I turned to my 
first love and old employer, the CIA, to see whether it could 
come up with something more promising. 

Helms welcomed me back with that sense of concern for a 
veteran member of CIA’s clandestine services team that 
characterized him, and with sincere thanks for the way I had 
gone off to Vietnam three and a half years before. And as we 
lunched at his regular table at the Occidental, he said he did 
indeed have a job for me at the Agency, and one which 
again suggested that he was thinking in terms of broadening 
my experience so as to give me a chance to compete for 
higher responsibilities in the future. But the job he offered 
was a surprise, one that I thought likely to turn out to be a 
total dead end in my career. 

In my heart, what I had been secretly hoping for was the 
post of Deputy Director for Plans, to complete my career at 
the head of CIA’s clandestine operations. But, in my head, I 
was perfectly aware that it was a vain hope for now. My old 
friend and mentor Des FitzGerald, who had been named 
DDP after Dick Helms became Deputy Director of CIA, 
had died in the job, and Tom Karamessines had succeeded 
him barely four years before. In view of Karamessines’ 
professional ability, his total loyalty to Helms, and the care- 
ful way in which he ran clandestine operations, it was ob- 
vious that Helms wasn’t about to remove him in the near 
future. So the job Helms offered me was that of the CIA’s 
Executive Director-Comptroller. Now, on paper, this was 
the third-ranking post in the Agency, below only the DCI 
and the DDCI, and above the DDP. But in reality, I knew 
well enough, the lines of substantive responsibility went 
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right around it straight from the DCI to the four Deputy Di- 
rectors in charge of Plans, Analysis, Technology, and Sup- 
port. I knew that Lyman Kirkpatrick had once tried to make 
the job into one of a real chief of staff for the Agency, as the 
regulations described it, but that he had been chewed up in 
the process and had left the Agency to go off and teach as a 
result. His successor, the man I would replace upon his 
long-planned retirement at the end of 1971, was Lawrence 
K. White, a former Deputy Director for Support, who had 
sensibly limited his activity to over-all administrative mat- 
ters and carefully avoided challenging the substantive re- 
sponsibilities of the Deputy Directors or their direct rela- 
tions with Helms. So the job looked like one that would give 
me little possibility to push my own ideas about intelligence 
and might limit me to little more than ensuring that the 
grass was properly cut around the Agency's handsome head- 
quarters at Langley. 

Thus, I felt myself caught somewhere between the devil 
and the deep blue sea. On the one hand, there was a future- 
less job at the State Department; on the other, after a life- 
time career as an activist intelligence-operations officer, I 
could end up in the backwater of CIA administration and 
management. It was a choice over which I agonized for sev- 
eral days, but after discussing it with Barbara, I finally came 
down on the side of the Agency, which after all was the 
place and job that I knew best and where new possibilities 
might open as people retired in the vears ahead. So in Sep- 
tember I began my briefings for the post of Executive Direc- 
tor-Comptroller (and looked up the word comptroller in the 
dictionary to find out what it meant). 

But no matter how unenthusiastic I originally was about 
it, it was a job that, in retrospect, I have absolutely no re- 
grets that I took. Because in it I got an unparalleled over- 
view of the profession of intelligence—its problems and ac- 
complishments, its incredible complexities and fantastic 
potential—of a sort that I could have gotten nowhere else 
and that was to stand me in good stead in the years to come. 
Whether Helms was “grooming” me or not—and I think he 
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Wwas—my experience as Executive Director-Comptroller 
served as a vital transition from the narrow world of clandes- 
tine operations to the much wider one of modern intelli- 
gence. 

I quickly discovered how intelligence—and CIA—had 
grown from the OSS days of spies and guerrillas to a great 
enterprise for the collection, analysis and dissemination of 
knowledge. Although CIA’s budget and personnel had not 
increased much after the original expansion during the Ko- 
rean and Cold wars, this had been achieved only by shifting 
many Agency programs and their financing—mainly, as we 
have seen, in the paramilitary field—to the Defense Depart- 
ment, while the FI and Analysis cultures grew in scope and 
complexity and its management now used all the techniques 
of a huge modern corporation, directing the work of thou- 
sands of employees spread through the world and handling 
budgets in the hundreds of millions of dollars. And it also 
had to work with the “intelligence community,” consisting 
of the intelligence elements of the State, Treasury, Justice, 
and especially the Defense Department’s Army, Navy, Air 
Force and National Security Agency intelligence services. A 
young and somewhat brash James R. Schlesinger, as Deputy 
Director of the Bureau of the Budget, had just finished a 
study of this intelligence community for President Nixon 
and had recommended that the CIA director actively as- 
sume the role of leader of this community, reviewing the 
budgets of the various intelligence services and getting 
them to coordinate their activities with one another. 

This idea soon ran aground on the rocks of Washington's 
bureaucratic realities. Defense Secretary Melvin C. Laird 
made it clear that he was not about to surrender his control 
over the various military intelligence services to Helms. 
And, as Helms recognized that Laird had the political clout 
to make his position stick, the CIA Director did not force the 
issue to a confrontation. Nonetheless, although Helms’s 
over-all “leadership” turned out to be a muted one, Schle- 
singer's recommendation had the effect of opening the pro- 
grams of the various services to a far wider audience than 
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previously. As the Agency’s chief program and financial offi- 
cer, I was one of that audience, so my new job exposed me 
not only to every aspect of the CIA’s business but also to 
that of the entire intelligence community and brought me 
into contact as well with the Office of Management and 
Budget, the Civil Service Commission, and other top Wash- 
ington agencies. 

I thus had a chance to learn something about the most 
sophisticated modern management techniques, including 
“management by objective,” “management by exception,” 
and “zero-base budgeting,’ and how to deal with the prob- 
lems of program and financial control down through several 
hierarchical levels to where the real work was done. Elliot 
Richardson lent me two of his management experts to ex- 
plain how he had gotten some control of the sprawling De- 
partment of Health, Education and Welfare, in hope that 
some of these techniques could be helpful in the world of 
intelligence. 

But perhaps the most impressive lesson I learned in the 
new job was that an incredible revolution in the technology 
of intelligence had occurred during all those vears in which 
I had been running operations in the jungles of Southeast 
Asia. I had, of course, been aware of the wonder of the U-2 
spy plane, if for no other reason than its noisy downing in 
Russia in 1960 and the vital role it had played in the Cuban 
missile crisis. But, during my orientation briefings for my 
new post in the fall of 1971, I went on a tour of the aero- 
space-technology factories on the West Coast and there had 
my eyes opened to the veritable science-fiction world of 
space systems, radar, electronic sensors, infrared photogra- 
phy, and the ubiquitous computer, all able to gather intelli- 
gence from high in the sky to deep in the ocean with as- 
tounding accuracy and precision. I found that when this 
information was processed it produced exquisitely detailed 
reports of secret test centers and experiments deep in Asia; 
of truck parks and barracks for armored divisions in Eastern 
Europe, permitting a stunningly accurate reading of foreign 
military forces. I also learned how electronic machinery 
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could provide detailed information on the existing and ex- 
perimental potential enemy missiles and aircraft, on the vol- 
ume and traffic patterns of the communications systems of 
offensive and defensive forces, and how the massive data 
banks put together this most secret intelligence with open 
information to reveal even what was going on politically and 
socially in the “hard target” areas. 

It is impossible to overstate the importance of these aston- 
ishing technological advances. They were not just bigger 
and better toys for spies but the instruments of a profound 
change in the profession of intelligence, adding immeasur- 
ably to the volume of available information from which wise 
assessments could be made. They did not, I hasten to add, 
make spies obsolete, as some critics suggest, but they did 
alter the purpose of spying. Obviously, with technical 
equipment able to provide, for example, precise information 
on the quantity and quality of military equipment in the So- 
viet Union, spies no longer needed to attempt the well-nigh 
impossible task of infiltrating every Russian military center. 
They could, instead, concentrate on those jobs that ma- 
chines cannot handle, such as identifying the political fac- 
tions and machinations in the closed societies, reporting the 
new areas into which scientific research there was pressing, 
learning of the programs being debated but not yet on the 
drawing boards and revealing the discussions of economic 
and military strategy going on behind closed doors. 

This technology had the additional effect of forcing the 
over-all intelligence community to work more closely to- 
gether. Clearly, it would have been grossly wasteful, if not 
in fact impossible, for each intelligence service to have, for 
example, its own costly space system. One for any particular 
job obviously was enough so long as the information it gath- 
ered was effectively distributed to all the services. But 
which service should have it under its control? This ques- 
tion was a subject of constant debate with every new tech- 
nological advance. And it is very much to Helms’s credit 
that the CIA, by and large, established and maintained lead- 
ership in this area. He encouraged that handful of truly bril- 
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liant scientists and engineers who worked for the Agency's 
Directorate of Technology to come up with ever more spec- 
tacular innovations in the techniques of intelligence gather- 
ing. And when they did, he performed miracles of lobbying 
in his low-kev style to protect them against military compe- 
tition and even suppression. Perhaps the most spectacular 
project of all was the most secret: CIA’s connections with 
Howard Hughes’s Glomar Explorer deep-sea-mining ship, 
which vears later were to be trumpeted in nationwide head- 
lines. 

In the clandestine field, because of the shift from Cold 
War toward détente in international affairs, because of the 
disrepute into which Covert Action had fallen, and because 
of Helms’s own background, foreign intelligence operations 
by now had become unarguably the dominant culture over 
political and paramilitary work. And most significantly, the 
emphasis of this activity was being placed on the so-called 
“hard targets.” The word had gone out to our officers in sta- 
tions all around the world that thev should focus their efforts 
on the closed, secret societies of European and Asian Com- 
munism rather than on the easier targets of neutral and al- 
lied nations, which had taken much of their energies in the 
past. The results were beginning to be substantial. We were 
having greater success than ever before in recruiting agents 
behind the Iron and Bamboo Curtains and obtaining accu- 
rate intelligence on Moscow’s strategy for a battle with 
NATO; from China, party members were reporting on the 
confidential guidance given to the cadres, explaining the 
factional fights in Peking; in Vietnam we were learning of 
Communist intentions to mount offensives whenever local 
forces were briefed on their roles in them; from the Soviet 
Union, we were acquiring intelligence on secret debates in 
the senior military circles about future force structures; and 
in a number of Communist parties in Western Europe and 
the Third World our friends gave us accounts of leadership 
discussions on the way to maintain illegal, secret guerrilla 
networks as well as legal, political fronts in urban centers. 

But as I carefully examined these accomplishments, I 
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found some things that disturbed me. One aspect of the 
professionalism of this work was strongly stressed: clandes- 
tine methodology, which, it seemed to me, often overshad- 
owed the object of the exercise. For example, the collec- 
tion of what we called “operational intelligence’’—the 
information necessary to identify potential agents, their 
tastes, their attitudes, and people who had access to them 
and through whom we could work—often became an end in 
itself. Enormous effort was placed on learning the makeup 
and internal details of Communist embassies around the 
world, recruiting local citizens who had contact with their 
personnel and selecting agents from among the embassy 
personnel who were unhappy with Communism, but in mi- 
nor positions and thus without access to any useful intelli- 
gence; those who were in the mainstream of the nation’s 
policy flow were often too high in rank to be likely to work 
with us. And then, after all this preparatory work, we all too 
often made “cold approaches” to potential agents only to be 
rebuffed out of indignation or in fear, and at least once 
wound up with the uncomfortable result of having some of 
our officers detained by local police unhappy with our im- 
porting the Soviet-American rivalry to their shores. More- 
over, beyond all this effort, which aimed only at identifying 
potential agents, lay yet another expenditure of manpower 
and resources on what I viewed as preliminary rather than 
substantive steps toward our proper goals. It was that of Jim 
Angleton’s counterintelligence staff, busily working to en- 
sure that our efforts were not penetrated and misled by a 
clever KGB. 

At this stage, as Executive Director, I had no “need to 
know” all the complex details of our operations against the 
hard targets or of the supersecret counterintelligence opera- 
tions. So I could not form a solid opinion on the merits in 
the debate whether our operations were totally suspect, as 
Angleton held, or whether they were being hamstrung by 
overcautious suspicion. But I did see clearly that a large por- 
tion of our effort was wide of the mark that we should have 
been concentrating on—the recruitment of Communist offi- 
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cials and nationals. It was instead devoted to collecting “op- 
erational intelligence” on them or to the very restricted con- 
test between CIA and the KGB, and not to finding out what 
was happening in policy circles in Moscow. My responsibil- 
ities did allow me to know the number of personnel and the 
resources assigned to accumulating operational and counter- 
intelligence. And while I had no authority to meddle in 
these matters, I resolved that if I ever did, I would try to 
shift our major effort to direct contacts between our officers 
and Communist officials and take the chance of making a 
few mistakes in return for recruiting a lot more agents than 
the ultracareful approach allowed. 

My new job also gave me my first direct look at the CIA’s 
third key culture—analysis. During my time as head of 
CIA’s Far Eastern operations, I had come into contact with 
the analysis hierarchy and had learned to respect its ability 
to put broad masses of detailed information into carefully 
reasoned assessments. I had not always agreed with them— 
for example, I thought they had been overly pessimistic 
about Diem’s political difficulties with the Buddhists—but I 
had approved of the separation of the assessment function 
from the gung-ho operator types like myself. For they 
served to warn policymakers that solutions would not be 
easy and set up a major challenge to the operators to prove 
the analysts wrong in the final outcome. 

While in Vietnam, I had heard of the analysts’ courageous 
and accurate estimates that the war would be more difficult 
to win than the Pentagon and the White House wished, that 
the bombing of the North would not cause it to yield and 
that underlying weaknesses were still present in the South, 
despite surface appearances of progress. But I had come to 
wonder whether some of the analysts’ opinions had not be- 
come too firmly fixed and whether their objectivity had not 
come to reflect academia’s bias that our programs in Viet- 
ham just could not succeed. I had always felt that the ana- 
lysts had been slow in appreciating the real changes 
wrought in the countryside by the pacification program, al- 
though I blamed some of this on my own reluctance to over- 
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sell our progress there. As I looked at a number of their 
products now, I had a nagging feeling that they were really 
academic assertions of what their authors believed to be ab- 
stract truth rather than contributions to the difficult deci- 
sion-making process of our national leadership. 

One issue especially appeared to me to be an egregious 
case of analysts insisting on their professional method de- 
spite clear indications that their conclusions were wrong— 
the question of whether the Viet Cong was receiving sup- 
plies through Sihanouk’s neutral Cambodia. I was in no way 
involved in the question, but it seemed quite apparent to 
one who knew something of Southeast Asia that Cambodia 
was both a natural channel and a porous enough one to per- 
mit such a flow whether the Prince agreed or not. But the 
analysts insisted that there was no “hard evidence” that the 
flow was taking place, that the supplies could have come 
down the Ho Chi Minh Trail through Laos and that neither 
Prince Sihanouk nor the North Vietnamese wanted to com- 
promise his neutrality. After his overthrow, of course, very 
specific “hard evidence” of such “covert” transshipments 
came to light, and the case seemed to me an example of 
overstressing professional techniques in the teeth of good, 
plain common sense, one of the problems inherent in over- 
institutionalizing and regulating the process of thought. 

I saw something of the same tendency in the enthusiasm 
of many of the new breed of systems analysts—believing 
that answers to complex questions could be derived from 
quantitative processes after an initial assignment of arbitrary 
values. But I was equally dubious of the opposite attitude, 
the rejection of all machine analysis in favor of pencil-and- 
paper wisdom, resting essentially on selected events be- 
lieved to be representative of more general conclusions. I 
had no solution to these contradictory impressions about the 
state of our analytical methodology and expertise. But, just 
as in the clandestine field, I decided that there was a great 
deal of work needed to be done here, to probe into new 
ways of thinking about the world and to open up the some- 
what self-satisfied and even sleepy analytical community to 
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changes in its established ways of operating, while at the 
same time preserving and expanding its exceptional ability 
to synthesize the kaleidoscopic world around us and to 
judge the human as well as the technological strengths and 
weaknesses of foreign cultures. 

In my post as Executive Director, I naturally had little or 
no role in the substantive judgments reached by the ana- 
lysts. But I found that I could influence their work, if only 
through such decisions as whether or not to purchase new 
computer hardware. On one occasion I discovered that a 
training course in the ways computers could be used in 
analysis was about to be terminated for lack of students. I 
protested that this would be nonsense, that we needed to 
expose all our analysts to these modern techniques, since it 
was clear that they would be needed even more in the fu- 
ture. So I scrounged up sufficient funds to continue the 
course for a few more months and arranged to have the 
course publicized among the younger analysts. And in a 
short time the course was oversubscribed and became one 
of the most popular ones offered. On another occasion I sug- 
gested that a weekend discussion be organized among all 
the working-level Agency officers who were concerned with 
Indonesia. We gathered political, military, economic, bio- 
graphic and geographic experts and mixed them together 
with clandestine operators, who had lived and worked in 
that part of the world, and with technical and scientific per- 
sonnel. To me, the startling thing was that most had never 
before met any of the others. But with their new awareness 
of one another’s contributions, they could now maintain di- 
rect contact and seek out one another’s views instead of 
making contact only through their bosses. 

As for the Covert Action culture, it was rapidly diminish- 
ing at this time, almost to the vanishing point. The Agency 
had cut back on political action and paramilitary operations 
to the extent that funding for Covert Action had plummeted 
from more than 50 percent of the over-all CIA budget in the 
1950s and ig60s to something well under 5 percent. 
Through Operation Switchback and then through the mech- 
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anism of CORDS, the Agency had turned over virtually all 
its political-action and paramilitary operations in Vietnam 
either to CORDS or to Pentagon or to AID financing. A simi- 
lar transfer was taking place in the CIA’s “secret” war in 
Laos, with the financing for that operation being taken over 
by the Defense budget (although I helped arrange that CIA 
personnel continue to play the key role and not be dropped 
out as they had been in the CIDG program earlier in Viet- 
nam). What’s more, since the exposure in the Ramparts 
magazine in 1967 of the CIA’s involvement with interna- 
tional front organizations and the National Students Associa- 
tion, the Agency had also been steadily withdrawing from 
the business of funding international organizations, for ex- 
ample, pulling out of Radio Free Europe, Radio Liberty, 
and the Asia Foundation, and leaving their financing for the 
State Department and Congress to work out. 

Some smaller-scale vestiges of the Agency’s “Mighty Wur- 
litzer” propaganda capabilities of the 1950s still existed. We 
still had the capability to pick up and publish in local media 
in the less-developed world some of the better articles ap- 
pearing in intellectual organs in Europe and North America; 
and we were still in contact with a few local reporters and 
editors of indigenous journals who could assure that a story 
favorable to the United States would be given space in their 
publications when it came in over the international wires. 
But plainly these were hardly major influences on world 
thinking, and they depended almost completely on material 
that was prominent and newsworthy in its own right and 
that opinion molders read anyway; CIA merely provided a 
nudge to be sure that it did not disappear under a flood of 
contrary stories or the disdain of those local editors who 
were likely to discard anything presenting the United States 
in a favorable light. In addition, a few political contacts ex- 
isted secretly between CIA officers and local leaders and 
aspiring candidates around the world. But these were little 
more than informal friendships, involving almost no sub- 
stantive assistance. Some long-established support to exile 
or nationalist groups continued in some regions, but had 
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been reduced in recent years to only token aid to their ef- 
forts to express their opposition to the Communist rulers of 
their homeland. 

As for the Agency’s larger-scale political and paramilitary 
programs, most of these were the products of outside pres- 
sure, either from a forceful ambassador or a White House 
directive, and not the brainchildren of CIA officers—the 
word had gone out in the corridors of Langley and at the 
stations overseas that the Agency was no longer enthusiastic 
about pressing for large covert-action operations. And the 
most elaborate and controversial of these at the time was the 
one President Nixon himself personally ordered the CIA to 
undertake in Chile. 

In an operation very similar to the one I had directed in 
Italy in the middle 1950s, the CIA had been clandestinely 
funneling a wide variety of support to the center democratic 
parties and political forces in Chile since 1963, in an effort 
to ward off a Castro-supported Communist takeover of that 
Latin American country. In Chile’s 1964 election campaign, 
for example, the Agency provided some three million dol- 
lars to assist in the election of President Eduardo Frei and 
his fellow Christian Democrats. In the subsequent vears, 
very much as in Italy a decade before, at least that much 
money again was spent by the CIA to help keep Frei and 
other democratic forces in power and block the emergence 
of the Chilean Left under the leadership of Salvador Al- 
lende. Most of these funds were spent on direct propaganda 
and election activities rather than on the longer-term organi- 
zational work and support of social and svndical movements 
that I had stressed in Rome. But the objectives were the 
same—to rally support for center democracy. 

In 1970, a presidential-election year that marked the end 
of the Frei administration in Santiago, a rather foolish deci- 
sion was taken by the Forty Committee of the National Se- 
curity Council, reflecting the doubts within both the CIA 
and the State Department about large-scale CIA covert po- 
litical action and subsidies. Rather than support one of the 
two non-Communist candidates running to succeed Frei as 
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President, the National Party's Jorge Alessandri or the 
Christian Democrat’s Radomiro Tomic—and urge the other 
to withdraw—CIA directed its efforts only into a “spoiling 
campaign’ against the Marxist Allende through propaganda 
attacks. While this was certainly a cheaper tactic than sup- 
porting one of Allende’s opponents, at a cost of less than half 
a million dollars, it also proved to be ineffective. As any of 
my good New York Democratic friends could have pre- 
dicted, “You can’t beat something with nothing,’ and the 
result was a disaster. Allessandri and Tomic split the demo- 
cratic vote between them, and Allende slipped to victory 
with a 36 percent plurality. 

Nixon was furious. He was convinced that the Allende 
victory meant a spread of Castro's anti-American revolution 
to Chile, and from there throughout Latin America. So, after 
a few days of inconclusive discussion in Washington and 
Santiago as to what might be done, he called Helms to a 
meeting in the Oval Office with Henry Kissinger, his Na- 
tional Security Adviser but not yet Secretary of State, and 
Attorney General John N. Mitchell, and he gave Helms a 
very clear order to block Allende from assuming office. 
Called “Track IT” to distinguish it from CIA’s other actions 
in Chile, this plan took advantage of the fact that under the 
Chilean constitution Allende had to be voted into office by 
the Chilean Congress since he had obtained only a plural- 
ity; CIA was to see to it by any means possible that he did 
not get this vote; and the means specifically included turn- 
ing to the Chilean military for help. As Helms later said, “If 
I ever carried a marshal’s baton in my knapsack out of the 
Oval Office, it was that day.” 

Helms received another order direct from the President: 
Track II was to be told to no one outside CIA, not to the 
United States ambassador in Santiago nor to the Secretaries 
of State or Defense or their Departments, or the Forty Com- 
mittee. However unusual, this order was fully within the 
President’s authority to order covert action. So CIA went to 
work to carry it out—sending a special task force of CIA offi- 
cers to Chile for six weeks of frantic effort, independent of 
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the station, reporting only to Washington headquarters, con- 
tacting and assessing political and military leaders to select 
those who might move against Allende, determining what 
financial, arms or other aid they might need, and discussing 
strategies as to how the inauguration could be stopped. Al- 
though funds were made available by the Forty Committee 
to bribe Chilean Congressmen to vote against Allende, they 
were not spent, because the tactic was clearly unworkable. 
The only hope seemed to lie with the Army, but any action 
there depended on removing its commander, General René 
Schneider, who had made clear his belief that the Army 
should not act against the Constitutional process. In desper- 
ation, an attempt was made to kidnap him, but it was bun- 
gled, and he died from wounds he received in resisting it. 
And the failure of the attempt ended any sentiment in the 
Army to act. The kidnap attempt was made by a group that 
CIA had been in contact with but had given up as ineffec- 
tive. CIA had provided weapons to another group for a simi- 
lar plan, but it was not involved in the kidnap attempt. In 
the end, Allende was inaugurated on schedule, and CIA ter- 
minated its Track II and its efforts to get the Chilean mili- 
tary to move. 

Track II, of course, was well in the past by the time I 
became Executive Director, and indeed for a considerable 
time I knew nothing of it, in accordance with the President’s 
directive that it be handled in the utmost secrecy. But I did 
know that CIA was still active in Chile, since the sums re- 
quired for its operations there were large enough to affect 
the Agency’s budget considerably. After his assumption of 
power, Allende carried out a program to squeeze out his op- 
ponents, and CIA was trying to sustain them against this 
pressure in the hope that they would revive and win the 
next elections in 1976 in a repudiation of Allende’s and Cas- 
tro’s hopes. Aid to the center parties, support for free and 
opposition journals and radios, and assistance to student and 
syndical groups were all funneled through third-country in- 
termediaries to keep them alive despite the Allende govern- 
ment’s moves against their newsprint supplies, their bank- 
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ing facilities, and their activities. Aid in the Chilean 
Congressional election to anti-Allende candidates in early 
1973 helped to bring that body to within two votes of 
achieving the two-thirds majority that would have permitted 
Allende’s impeachment. And the Chamber of Deputies, the 
Supreme Court and the Controller General, all issued pub- 
lic attacks on his violations of the Constitution. 

Two points need to be made about CIA’s assistance dur- 
ing this period after 1970, and both are a contrast to the gen- 
eral impressions abroad about it. The first is that CIA’s help 
was to center political groups, and not to right-wing ex- 
tremists. Of the millions of dollars spent in Chile by CIA the 
most prominent right-wing group, Patria y Libertad, re- 
ceived some $38,000 during the Track II effort in 1970, 
about $7,000 more during 1971, and none thereafter. The 
second is that the 1973 coup was carried out by the Chilean 
military with no participation by CIA—in fact, CIA sent 
clear instructions to its station in Santiago in May and June 
1973 to separate itself from any contact with the Chilean 
military so that it would not be misunderstood to have been 
involved in any coup action the military might undertake. 
The real thrust of CIA’s program was to support the center 
political forces so that they could win the next elections and 
thus remove Allende through peaceful means. 

I am not trying to whitewash CIA’s activities in Chile, but 
only to put in true perspective what the Agency did there. 
Certainly, in Track II in 1970 it sought a military coup, at 
the direct order of President Nixon. Certainly, having 
launched such an attempt, CIA was responsible to some de- 
gree for the final outcome, no matter that it tried to “dis- 
tance” itself and turn away well before 1973. Certainly, its 
support of the center parties, political groups and media 
thereafter did produce tension in Chile when Allende tried 
to suppress them; there would have been no tension if his 
pressure had not been resisted. And certainly, American 
policy toward Allende was hostile, including the administra- 
tion’s attempts to rally private capital against Chile, the 
State Department’s efforts to cut off its international credits, 
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and the American military’s continued warm contacts with 
the Chilean military. But to make CIA some sort of scape- 
goat for all the evils of the present military government in 
Chile is not only inaccurate and unfair, it is dangerous. For 
it creates a false image of the United States worldwide and 
can deprive our nation of an essential tool with which to 
meet future problems. And an essential step toward the 
proper use of this tool is to understand what it can do in a 
careful, long-term operation of supporting local leaders and 
groups, helping them to accomplish what they do want to 
accomplish—in short, what it can do when it is for some 
cause and group, rather than being against an adversary. 

One of the key tasks of Executive Director was that of 
Comptroller of the funds and programs of the Agency. In 
any bureaucracy, control of budgets comes close to the heart 
of the command process, and CIA was no different in this 
respect. Thus, I knew that any attempt by me to assume con- 
trol over CIA’s funds would be met by stiff resistance from 
the Deputy Directors. So rather than control, I turned rather 
to inspection as the means by which to obtain some influ- 
ence over the budget process, and I learned something 
about bureaucracy and how to deal with it. 

A fundamental difficulty in the budget process was that 
the offices carrying out operations had to make their re- 
quests for funds many months before they would be used, 
and then defend them not only within the Agency against 
competing programs but to the Office of Management and 
Budget and to the Congress. Thus, the offices tried to state 
their needs in sufficiently general terms, so that they could 
meet any new situations that might arise in the future, while 
the reviewing agencies and Congress insisted that each 
need be set forth specifically so that they could determine 
its validity. Once, while I was Chief of the Far East Divi- 
sion, I had been indiscreet enough to reply to an examiner’s 
question about an item in a Southeast Asian appropriation 
that it was (which it was) a “slush fund” to meet future 
needs; all present were shocked at this blatant truth, and the 
fund was eliminated from my budget by the examiner. Even 
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after the appropriation was made, however, I found that the 
problem persisted. Each command level tried to withhold a 
portion of the approved resources so that it could react to 
new needs that had not been anticipated when the request 
for funds was made. But one result of this natural and even 
essential process was that at the end of the year there was a 
frantic drive to commit whatever remained of the funds that 
had been withheld, so that they would not have to be re- 
turned to the Treasury. The haste of this process, and the 
lack of opportunity for careful selection of projects during it, 
produced contracts and commitments whose value was fre- 
quently marginal if not downright dubious. 

I thought there must be a better way, and I found it, 
through the computers and inspection. I discovered that our 
financial machinery could provide each month a detailed ac- 
counting of how much of the funds scheduled to be spent on 
every activity actually had been disbursed, which activity 
would need extra help before the year was over, and which 
ones would not use what they thought they would require. 
It also provided the information needed to decide which ac- 
tivities should be stopped in favor of others. So I set up a 
monthly meeting to move the funds accordingly. The Dep- 
uty Directors were delighted when I told them that I would 
no longer withhold a portion of their budgets, that I would 
be able to find funds they might need for new requirements, 
and that they would have every opportunity to challenge my 
proposals to stop some of their activities before Helms. In 
the first year this procedure caused about twenty million 
dollars more to be available to the Deputy Directors, and it 
eliminated the last-minute dash to commit withheld funds. 
And it accomplished this without my having to insert myself 
into the decision-making process since my role was only one 
of inspecting what had been done, not of deciding what to 
do. 

Another aspect of the Executive Directors responsibili- 
ties was to prepare the Agency’s budget presentation to the 
Office of Management and Budget and to the Congress. And 
in this process, I learned that normal and strict governmen- 
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tal procedures had replaced the free-wheeling attitudes that 
had characterized CIA’s early years in this regard. A story 
that my predecessor, “Red” White, liked to tell concerned 
the original request to the Chairman of the Senate Appropri- 
ations Committee for funds for CIA’s new headquarters in 
Langley. Allen Dulles and White gave the Senator a glow- 
ing presentation of the need for the building and showed 
him its plans. “My, that will be a beautiful building,” the 
Senator said; “I suppose it will cost about twenty-five mil- 
lion.” “Well, Mr. Chairman, I am afraid it will cost a bit 
more,” Dulles replied; “about fifty million.” “My,” the Sen- 
ator said, “that will be a beautiful building.” And with that 
the hearing was over and CIA got the money for the build- 
ing that it had requested. 

The story was White’s favorite, because it illustrated the 
dramatic change that had taken place in the way the 
Agency's budget was dealt with since then. Now we were 
required to present a detailed breakdown of our funds and 
personnel, showing the totals of each by organizational com- 
ponent, by activities conducted, and by the targets sought. 
OMB examiners and Congressional staff experts reviewed 
all these in detail and came up with sharp questions about, 
and exceptions to, the Agency’s proposals. The Agency natu- 
rally put its best foot forward, trying as did all agencies to 
impress the Congressmen. But it learned that to do this it 
was required to make full disclosure, to the assigned sub- 
committees, of the specifics of its activities and give frank 
answers to the questions the Congressmen might ask. While 
this was done behind the closed doors of these special sub- 
committees, which the Congress had established to review 
the CIA budget, it was plain to anyone who ever partici- 
pated in these proceedings that our budget received every 
bit as detailed a review as that given any other department 
or agency by a Congressional committee. 

This new toughness on the part of the Congress vis-a-vis 
the Agency had increased in direct proportion as the 
Agency s reputation had declined. That decline, as noted 
earlier, can be said to have begun in the aftermath of the 
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Bay of Pigs fiasco. But it had accelerated precipitously dur- 
ing the Vietnam war years. The “credibility gap” that had 
developed during the Johnson administration and widened 
under Nixon had made vast segments of the population sus- 
picious of government agencies generally and had spurred 
the press to a more investigative and hostile approach in 
their reporting on government activities. The CIA certainly 
wasn’t exempt from either and, indeed, because of the se- 
crecy that surrounded its activities, was a more vulnerable 
target than most. In a time of growing distrust of govern- 
ment, it found itself regarded as an exemplar of the repug- 
nant clandestine methods and secret manipulations that 
were seen as characteristic of the Johnson and Nixon admin- 
istrations. These views were much abetted by the press, of 
course, which long before had learned the headline value of 
the initials CIA, but also stirred a deep sense of unease in 
the Congress. 

It is true that, even at this late date, the Congress’ role in 
CIA affairs was very limited. The old command structure of 
senior Representatives and Senators from the Appropria- 
tions and Armed Services Intelligence subcommittees was 
still the only Congressional oversight with which the CIA 
had to deal. But, as I quickly saw in my post as Executive 
Director, dealing with it was now no longer quite the loose 
and friendly process it once had been. Even the senior 
Congressional leaders were no longer prepared to automati- 
cally approve what the Agency requested. Under pressure 
from the press, the public, and their more junior colleagues, 
they felt obliged to assert their oversight function. And in 
the covert political and paramilitary fields, as we have seen, 
their influence became increasingly substantial, forcing us 
to shift the financing of many of our large operations in that 
area to the open Pentagon budget, so that the remaining 
ones in our secret budget would be as few as possible. And 
they sharply questioned us on any and all such programs 
that did remain in our secret budget, because of their con- 
cern that these were the activities, if and when exposed by 
the increasingly investigative and hostile press, that made 
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the headlines that discredited the Agency and its purely in- 
telligence work, which they believed important in the eyes 
of the public. 

The Agency could not long suffer this growing suspicion 
and hostility and the concomitant disintegration of its once 
shining image. The morale of CIA officers was being under- 
mined by it, the recruitment of bright young new officers 
from university campuses was becoming more difficult, and 
the Agency’s ability to conduct valuable operations was 
being increasingly circumscribed. The CIA, it seemed ob- 
vious to me, was in very real danger of ultimately being 
crippled as an effective weapon in the defense of the 
nation’s security if not in fact threatened with being de- 
stroyed outright—unless something was done to reverse this 
trend. And that something, in my view, was to lift as much 
as possible that thick cloak of secrecy that had traditionally 
veiled the Agency and its operations from the scrutiny—and 
more important, the understanding—of the public at large. 

As we have seen, ever since the CIA’s founding—and spe- 
cifically incorporated in the Congressional act that had 
founded it—the Agency not only had the special right, but 
was required, because of the very nature of its work, to oper- 
ate in the utmost secrecy, with its organization, its functions, 
the names and numbers of its personnel and its budget 
known only to the President and his closest advisers. As 
Dick Helms once phrased it, “The nation must to a degree 
take it on faith that we too are honorable men devoted to her 
service. And the nation, in its Congress and press and peo- 
ple, had taken just that on faith for over twenty years. 

But the times had changed. In the Vietnam period’s atmo- 
sphere of rampant cynicism and suspicion about govern- 
ment, secrecy was seen not as a tool necessary for the prac- 
tice of intelligence, but as a device by which intelligence 
could hide its bungles and mask its wicked activities. In 
fact, to a degree, the secrecy itself promoted this view. For 
those who did not know what the CIA was doing were free, 
unhindered by the facts, to invent the wildest distortions 
and fantasies. It seemed manifestly obvious to me that the 
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best and, indeed, the only way to counter the distortions 
that were ruining the CIA’s image was to shuck as much 
secrecy as possible and let the people, press and Congress 
know what the Agency was really doing. What was needed, 
in short, was an educational campaign. In those changing 
times, when the nation was no longer willing to take it on 
faith that anyone in government, and especially in CIA, was 
an honorable man, we were obliged to demonstrate that we 
were honorable by showing what we were doing. And as 
Executive Director, I thought I could start the process by 
making sure that our own CIA employees knew what the 
facts and the rules were, so they could defend their work in 
their own minds and to their friends and neighbors. Once 
this base was laid, we could then consider how to get the 
message over to the public. 

It was, however, not an easy and straightforward task. 
There were and are, of course, secrets that must be kept in 
order to carry out effective intelligence work. But there 
were also some things in CIA’s past whose revelation would 
further undermine the CIA’s reputation and add fuel to the 
anti-CIA fires. For, as I soon discovered, in the secretive, 
highly compartmentalized world that CIA had been for 
much of its existence, wherein officers in one section knew 
little of what was going on in other sections, some very 
questionable and even improper activities had occurred. 

There was one subject on which I was particularly sensi- 
tive, and that was assassinations. Some months after my July 
1971 testimony to a Congressional committee on the Phoe- 
nix program, Parade magazine, read in millions of American 
homes every Sunday, published the statement that the CIA 
was the “only” agency of the United States government “‘au- 
thorized” to commit assassinations. As I saw it, this was just 
the kind of canard that was fueling the destruction of the 
CIA’s reputation in the eyes of the Congress and the people. 
I knew from personal experience that the Agency was noti 
engaged in assassinations in Vietnam; indeed, quite to the | 
contrary, it had been my specific directive as head of 
CORDS that, for both moral and practical reasons, assassina- 
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\ tions were strictly prohibited to Phoenix personnel. And as I 


was sure that my attitude reflected the thinking throughout 
the CIA on this matter, I wanted to write to Parade and say 
that not only wasn’t the CIA “authorized” to commit assassi- 
nations, it was strictly opposed to such activity. But to make 
the statement broader than my knowledge of the Phoenix 
program, I decided to do a bit of quiet research around the 
house. And in the process I learned how hard it would be to 
clarify such a difficult subject. 

I knew the Vietnam side of the question, of course, both 
with respect to Phoenix and to President Ngo Dinh Diem’s 
death, and I knew that CIA was not involved in assassina- 


tion in either. But I had heard of a Jack Anderson column of 


a few years past making some allegations about a plot 
against Castro. As Castro obviously was still alive, it was 
clear that CIA could hardly be charged with his assassina- 
tion, though something may have been tried against him in 
the early 1960s. When I heard some remarks about possible 
assassination activity in Africa, I asked a good friend in- 
volved in that area of the world and was told that a few steps 
we may have started at one point there had been stopped 
and that Patrice Lumumba’s death was definitely not a CIA 
action in any way. I then picked up enough to indicate that 
there was some further information available in highly re- 
stricted circles about Trujillo’s death, but that this too was 
not a CIA action. Nonetheless, it was clear that I was onto a 
volatile subject, with a number of ambiguities, and I found 
that no one would discuss it with me in any detail. So I 
decided that we ought at least put on the record, in the form 
of a directive from Helms, that CIA would not now or in the 
future engage in, stimulate or support assassinations in any 
way. He signed the directive I prepared to that effect as 
soon as I put it before him. It certainly represented his 
view. But I had to qualify the letter I wrote to Parade. I 
could not make the flat denial, as I had intended, that any 
such activity had ever occurred; and as a result, Parade’s 
original sweeping statement was not effectively refuted. 

In a not unsimilar fashion I became aware of another 
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questionable CIA activity. I was, of course, aware that the 
Agency's legislative charter specifically forbade it from “po- 
lice, subpoena, law-enforcement powers or internal security 
functions,’ and I knew that the doctrine at the working lev- 
els of the Agency was to stay away from any operation that 
snacked even vaguely of such actions. But one day the 
Agency's Security Director stopped in at my office for a pri- 
vate word. He was obviously unhappy, saying there was 
something he wanted to make me aware of so that he 
wouldn't be the only officer with knowledge of what he 
judged to be an extremely sensitive and explosive operation. 
He had been instructed to undertake a secret surveillance of 
a prominent newspaper columnist who had recently pub- 
lished some intelligence material. The CIA surveillance was 
intended to find out which government officials might have 
been the source of the leaks. 

It was immediately apparent to me, as it was to the Secu- 
rity Director, that a political uproar would embroil the CIA 
if this operation were ever exposed. But we were both 
aware that, if questionable, this operation was not patently 
illegal. There was a gray area in the Agency’s charter mak- 
ing the Director responsible for “protecting intelligence 
sources and methods from unauthorized disclosure,’ which 
could be construed to justify it. Even so, I felt constrained to 
ask a simple question. How many people within the Agency 
would know about this operation, counting the technicians, 
secretaries, supervisors and regular field officers who would 
have to be involved, and I guessed it at about fifty. The Se- 
curity Director agreed. “Well, let’s face it then,’ I said. 
“There’s not one chance in a million that this is going to 
stay a secret. Sooner or later, this is going to make the head- 
lines.” And, of course, it did. To protect the Security chief s 
confidence, I decided not to protest the surveillance at the 
time, but it haunted me as an example of the sort of thing 
the Agency should not do. 

At about this time another CIA operation that was in full 
swing aroused the concern of many CIA employees—it was 
later revealed as Operation Chaos—and their constant ques- 


314 / HONORABLE MEN 


tions about it soon made it an interdirectorate matter appro- 
priate for me, as the Executive Director, to handle. Young 
analysts, computer operators and operations officers were all 
aware that a most secret project was lodged in that most se- 
cret of Agency crannies, the Counterintelligence Staff, and 
that it had a great deal to do with the antiwar movement. 
And the main concern on the part of these young Agency 
employees was whether CIA was engaged in an activity that 
was clearly outside its proper charter—domestic intelli- 
gence. They raised the matter first in an advisory group, 
which management had established to improve communica- 
tion with the junior personnel, and said they were particu- 
larly concerned that CIA not be pushed into some activity 
that would expose it to outside attack and criticism. So I un- 
dertook to look into the operation, and I was to have much 
to do with it in the future. 

Operation Chaos dated back to 1967 and the Johnson Ad- 
ministration. At the time, President Johnson was faced with 
a rapidly escalating antiwar movement marked by protest 
demonstrations, bloody riots and a rash of bombings. Feel- 
ing himself embattled in the White House, he ordered 
Helms to discover whether there was any foreign financing 
or manipulation behind the antiwar movement or behind 
any of the radical, dissident groups associated with it. Fol- 
lowing the President’s instructions, Helms launched an op- 
eration under the aegis of Angleton’s Counterintelligence 
Staff, so that it could be conducted with maximum compart- 
mentation and secrecy. Moreover, he ordered that it be free 
of the normal processes of review and approval of its fi- 
nances, records and methodology. Extensive liaison was es- 
tablished with a similar office set up in the Federal Bureau 
of Investigation to work on the domestic aspects of the Pres- 
ident’s directive. Computer files were established, special 
and private channels of communications to stations abroad 
were provided, and all were told that the program had top 
priority. With Johnson’s—and later Nixon’s—intense inter- 
est in unearthing foreign involvement, and displeasure 
when Helms reported that there wasn’t any, the pressure on 
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the operation was enormous, and the cables and computers 
hummed. 

Helms was acutely conscious of the danger of seeming to 
involve the CIA in a domestic intelligence activity. He 
knew how easily Operation Chaos could leak to the press, 
where it surely would be misinterpreted as an Agency effort 
directed against the antiwar movement itself, rather than its 
foreign contacts. As a result, his directives were plain: the 
purpose of the project was to identify foreign links to Ameri- 
can dissidents, not to spy on the American dissidents them- 
selves, and thus a proper Agency activity well within the 
CIA’s statutory charter. But, as the Rockefeller Commission 
was later to point out, the momentum of the operation car- 
ried it beyond these instructions in some cases. The enthu- 
siasm for having full personal records on individuals readily 
available, including American citizens who might be con- 
tacted by foreign powers, led to the growth of an extensive 
exchange between the FBI and the CIA, and the buildup of 
substantial files on Americans. What’s more, the need to de- 
velop agents who could go abroad with convincing creden- 
tials and thus have access to foreign groups who might con- 
tact the American antiwar movement resulted in the 
infiltration of CIA agents into American dissident groups to 
see what the foreigners might be doing. And there were a 
few instances—actually only three in number—in which 
CIA agents, in their enthusiasm, reported on the activities of 
American dissidents while still in America. This was clearly 
improper, even though it was only a small part of the over- 
all operation. 

By turning Operation Chaos over to the Counterintelli- 
gence Staff, which was the most secretive and compart- 
mented element in the CIA, Helms obviously intended not 
only to prevent the outside world from knowing of it but 
also to keep it from the rest of the Agency. But by the time I 
had returned to Langley as Executive Director, the opera- 
tion had been underway for more than four years and its 
existence, if not the details of its activities, was generally 
known. Operations officers abroad who were asked to check 
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the foreign contacts of some American dissident; computer 
operators conscious of the volume, secrecy and priority of its 
demands; analysts who were asked to examine foreign in- 
tentions and statements about United States dissent, secu- 
rity officers reporting on dissident groups that might be a 
threat to the Agency—all of them contributed to the gossip 
about Operation Chaos in the corridors at the Langley head- 
quarters. They also contributed to the rising unease and sus- 
picion about the operation, most especially among younger 
officers, as to its propriety. It was with this worry that some 
of them came to me, asking the management of the Agency 
to make sure that we were not involved in some activity that 
not only was improper but could destroy the Agency they 
believed in. 

It seemed to me vital that, for the sake of the Agency's 
morale, a positive response be made by the CIA’s top brass 
to counter the spreading internal suspicion about the opera- 
tion. So I took it upon myself to have an over-all detailed 
description drawn up of what Chaos was supposed to be and 
what it was doing. My hope was that a clear statement of its 
charter would end the uneasiness over it and that the opera- 
tion would be accepted as justified. If there were cases 
wherein the operation had overstepped the CIA charter, it 
was my hope that the clear description would have the ef- 
fect of forcing the operation back within its rightful and le- 
gal limits—a hope I reinforced by a descriptive memoran- 
dum that asked that any deviation from proper activities be 
called to my attention for correction. Moreover, I believed 
that this approach would also have the benefit of provoking 
a reconsideration of the probable value of the whole opera- 
tion, which by this time seemed less and less significant, 
since it had become pretty clear that the antiwar movement 
wasn t connected with any foreign elements—a point Helms 
had made several times to doubting Presidents. 

This tactic worked; Helms in 1972 directed that the elabo- 
rate machinery of Operation Chaos be turned away from the 
antiwar movement to a far more important current threat, 
that of international terrorism. That target was clearly a le- 
gitimate CIA responsibility and a much more pressing one 
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than seeking links between foreign powers and the antiwar 
movement. It wasn’t until more than a year later that I real- 
ized that Helms’s direction as to the new priority was con- 
sidered by a few of those devoted to Chaos to be a cover 
story—a publicly acceptable explanation of their work while 
they continued to seek counterintelligence targets within 
American domestic dissent. By the time I learned of this, I 
was already in the process of dismantling Chaos, so I did not 
try to ascertain just exactly how this misconstruction of 
Helms’s instructions might have been reflected in actual op- 
erations. The experience did demonstrate, however, how 
the habits and language of clandestinity can intoxicate even 
its own practitioners and that internal supervision must be 
crystal-clear and thorough, especially when the secrecy of 
the operation prohibits external oversight. 

But for all my efforts, I found it impossible to do much 
about righting whatever was wrong with Operation Chaos. 
Its supersecrecy and extreme compartmentation, and the 
way its direction depended on Helms’s personal attention, 
kept me very much on its periphery. Whatever assurances I 
could come up with in response to the questions of the trou- 
bled younger officers did little to allay their unhappiness. 
For the fact of the matter was that the crisis of confidence in 
government over Vietnam, which was sweeping the nation 
at large, was beginning to infect the faith of the intelligence 
community in itself. 

Just how serious the infection was soon became clear 
when a publisher passed along a copy of the outline of a 
book on CIA being circulated by Victor Marchetti, a former 
CIA employee, in his search for a publisher. Marchetti, who 
had started out as an analyst, had been the Executive Assis- 
tant to the Deputy Director of Central Intelligence. Sitting 
astride the paper flow into the DDCI’s office, Marchetti had 
seen some of the most secret aspects of our intelligence op- 
erations. His co-author on the book, John Marks, who had 
served in the State Department Intelligence and Research 
Bureau, had had almost as much access to sensitive intelli- 
gence material there. Both had signed, before they were 
given access to such material, the same agreement that all 
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intelligence officers sign, to respect the secrecy of the mate- 
rial they become acquainted with in their jobs. But both had 
apparently decided that they would no longer be bound by 
that commitment. And the outline of their book indicated 
that they intended to reveal and criticize a number of CIA’s 
activities, including those that CIA had undertaken with for- 
eigners, with the sincerest understanding that they would 
be kept secret, since the reputations and even the safety of 
the foreigners could be jeopardized if they were revealed. 

Helms gathered a group of his senior advisers to discuss 
what we might do about this. We quickly concluded that we 
would really not be able to prosecute the two former em- 
ployees if they did publish, since a trial, even if successful, 
would probably result in the exposure of even more details 
of the secrets than their book might contain. And it was 
quite clear that an attempt to enjoin publication on the basis 
of a threat to national security would be an enormously diffi- 
cult uphill fight, produce oceans of further publicity, and 
unite the nation’s journalists against us. 

But one possibility did exist: an action to compel our for- 
mer employee to abide by the agreement he made when he 
joined CIA that he would not publish without first obtaining 
CIA’s agreement that he was not exposing classified infor- 
mation he had acquired during his employment. We knew 
we would still have a hard fight, but Helms decided we 
should go ahead, and we all agreed with him, because even 
if we lost, it would dramatically show how weak our legisla- 
tion to protect secrets was, and it would give us a basis to 
ask Congress for something better. 

So the Justice Department took the case to court—and 
won, although only after a long process and appeal. The Cir- 
cuit Court of Appeals first decided that Marchetti did indeed 
have to submit his text to us for review. And when he did, 
by which time I was Director, I told our people to follow the 
rules meticulously and identify every item that was classi- 
fied when Marchetti was employed, even though we would 
not really insist on some of them being deleted in the long 
run. I also said they were not to object to any of Marchetti’s 
opinions and that we could not object to Marchetti’s making 
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a mistake and saying something that was wrong, since by 
definition something that was not true could not be classi- 
fied. So our people identified some three-hundred-odd 
items. Our lawvers made a date to go over them with Mar- 
chetti and his lawyers to see whether we could get them to 
agree to minor changes in the wording of some of the items 
to make them unclassified, for example, leaving out specific 
names of people or countries. We also planned to drop our 
objections to certain of the items in the negotiation, to show 
our good faith, since some things like Air America had been 
so broadly exposed that they hardly were secret any more. 
And we were prepared to accept instances where Marchetti 
had learned things from sources other than his employment, 
in which case his agreement with us did not apply. But on 
some of the items, we knew, we would have to insist that 
they be dropped. And we hoped Marchetti would agree, as 
had several other former employees who had written, and 
written critically, about their CIA experience, but who had 
been convinced that we were not censoring their opinions 
and ideas, only protecting the specific and valuable secrets. 

But Marchetti said no, not a word could be changed. On 
about half of the three hundred items, we in CIA dropped 
our objections, either because we knew they really were no 
longer secrets or because Marchetti convinced us that he 
had another source than his employment for the informa- 
tion. But we dug in our heels on the remainder, went to 
court, testified about their classified nature and, after an- 
other appeal taken by the effective Justice Department at- 
torney Irwin Goldbloom, again won. But in a way, so did 
Marchetti, Marks, and their publisher: they published the 
book with blank spaces showing the items we had had de- 
leted and with bold type for those items we had initially 
identified as classified but then had withdrawn our objec- 
tions. And they made a great publicity campaign out of our 
“censorship,” which certainly added to the book’s sale. 

As a footnote to this experience, another former employee, 
Philip Agee, stayed out of the reach of the American court 
system until he published his story in England, festooned 
with an alphabetical list of every name of every person he 
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apparently could remember with whom he had been associ- 
ated during his time in CIA, whether or not that might ex- 
pose them to danger or damage. 

And then in this atmosphere we were hit by Watergate. I 
first heard of the break-in at the Democratic National Com- 
mittee headquarters on the radio news that Saturday, June 
17, 1972, crowding out the accounts of John Paul Vann’s fu- 
neral at Arlington the day before, where Komer had led us 
in tribute to our fighting friend. I must admit that, along 
with most of the country, I didn’t pay the break-in much 
mind, prepared to believe that it was nothing more than a 
stupid, third-rate burglary. But by the time of the evening 
news broadcast that day, when some of the burglars were 
identified as former CIA agents, and certainly by the follow- 
ing day, Sunday, by which time former CIA officers James 
McCord and Howard Hunt had been tied to the break-in, I 
realized that this was trouble for the Agency. Given the in- 
tense anti-CIA sentiment of the times, I knew that the 
Agency was bound to come in for another headline-shriek- 
ing pasting. But since the event was as much news to me as 
to the rest of the country, I felt that it would be soon enough 
to face the issue at the regular meeting of the CIA’s top 
leadership on Monday morning. 

Watergate obviously was topic number one at the meet- 
ing, and the first thing Helms did was express his surprise 
and puzzlement about what was going on. His contacts with 
the White House were almost exclusively through Kissinger, 
so he had no real knowledge of the activities of the Halde- 
man-Ehrlichman circle. He quickly ascertained, by calling 
on each of his senior subordinates in turn around the table, 
that everyone was equally surprised, and that thus there was 
no current CIA involvement with the Watergate figures, de- 
spite their earlier employment or other connections with the 
Agency. The meeting’s conclusion—that the CIA had had 
nothing to do with the break-in—was the absolute, unquali- 
fied truth. A number of those around the table did know that 
Hunt had been hired by the White House for some mysteri- 
ous and probably improper political machinations, bringing 
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to the task his penchant for unnecessary intrigue. They also 
knew that McCord was working for the Committee to Re- 
Elect the President; his background at the Agency had been 
in security, so his role in this caper was a bit harder to un- 
derstand. But, although all this offered much material for 
conjecture, the feeling was that it was beyond CIA’s charter 
to worry about and equally unwise for it to become involved 
in. Any wrong-doing and the retribution it would bring were 
for the White House and its employees to handle, not the 
CIA. 

Of course, there was a lively appreciation around the table 
that morning that because of Hunt, McCord, Martinez, and 
the others with CIA connections, there was a real danger 
that the flame of suspicion about the Agency would ignite 
into blazing headlines, making it seem that Watergate and 
all that the rubric would come to stand for was at bottom yet 
another dastardly CIA operation. To prevent that from hap- 
pening, Helms spelled out a fundamental strategy with 
which all his associates, myself included, agreed. To protect 
itself from even the appearance of involvement in Water- 
gate, the Agency was to distance itself from the event to 
every extent possible. “Stay cool, volunteer nothing, be- 
cause it will only be used to involve us. Just stay away from 
the whole damn thing.” That was the gist of Helms’s advice, 
and he asked me to coordinate the Agency's efforts in this 
regard. 

My first task was to respond to the requests from the FBI 
Alexandria office, which had been put in charge of investi- 
gating the Watergate break-in, for information on the status 
and backgrounds of the individuals with CIA connections 
who had been arrested. The immediate problem was how 
we could give the FBI facts about the activities of former 
CIA personnel without revealing the operational jobs they 
had done in the past and the people with whom they had 
dealt. We had to be concerned with the protection of legiti- 
mate operational secrets and with ensuring that the Agency 
was not dragged into something it had had nothing to do 
with while responding to quite appropriate FBI inquiries. It 


322 | HONORABLE MEN 


was while I was pondering this problem that Karl Wagner, 
the executive assistant to Lieutenant General Vernon Wal- 
ters, the DDCI, drew me aside to say that he had some in- 
formation that might be relevant. He told me that he re- 
called that about a vear before, Howard Hunt had come to 
General Robert Cushman, who was then the DDCI, to ask 
for CIA assistance on a job he was doing for the White 
House. The assistance, of course, was the famous wig and 
other material that Hunt obtained. The CIA had provided 
the assistance, Wagner said, because Hunt’s request was 
backed up by a personal phone call from John Ehrlichman 
to Cushman. The transaction, Wagner said, was on record, 
because Cushman had turned on a secret tape recorder, with 
which the DDCI’s office was equipped, during the whole of 
Hunt's visit. But, Wagner added, the Agency's help to Hunt 
was cut off a few weeks later, when his requests escalated 
and Wagner had warned that CIA was becoming involved in 
some domestic affair of the White House “plumbers” out- 
side its proper jurisdiction. 

Wagner’s information was obviously disturbing. It showed 
that a link did exist between CIA and Hunt’s activities, and 
no matter that it had been broken a year before or that it had 
been forged in the first place by someone as high up in the 
White House as Ehrlichman, it was exactly the sort of con- 
nection that could be trumpeted in the press and by CIA’s 
critics and put CIA smack in the middle of the headlines 
about whatever stupid enterprise Hunt might have been en- 
gaged in in the Watergate building. When I took Wagner to 
Helms and we all reviewed the details of the contacts, nei- 
ther Helms nor I saw any need to volunteer this information 
immediately to the FBI, since it did not have anything to do 
with the Watergate break-in a vear later. Our strategy, 
Helms stressed, was to respond to legitimate requests by the 
investigators for information on the individuals involved in 
Watergate or anv other directly related questions. But we 
had no obligation to rush forward with peripheral informa- 
tion not significant to the investigation at hand and likely to 
create misunderstandings and public excitement about a 
possible—and nonexistent—CIA role in the activity under 
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investigation. So I turned my attention to just such a legiti- 
mate request. 

One of the first reports I provided to the FBI outlined the 
Agency's association with Eugenio Martinez, stating that he 
had worked for the CIA during the middle 1960s and that he 
was still on a $100-a-month Agency “retainer” to report on 
Cuban exile activities at the time of the Watergate incident. 
In responding to questions about Hunt and his relations 
with the Mullen Company, the name of which was found in 
his notebook, I said that the Mullen Company, a widely 
known public-relations firm, had allowed the CIA to put two 
CIA officers on its payroll overseas as cover, and that one of 
the CIA men was still at his post. Our concern that the CIA 
would be dragged unfairly into Watergate immediately 
zoomed. For a few days after I had sent these reports off to 
the FBI Alexandria office, the information in them was re- 
peated in the press, with the key word “retainer” showing 
plainly the source, and the Mullen Company characterized 
as a “CIA front.” Clearly there was a leak in the FBI’s Alex- 
andria office, and from that point forward I determined that, 
though we would respond to all legitimate FBI requests, we 
would do so not to the Alexandria office but only to FBI 
Washington headquarters, where we could hope that our le- 
gitimate secrets would be protected and that the Agency 
would not be falsely tarred with the Watergate scandal. 

But this proved to be no easy job. For, as we now know 
from the White House tapes, President Nixon, within days 
of the Watergate break-in, had decided to try to use the CIA 
to cover up the escalating scandal, which ultimately would 
force his resignation. On June 23, he agreed to a scheme in 
which the Agency was to be told to block the FBI’s investi- 
gation. That day, Ehrlichman and H. R. Haldeman sum- 
moned Helms and his new deputy General Walters to the 
White House. There Ehrlichman expounded on the Presi- 
dent’s concern that the FBI Watergate investigation—it was 
now tracking down the money paid to the burglars to where 
it had been laundered in Mexico—would reveal legitimate 
CIA operations abroad. Helms replied that he didn’t think it 
would. Nonetheless, Ehrlichman and Haldeman ordered 


324 / HONORABLE MEN 


Walters—not Helms, interestingly enough—to go to Acting 
FBI Director Patrick Gray and tell him that FBI investiga- 
tions could endanger CIA operations in Mexico. After the 
meeting, in the car taking them away from the White House, 
Helms warned Walters to be sure that, in any conversation 
with Gray, he merely ask that any connection that the FBI 
might discover in its Mexican investigations that related to 
the CIA be brought to the Agency's attention. 

Walters, only six weeks in his post, went to Gray and re- 
peated the concern that some revelation of legitimate CIA 
Mexican operations might occur, and if it did, the Agency 
should be informed. Immediately after this discussion, Wal- 
ters returned to Langley and asked me to examine the rec- 
ords to see if any of our Mexican activities might be in jeop- 
ardy. I checked with the responsible offices and on June 24 
advised Walters that this was extremely unlikely. That was a 
Saturday and on the following Monday, the twenty-sixth, 
Walters told John Dean, who was coordinating the Water- 
gate affair in the White House, that there was little possibil- 
ity of the FBI’s running across a CIA operation and causing 
a problem that the Agency could not handle. With this, Wal- 
ters felt confident that he had unhooked any possible sus- 
pension of FBI investigations that his conversation with 
Gray might have caused. But on July 5, much to his surprise, 
Walters received a phone call from Gray in which the FBI 
chief said that he could no longer hold off the investigation 
without a written request from the CIA to that effect. The 
startled Walters replied that no such written or even oral 
request would be made by the CIA for the very good reason 
that the CIA, as he had made clear to Dean, didn’t feel that 
there was any basis for it. Apparently Dean had failed to 
pass Walters’ message on to Gray. 

With the investigation once more in motion, I received a 
new request from the FBI for more detailed information 
about the CIA’s relations with Howard Hunt. Conforming to 
our belief that we had to keep the Agency off center stage in 
this mess, I drafted a special memorandum that went to 
Gray personally over Walters’ signature (Helms was out of 
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the country). This said that the CIA had provided Hunt with 
certain technical disguise equipment in 1971 as a result ofa 
request from “a duly authorized extra-agency official.” I be- 
lieved it important that this report be sent to respond to the 
FBI's question about our contacts with Hunt. But I did not 
name Ehrlichman as the “duly authorized extra-agency offi- 
cial” for two reasons. The first was to avoid dropping what 
appeared at the time to be an inflammatory name into a mat- 
ter that appeared to have no particular relevance to the Wa- 
tergate affair over a year later. The second was to avoid re- 
vealing the existence of the secret taping capability in the 
DDCI's office, which was the only basis I had for knowing 
that Ehrlichman was involved (although a separate CIA rec- 
ord was later discovered that confirmed that he was). It was 
not a wise move. 

A few months later, with the Watergate investigations ac- 
celerating and broadening to include the over-all activities 
of the White House “plumbers,” Gray turned that memoran- 
dum over to the Justice Department and I, along with the 
CIA’s deputy general counsel, John Warner, was called in 
for a meeting with Assistant Attorney General Harold Peter- 
sen and Assistant U.S. Attorney Earl Silbert to discuss the 
matter. Among the mass of material, they focused on who 
had backed up. Hunt’s request for CIA assistance. I first said 
that the person was from another agency which was autho- 
rized to give us direction and then identified the agency as 
the White House. Finally in response to Silbert’s direct 
question, I named Ehrlichman as the one who had phoned 
Cushman. I had some hesitation, because the only evidence 
I had at the time to that effect was the statement of Cush- 
man on the tape, saying, “Yes, he called me.” 

Ehrlichman heard about this exchange and soon after con- 
voked Helms and me for a session at the White House to go 
over the matter, with Dean present. Ehrlichman said, and 
he seemed genuinely perplexed, that he had in fact been 
away from Washington at the time his phone call to Cush- 
man was supposed to have taken place. I replied that I 
didn’t know any more about it than the one fact of 


326 / HONORABLE MEN 


Cushman’s statement on the tape. I then suggested that if it 
was a question of Ehrlichman’s failure to remember the call, 
he get in touch with Cushman. He asked if I would request 
Cushman to call him, and I agreed to do so. But to show that 
I had not thrown Ehrlichman’s name out in any sense of 
hostility, I told him (and later recorded in a memorandum of 
my conversation with him) that I had “danced around” in 
order to avoid mentioning his name in the first set of ques- 
tions put to me by Petersen and Silbert. It was a most unfeli- 
citous choice of phrase and it came back to haunt me during 
an intense cross-examination by Senator Edward Kennedy 
in the 1973 confirmation hearings on my nomination to be 
DCI, where he wanted to know whether I was one of the 
group that had tried to cover up Watergate and its associated 
activities. 

Another tangential connection between the CIA and Wa- 
tergate with which I had to deal then involved a group of 
photographs that were brought to me when I was collecting 
all the data we had on the Agency's help to Hunt in 1971. 
He had asked the Agency’s technical laboratories to develop 
a roll of film he had taken with a camera that the Agency 
provided him when we gave him the wig and other material. 
The officer who had done the job had made copies of the 
developed prints before returning the negatives and origi- 
nals to Hunt. They were very grainy but clear enough for 
one to make out a series of Xerox shops in the Los Angeles 
area and an office building and its address, two cars parked 
out in front, with the names of two doctors on a nameplate 
on the building and the cars’ license-plate numbers identifi- 
able. All of this meant nothing to me, and I thought it ade- 
quate simply to mention the existence of the photos in the 
report I drafted for the FBI on the CIA’s relations with 
Hunt. No FBI follow-up took place. 

But after several months, with the Watergate scandal bur- 
geoning into a national trauma, I became uneasy as to what 
the photographs might signify. I asked our security office to 
attempt to identify the building, the two doctors whose 
names appeared on it and the license plates of the cars 
parked out front. The report came back in December 1972, 
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saying that the building was indeed in a Los Angeles neigh- 
borhood and the names and cars belonged to well-estab- 
lished and qualified psychiatrists, one of whom was Dr. 
Lewis J. Fielding. None of this in itself had any signifi- 
cance, and nothing was added to my knowledge; but after a 
week or so of rumination, I sent the photographs to the FBI, 
along with the information we had gathered on them. They 
were, of course, photographs taken by Hunt and Liddy as 
part of their plan to burglarize the Fielding offices to obtain 
psychiatric material on Daniel Ellsberg. But I didn’t dis- 
cover this until May 1973, when the burglary was revealed 
in the Ellsberg trial and resulted in its dismissal. 

A footnote to this incident is the fact that John Dean ob- 
viously did recognize the photographs and their significance 
long before the Ellsberg trial. For early in 1973, somewhat 
nervously, he asked that all of CIA’s memos (obviously in- 
cluding the photographs) be returned to the CIA from the 
FBI, leaving a card in the FBI's file that this had been done. 
I recommended that we agree to no such thing since I saw 
no legitimate rationale for doing so, although I had no suspi- 
cion what might be behind Dean’s request at the time. We 
reacted the same way as we reacted when Dean approached 
Walters shortly after the Watergate arrests with the idea that 
the CIA provide bail for the arrested Watergate burglars. 
Walters turned that one down flatly, pointing out that this 
would be impossible, since the Agency had no funds avail- 
able for such an activity and if it made some available for 
any such action it would have to report the fact to Congres- 
sional committees. The strategy was to ensure that CIA 
avoid getting involved in Watergate or any other improper 
activity, but to do this without taking a hostile position to- 
ward the White House, explaining why we could not do 
something and not probing into whatever it might be 
doing—just staying out. 

But this cautious, “distancing” strategy proved to be a 
double-edged sword, cutting the Agency in two ways. On 
the one hand, the CIA was perceived as withholding evi- 
dence as long as it possibly could—then revealing it grudg- 
ingly and only what had been specifically asked for and not 
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a whit more. This clearly generated further distrust and sus- 
picion, and reinforced the hostile questions being asked 
about the Agency’s good faith and its use—or abuse—of its 
institutionalized secrecy. On the other hand, each disclosure 
wrung or leaked from the reluctant Agency during this pe- 
riod caused a greater sensation than it would have done if 
the information had been volunteered. Moreover, each such 
disclosure fed the belief that more sinister material was still 
being withheld, and the White House-launched rumors that 
CIA was the real culprit in the whole affair gained much 
currency. The over-all result in the long run was to tarnish 
the CIA’s reputation even further. 

In the short run, to be sure, Helms’s strategy did have the 
effect of preventing the CIA’s tangential connection with 
the plumbers in 1971 from being blown into sensational pro- 
portions by the media before they could be presented in 
their true context. And more to the point, it also prevented 
the Agency from becoming involved in the Watergate cover- 
up, of being used by the Nixon White House to escape pun- 
ishment for its crimes. Indeed, in this respect it worked so 
well that the Washington Post, surely among the most ag- 
gressively investigative of all the media on Watergate, noted 
in an editorial that the CIA “was the only agency in town 
that said No. ” 

Dick Helms paid the price for that “No.” In early Decem- 
ber 1972, he was invited to Camp David for a meeting with 
the President. The belief at Langley was that he was being 
called to discuss the CIA budget, which at the time was un- 
der some debate with the Office of Management and Bud- 
get. So I arranged a careful briefing on the arguments on our 
side before he went. But it turned out to be a waste of time. 
What happened at Camp David had nothing to do with the 
budget. It had to do with Helms’s careful distancing of the 
Agency from Watergate, his refusal to allow it to be used in 
the cover-up. And for that Nixon fired him as DCI, sent him 
packing to Iran as ambassador and named James Schlesinger 
as the Agency’s new chief. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


The Family Jewels 


nes SCHLESINGER came on strong. Although his was to 
be the shortest tenure of any DCI in the Agency’s history— 
barely four months—he was to have an exceptionally pro- 
found impact on it. He came to the job from the chairman- 
ship of the Atomic Energy Commission. But before that, as 
noted, while deputy director of the Office of Management 
and Budget in 1971, on the direct orders of President Nixon, 
he had conducted a comprehensive review not only of the 
Agency but of the entire intelligence community. So he was 
no neophyte when he was sworn in as CIA chief in Febru- 
arv 1973. Indeed, quite to the contrary; he knew a great deal 
about it. More to the point, he had developed some strong 
ideas about what was wrong with it and some positive ideas 
as to how to go about righting those wrongs. So he arrived at 
Langley running, his shirt tails flying, determined, with that 
bulldog, abrasive temperament of his, to implement those 
ideas and set off a wave of change both in the practice of 
intelligence generally and in the organization and operation 
of the CIA specifically. And in my view, he succeeded ad- 
mirably. 

Central to Schlesinger’s ideas was his thinking about the 
DCPs role in the over-all intelligence process. Bluntly put, 
he believed that he should be unequivocally the head of it, 
and that “it? included all American intelligence agencies, 
not just the CIA. One of the key recommendations of the 
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intelligence review he had made while still at the OMB was 
that the Congress should enact legislation specifically so 
designating and authorizing the DCI, turning the responsi- 
bilities of the day-to-day management of the CIA itself over 
to the DDCI. Fearful of opening a Pandora’s Box—one 
couldn’t be certain what the Congress might do in those 
days of rising anti-CIA sentiment once it got a chance to 
start revising the Agency’s legislative charter—the Nixon ad- 
ministration turned this recommendation down. But accept- 
ing the basic merit of the idea, Nixon issued a Presidential 
directive (which skirted the need to go to the Congress) to 
then CIA chief Richard Helms, assigning the DCI formal 
responsibility for “an enhanced leadership role” over all in- 
telligence activities, including the preparation of a consoli- 
dated intelligence-community budget and the coordination 
of the intelligence activities of the State, Treasury and De- 
fense Departments, the military services and the National 
Security Agency. 

Helms took a game crack at implementing the directive, 
forming an Intelligence Community Staff within CIA and 
chairing the United States Intelligence Board on which all 
the above intelligence services were represented. But there 
was resistance to his authoritv, as Defense wasn’t about to 
surrender its control over the Pentagon’s intelligence agen- 
cies to the CIA’s Director. Helms had far too exquisite a 
sense of political realities to get into a fight he knew he 
couldn't win, and which could hurt both CIA and himself. 
And so, with the quiet approval of his key Congressional 
oversight chairmen, he continued operating the CIA as a 
separate but equal agency and refrained from trying to assert 
a dominant position in managing the intelligence commu- 
nity. Thus the Presidential directive rested tranquilly in the 
records, but had little effect, and some in White House cir- 
cles considered Helms to have disregarded a Presidential 
order. 

But Schlesinger came with a stronger mandate—Nixon’s 
interest in a better-organized intelligence community—and 
with a political base to bring it about. He was determined to 
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upgrade the DCPs role and responsibilities, and he vigor- 
ously revitalized Nixon’s directive to that effect. With Elliot 
Richardson fairly new as Secretary of Defense—and with 
nowhere near Laird’s political influence—Schlesinger had a 
much better opportunity to make it work. He shored up the 
Intelligence Community Staff, appointing generals and 
other non-CIA personnel to lead it and improve its relations 
with the other intelligence agencies. He made it clear that 
he would look at intelligence questions from a position 
above the entire community, rather than from the point of 
view of the impact they might have on the interests and in- 
dependence of CIA. 

As for what the CIA itself should be doing under his lead- 
ership, Schlesinger believed that the overwhelming empha- 
sis should be placed on the collection and analysis of intelli- 
gence—and on using and supporting the ultrasophisticated 
military technology that so remarkably enhanced the possi- 
bilities in this area. Schlesinger thus came down hard on the 
analytical aspect of the CIA’s work as the main element of 
the modern intelligence process. But when he probed the 
staffs and offices that produced this work, he found them 
intensely concerned about the contribution they felt they 
could make to national policy, so he quickly revised his ini- 
tial belief that they had grown totally academic and nega- 
tive, and started listening to these experts, encouraging the 
young ones to participate, arguing with them as equals and 
using their ideas to refine his own before making his presen- 
tations to National Security Council meetings. He also soon 
discovered the value of one of Helms’s innovations, the post 
of Special Assistant to the DCI for Vietnamese Affairs, and 
established a counterpart in a Special Assistant for the Mid- 
dle East, an expert to keep him up to date on all the aspects 
of that complicated situation. 

But perhaps more important to Schlesinger than even his 
ideas about the DCI’s role in the intelligence community or 
the importance of analysis and technology to that commu- 
nity was his belief in the need for a major reform in the 
basic ethic of “intelligence.” During his initial briefings, 
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which began directly after he was appointed CIA chief in 
December 1972 and which consequently often took place 
(sometimes for six hours at a stretch) in his AEC offices in 
Germantown, he discussed with me at great length the need 
to change the concept of a “secret service.” He made it clear 
that he was hypersuspicious of the role and influence of the 
clandestine operators within the CIA, that he felt the 
Agency had become complacent and bloated under their 
domination, that indeed there were far too many of these 
“old boys” around the place doing little more than looking 
after each other, playing spy games and reliving the halevon 
past of their OSS and early Cold War derring-do days. In his 
harsh term, Schlesinger regarded them as “dead wood,” re- 
sponsible for maintaining the Agency’s severe compartmen- 
talization between its “cultures,” which was not only ineffi- 
cient but resulted in ill-conceived activities and gross 
mistakes. And it was in his determination to do something 
about this situation that I became most closely associated 
with Schlesinger. 

Early on I convinced Schlesinger that mv post as Execu- 
tive Director-Comptroller was essentially a meaningless job 
and ought to be abolished from the table of organization. 
The ambiguity of my authority made it impossible for me to 
be a real chief of staff, and I questioned whether one should 
exist in any case between the DCI and his substantive de- 
puties. What I said to him was this: “Look, where you are 
going to have your biggest troubles is with the clandestine 
crowd downstairs. Im one of them. I grew up with them. I 
know them. Let me go down there and take care of that for 
you. By this time, as a totally loyal Helms man, Karames- 
sines had retired from the Agency and so Schlesinger ap- 
pointed me Deputy Director for Plans, the job I had 
dreamed of holding when I returned from running the 
CORDS program in Vietnam, the job I believed would be 
the highest I'd ever attain in my CIA career. In response to 
Schlesinger’s wish that I help him to some degree with the 
Agency as a whole as well, I agreed to accept an ad hoc 
arrangement of being secretary of a “management commit- 
tee” consisting of all the deputies. 
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The first thing I did on taking over the DDP was to 
change its name. In the spirit of starting to disperse the at- 
mosphere of intrigue that shrouded the Agency, the mean- 
ingless, misleading euphemism “Deputy Director for Plans” 
became the straightforward, descriptive appellation, Deputy 
Director of Operations. In the same spirit, Schlesinger 
erected a green-and-white sign on the parkway leading to 
the Langley headquarters stating, for all the world to see, 
that this was the way to the CIA. When the Langley build- 
ing was first opened back in the Kennedy administration, a 
CIA sign had been placed on the parkway. But when Robert 
Kennedy saw it, he thought it ridiculous for a secret intelli- 
gence agency to advertise itself, and he ordered the sign re- 
moved. So for years one had to know that the sign that read 
“Bureau of Public Roads” pointed to the CIA turnoff as well 
as to a tiny highway office. In restoring the CIA sign Schle- 
singer was symbolically making the point that the day of the 
clandestine mystique was coming to an end. And for many 
within the Agency it was a wrenching end. 

But a greater impact on the old system came from Schle- 
singer's determination to carry out a major purge of person- 
nel. About 7 percent of CIA’s staff either were fired or were 
forced to resign or retired. And the largest portion of these, 
in keeping with Schlesinger’s belief that most of the “dead 
wood” was in the clandestine services, came from my Direc- 
torate of Operations (nee Plans). I admit that I agreed with 
Schlesinger’s assessment, especially in light of the minimal 
level to which covert-action operations had been pared by 
this time, that the DDO’s division had to be reduced sub- 
stantially in numbers and influence and thoroughly reorga- 
nized. It fell to me, as secretary of the management commit- 
tee, to give the word of departure to a number of senior 
officers, and it wasn’t long before a phone call from me cast 
a chill on any recipient. The only solace I could take in per- 
forming this ugly work was the knowledge that I was able to 
cushion Schlesinger’s abrasive approach somewhat, soften- 
ing the harsh process for many of my old colleagues by ar- 
ranging for their early retirement, by transferring them from 
senior positions to less prominent ones and by otherwise 
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trying to remove them with their dignity still intact rather 
than in disgrace. 

But, to my surprise, there was one senior officer who es- 
caped the purge, and that was Jim Angleton. I make no se- 
cret of the fact that I recommended to Schlesinger that An- 
gleton ought to be moved, reiterating my long-held feeling 
that his supersecretive style of operation had, at least in re- 
cent years, become incompatible with the one I believed 
essential. But Schlesinger wasn’t sure. He was clearly fasci- 
nated by Angleton’s undoubted brilliance and couldn’t help 
wondering if there just might not be something to his com- 
plicated theories that deserved further exploration. It may 
also have been that Angleton’s unbending Cold War view 
toward the Soviets appealed to Schlesinger’s own fierce 
anti-Communism. So he refused to let me move him. But he 
did agree to allow me to make some major changes in Angle- 
ton’s operations. 

One issue required early resolution. In 1952 CIA had 
started a program of looking at the mail between the Soviet 
Union and the United States, and opening selected letters. 
Over the years this had grown into a major operation that 
was held in the deepest secrecy by the Office of Security, 
which did the work, and the Counterintelligence Staff, 
which received the products and passed them on to the FBI. 
On various occasions the activity had been discussed with 
Postmasters General, although memories differ whether 
these discussions included opening the letters or just in- 
specting the outside of the envelopes. In early 1973, the 
project was brought to the DCTs attention for what proved 
to be the last time. The Chief Postal Inspector, a former CIA 
officer, who knew the full extent of the activity, was insist- 
ing that he would have to stop the activity unless CIA ob- 
tained “higher-level approval” for its continuation (as it had 
done on previous occasions). In my role as secretary of the 
management committee for Schlesinger, I was charged with 
preparing the matter for his decision. 

Two things bothered me about the project. First was the 
fact that opening first-class mail was a direct violation of a 
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criminal statute; I looked it up in the law library to make 
sure. And secondly, I could get nothing beyond vague gen- 
eralities from the Counterintelligence Staff when I asked 
what the operation had actually accomplished of any value 
over the years. So I went to Schlesinger with the recommen- 
dation that the project be terminated—and was countered by 
a strong appeal from Jim Angleton that it be continued, if 
necessary by getting President Nixon’s personal approval. 
In the session in which the issue was debated, I saw that 
Schlesinger did not want to override Angleton completely. 
So we ended with the decision that the project be “sus- 
pended.” This satisfied me, because in effect that meant it 
was terminated, since the Postal Inspector cut it off when no 
higher approval was forthcoming. But it also meant that An- 
gleton’s face was saved. 

In the same careful way I set about changing the Opera- 
tions Directorate, trying to avoid directly affronting the peo- 
ple who had built it and who believed passionately in its 
established patterns. I formed a committee to revise the 
hoary old split between the FI and CA Staffs, replacing 
them with a new breakdown into plans, operations and ser- 
vices, and squeezing out those whose contribution I thought 
minimal. In this process I managed to remove from Angle- 
ton’s Counterintelligence Staff such functions as CIA’s liai- 
son with the FBI, the remnants of Operation Chaos, and its 
terrorist coverage, and a host of procedural activities, and so 
reduce his large staff. Moreover, I reformed the enormous 
paperwork involved in the directorate’s system of individual 
project review and approval, introducing a more general 
procedure of program direction and inspection of results for 
each field station, and in the process I learned how hard it is 
to get any bureaucracy to stop doing something it is used to 
doing. I set up grading systems for reports throughout the 
directorate on the model I had developed years before for 
the Far East Division. And, as a start in breaking down the 
walls of compartmentation between the Operations Directo- 
rate and the Agency's other directorates, I transferred the 
Technical Services Division, long one of the DDP’s most 
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secret elements, providing the microphones to be placed 
abroad, the psychological advice on how to handle alien 
agents, and similar applied science and research for clandes- 
tine operations, in the past including consideration of the 
possible uses of drugs either offensively or defensively, 

to the Directorate of Science and Technology. In return, 
Schlesinger agreed that the division that overtly collected 
information within the United States by identifying its offi- 
cers as CIA and asking citizens to share information with 
their government, would be turned over to the Operations 
Directorate, where I thought we could better coordinate this 
overt collection of intelligence with what we tried to obtain 
in our clandestine operations abroad. 

But, despite these bureaucratic changes, I essentially con- 
tinued the DDO’s activities as they had been run under 
Helms and Karamessines, giving priority to the “hard tar- 
gets” of the Communist world, stressing “professional” 
ways to exert covert influence abroad, building the confi- 
dence of ambassadors that CIA was part of their overseas 
missions rather than a means of conducting independent op- 
erations and formulating separate policies, and working se- 
cretly with the intelligence officials of friendly countries. I 
also began, with a great deal of enthusiasm, to get at the job 
of running CIA’s worldwide overseas operations, meeting 
the Middle East Chiefs of Station at a gathering in Athens, 
traveling through Vienna and Germany to review our opera- 
tions in Central Europe (and to feel the impact of the Berlin 
Wall for the first time) and attending a meeting of my old 
friends of the Far East Division in Bangkok (after changing 
its name to the East Asia Division, partly in response to the 
remark attributed to Imelda Marcos of the Philippines, “Far 
from where?’’). 

In this process I especially tried to get to know the better 
younger officers, from among whom I chose replacements 
for those whom Schlesinger had purged or for those who 
would be leaving in the near future as the generation that 
had started CIA in the late 1940s and early 1950s reached 
retirement age. I lunched every week or two, in a quiet sec- 
tion of Langley’s huge cafeteria, with a group of three or 
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four junior- or middle-grade officers, discussing what they 
were most concerned about and coming as near as practica- 
ble to reproducing my overnight provincial visits in Viet- 
nam—but without newsmen, of course. 

I also pushed some of mv personal hobbies about how our 
operations should be conducted, from a greater use of tech- 
nical gadgetry in the collection of “hard” evidence on what 
our adversaries were planning and debating, to greater at- 
tention to the new area of economic intelligence. But I also 
had to spend a lot of time defending what Schlesinger was 
doing, trying to fend off the scare rumors that floated out 
from Langley about massive personnel cuts and the decline 
of the importance of the old “clandestine service” from its 
preeminent position. It was clear that the job I had asked for 
and got was going to be no bed of roses, but I looked for- 
ward to it happily anyway, believing that we could settle the 
turbulence in good time and then could get on to develop- 
ing the kind of long-term clandestine intelligence service 
the country would need in the vears ahead. 

But it was on my trip to Bangkok in early May of 1973 that 
I read in a newspaper the story that would radically shake 
up my life, and that of CIA. It was the story that reported 
that, during Daniel Ellsberg’s trial for disclosing the Penta- 
gon Papers, it had been revealed that the office of his psy- 
chiatrist, Dr. Lewis J. Fielding, had been broken into by 
Howard Hunt, using CIA equipment, in search of material 
that would then be turned over to CIA and from which CIA 
would prepare a “psychiatric profile” on Ellsberg for the 
White House. This was a shocker and I couldn't understand 
how I had never heard of it before, when I was supposed to 
have been in charge of assembling all the CIA material rele- 
vant to Watergate. But more disturbingly, I wondered how 
the news had hit Schlesinger; for I had assured him that I 
had told him the full story of CIA’s relationship to Watergate 
on virtually the first day he had arrived at Langley. 

I didn’t have to wait long after my return home to find 
Schlesinger’s reaction. In a most moving vote of confidence 
in me, Schlesinger said he assumed that the news was as 
much of a surprise to me as it was to him. But then he went 
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on to say that we would tear the place apart and “fire every- 
one if necessary, but we had to find out whether there 
were any other such questionable or illegal activities hidden 
in the secret recesses of the clandestine past that we didn’t 
know about and that might explode at any time under our 
feet. To do this, Schlesinger said, he wanted to issue a direc- 
tive to all CIA past and present employees, ordering them to 
come forward with any matter they knew of where the 
Agency had engaged in an activity outside its proper 
charter. With that directive, which he issued on May 9, the 
CIA “family jewels” were born, and led inexorably to a year 
of Congressional investigations and a whole new status for 
American intelligence. 

Schlesinger’s memorandum to all CIA employees started 
by saying that “recent press reports outline in detail certain 
alleged CIA activities with respect to Mr. Howard Hunt and 
other parties.” Then it went on to state: 


All CIA employees should understand my attitude on this type 
of issue. I shall do everything in my power to confine CIA activ- 
ities to those that fall within a strict interpretation of its legisla- 
tive charter. I take this position because I am determined that 
the law shall be respected and because this is the best way to 
foster the legitimate and necessary contributions we in CIA can 
make to the national security of the United States. 


He then ordered 


all the senior operating officials of this Agency to report to me 
immediately on any activities now going on, or that have gone 
on in the past, which might be construed to be outside the legis- 
lative charter of this Agency. 


Furthermore, he directed 


every person presently employed by the CIA to report to me on 
any such activities of which he has knowledge. I invite all ex- 
employees to do the same. 


And finally 


any CIA employee who believes that he has received instruc- 
tions which in any way appear inconsistent with the CIA legis- 
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lative charter shall inform the Director of Central Intelligence 
immediately. 


I collaborated with Schlesinger in the preparation and dis- 
tribution of this memo and, with the Inspector General and 
his staff put at my disposal, was given the responsibility of 
seeing that it was implemented. 

Partly inspired by this directive, the Security Office in- 
formed me of the fact that the Agency had received some 
letters from James McCord, a loyal CIA alumnus who had 
been arrested as a Watergate burglar, in which letters he 
made veiled allegations that an attempt was being made in 
the White House to pin the blame for Watergate on the 
Agency. His points had reinforced other indications that sto- 
ries were being floated that CIA had masterminded the Wa- 
tergate break-in to strike at Nixon, and that Charles Colson 
was doing the floating. As in the case of the psychiatric pro- 
file, this was the first I had heard of these letters, so I asked 
that the full story about them be assembled for Schlesinger. 
But, in the day or so it took to do so, one of Schlesinger s 
assistants, who had been appointed to help him get on top of 
the agency that he had come to distrust, heard of the letters 
and told Schlesinger of them. For the first—and only—time 
I feared that Schlesinger had become suspicious that I too, 
as an old Agency hand, was trying to keep secrets from him; 
I hadn’t brought the McCord letters to him quickly enough. 
The upshot was that we issued yet another order to every 
employee to report on suspicious matters, and this time 
made it a specific call for reports on any contact with any of 
the individuals who had been involved in Watergate. 

As for the McCord letters, we learned that the knowledge- 
able officers had “forgotten” the matter after they had been 
told by CIA’s General Counsel that there was no legal obli- 
gation to report them to the Justice Department or FBI. It 
was the “distancing” strategy that had kept CIA clear of the 
Watergate mess, but it had also kept the matter from its new 
Director. His anger over this had to be experienced to be 
believed, and I experienced it, both barrels. But it rein- 
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forced my own concern that the Agency had to find a new 
way of operating so that the necessary secrecy of our opera- 
tions abroad did not become a totally unjustifiable clandes- 
tinity here at home. 

The directives and Schlesinger’s forcefulness had their ef- 
fect. The Inspector General’s office compiled a list of “po- 
tential flap activities”; it consisted of 693 pages of possible 
violations of, or at least questionable activities in regard to, 
the CIA’s legislative charter. Presented to the Director so 
that he would know about them, they were promptly 
dubbed by a wag the “family jewels”; I referred to them as 
“our skeletons in the closet.” Among them were the Chaos 
Operation against the antiwar movement, the surveillance 
and bugging of American journalists in hope of locating the 
sources of leaks of sensitive materials, and all the connec- 
tions with the Watergate conspirators and White House 
“plumbers.” (On the last, nothing was added—much to 
Schlesinger’s relief and mine—to what had already been 
mentioned.) In addition, the list mentioned the mail-inter- 
cept program that the Agency's Counterintelligence Staff, 
under Angleton, had been conducting and some of the bi- 
zarre and tragic cases wherein the Agency experimented 
with mind-control drugs, including the one of a CIA officer 
who, without his knowledge, was given LSD, which caused 
a deep depression and eventually his death. (The list in the 
drug area, however, was far from comprehensive, since the 
records had apparently been destroyed in 1972.) There were 
also many instances of the Agency becoming involved in the 
activities of other government agencies, such as the Bureau 
of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs and local police depart- 
ments. Moreover, the list noted the exchange of information 
on Americans who were deemed to be threats to the security 
of the Agency. And, in a separate and even more secret an- 
nex, the Inspector General summarized a 1967 survey of 
CIA’s involvement in assassination attempts or plans against 
Castro, Lumumba and Trujillo. 

We could not of course be certain that the 693 pages cov- 
ered in fact every last one of the skeletons in CIA’s closet, 
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since records did not exist in every case or were buried in 
long-retired files of financial data, arguments over projects, 
or progress reports on long-forgotten operations. But the list 
certainly was broad enough in scope and time to suggest 
that it covered most, and the most serious, of the Agency’s 
questionable activities. And perhaps I revealed my own 
long career in, and resulting bias in favor of, the clandestine 
profession, when I concluded that this list of CIA misdeeds 
over twenty-five years really was not so bad. Certainly there 
were activities on it that could not be justified under any 
rule or by any rationalization, were outside CIA’s proper 
charter, and were just plain wrong whether technically for- 
bidden or not. But I was familiar with the procedures of 
other intelligence and security services in the world; was 
aware of the kind of encouragement and exhortations CIA 
received from government leaders and public alike during 
the Cold War, to be “more effective, more unique and, if 
necessary, more ruthless than the enemy”; knew the diffi- - 
culty of enforcing disciplined behavior in an atmosphere of 
secrecy and intrigue; and knew personally some of CIA’s 
more bizarre characters, such as Bill Harvey, who carried 
his pistol wherever he went, ex-Marine “Tony” in the high 
country of Laos so many years, and Peter Lorre-like scien- 
tists fertile with ideas as to how drugs might help the “mis- 
sion.” 

So, I found that the most remarkable thing about the list 
was that it was not more serious, that it did not include more 
widespread dangers to the lives and liberties of our 
citizens—that, for example, the surveillance of Americans in 
the United States affected only employees or ex-employvees 
of CIA and five newsmen suspected of receiving its leaked 
material, that the mail-intercept program involved essen- 
tially only the mail to and from the Soviet Union (plus sev- 
eral short-term looks at similar mail with China and Cuba), 
that domestic wire taps did stop in 1965, when the President 
so directed, and that Nixon had to set up the “plumbers” in 
the White House, because such activities would not be car- 
ried out by CIA. 
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But my conclusion had one major flaw—the seriousness of 
the list would not be judged on any absolute scale, but 
against what the public knew and believed about CIA. A 
similar list of the failings, and even the positive misdeeds, 
of the Army, the FBI, or a local police force would be 
judged against what the public knew and believed about 
those organizations. And since their functions, successes, 
and rules of behavior were well known and even well publi- 
cized, in heroic war movies and on Sunday-night TV series, 
their failings and misdeeds—from the Army’s My Lai to the 
FBIs COINTEL—would be seen in the perspective of the 
whole of these organizations’ existence. But the same facts 
were not known about CIA; the early enthusiasm for its role, 
as we have seen, had long since been eroded by a series of 
calamitous exposures, and its fictional image was far worse 
than the worst of the “jewels.” So it had little or no capital 
of sympathy left to carry it through a public attack. In this 
situation I thought the best course would be for CIA’s lead- 
ership to know the past and correct what could not be justi- 
fied under today’s standards, but to let those past misdeeds 
rest quietly so they could not be used by CIA’s many critics 
to wound it in the present. We should reform the internal 
traditions and improve the external understanding of CIA by 
a program of opening up what did not need to remain secret 
and of educating the public on how modern intelligence had 
changed. 

But just as this process was going on—in fact, just when it 
was barely started—my career took an astonishing turn. Just 
as Schlesinger was issuing his May 9 call for the family jew- 
els, I received a phone call from Alexander Haig, who had 
taken over as White House chief of staff for Nixon after 
Haldeman had been driven out of the job by the Watergate 
scandal. “Is your secretary on the line, Bill?” he asked. It 
was normal procedure around Washington to have one’s sec- 
retary monitor one’s calls, and I said yes. “Could you ask 
her to drop off, please?” I was somewhat surprised, but 
Haig and I were friends from my time in Vietnam and I said, 
“Sure.” After she dropped off, Al told me the last thing in 
the world that I had expected to hear. Richard Kleindienst, 
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because of his involvement in the Watergate mess, had been 
obliged to resign as Attorney General. Elliot Richardson, 
then Secretary of Defense, had been nominated to replace 
him at the Justice Department and Jim Schlesinger was to 
be nominated to replace him at Defense. “And the Presi- 
dent wants vou to take over as Director of the CIA, Bill,” 
Haig concluded. 

For a few seconds I was at a complete loss for an answer. I 
had no idea how the President had hit on me. He hardly 
knew of me. We had met only once, when he had visited 
Saigon while I was running CORDS, and that was at a for- 
mal session with dozens of other people around, so there 
was no way he could have remembered me from then. The 
only other remotely personal connection I had with him was 
the fact that our son Jonathan had been a roommate at 
Princeton of Edward Cox, who had married Tricia Nixon, 
and had been at their White House wedding. Surely that 
couldn’t have had anything to do with it. What had, I never 
really discovered. The best that I ever deduced was that 
Nixon may well have been aware of my work in Vietnam 
and that Haig, Schlesinger, and the DDCI Vernon Walters, 
all of whom were a lot closer to the White House than I had 
ever been, commented on me favorably and suggested my 
name for consideration. And undoubtedly Kissinger en- 
dorsed it, on the basis of my work in Vietnam and my con- 
tacts with him in the middle 1960s, when he was an occa- 
sional consultant for the National Security Council on the 
war, and I had briefed him for CIA. Their suggestions, and 
the convenience of putting a politically neutral professional 
into CIA, probably were the determining factors in that pe- 
riod of continued tension over Watergate. 

But no matter how my nomination came about, I was both 
stunned and delighted, and finally managed to blurt out to 
Haig that I was honored and appreciative and would do the 
best I could. “That’s fine, Bill,” Haig replied. “The Presi- 
dent would like you to come to the Cabinet meeting on the 
tenth, where he intends to make the announcement of 
Schlesinger’s and your nominations.” 

In retrospect, I must admit, there was something rather 
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disconcertingly casual in the process of elevating me to the 
top CIA job. At the Cabinet meeting the next morning, after 
a number of other items of business had been attended to 
and just before my nomination was announced, I noticed 
President Nixon lean over to whisper something to Haig and 
then Haig scribbled a note, which he passed over to me. It 
asked, “Did you have any connections with Watergate 
which would raise problems?” I looked across the room at 
Haig and shook my head no, but it seemed to me a poor way 
of conducting a security check, and if mv answer had been 
different, poor timing too. A few minutes later, the President 
announced Schlesinger’s and my nominations, and Elliot 
Richardson turned and congratulated me first. 

The casual note about my elevation continued. Missis- 
sippi Senator John Stennis, who was Chairman of the Armed 
Services Committee and thus responsible for my confirma- 
tion hearings, had been shot in a holdup and was recuperat- 
ing in Walter Reed Hospital and, although Stuart Symington 
was the committee’s next senior member, he hadn’t been 
authorized to act on Stennis’s behalf in this matter. So it 
wasn't until July that the hearings were at last convened and 
the Senate didn’t vote to confirm me until August 1. And 
then, after I had been confirmed, everybody seemed to for- 
get all about the necessity of formally swearing me in as 
DCI, so that didn’t happen until Dick Walters stirred the 
machinery and I was finally called down to the White House 
on September 4. 

Throughout this four-month period I was in a rather pecu- 
liar position. Because my nomination had been announced 
in early May, all the world knew I was meant to be the next 
CIA chief. But I wasn’t able to accept the responsibility or 
exercise the authority of the position until I was officially 
sworn in. In the meantime, I was, if not exactly a man with- 
out a job, then one without a title—an absolutely befuddling 
situation in official Washington, where titles are more im- 
portant than gold—in effect running the Agency without 
presuming to do so. For a brief time, while Schlesinger 
waited for his nomination to go through, he and I continued 
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to work together pretty much as before on the Agency’s most 
pressing matters. But he was gone by June, and after he left, 
Vernon Walters, as DDCI, became acting CIA chief so what- 
ever we did then had to defer to this formality. I must say 
that it could have been an awful mess with anyone but Wal- 
ters, who handled the odd situation with ease, grace and 
good humor. We agreed that I could work for him (which I 
did when I was Executive Director and DDO under him) or 
he could work for me (which we knew would be the case 
after I was sworn in) and that we could handle the transition 
in the spirit of good friendship we had long ago developed. 

What was most immediately on my mind after my appoint- 
ment was announced was still, of course, the family jewels. 
By May 21 the initial summary of them was available from 
the Inspector General. Schlesinger and I agreed that I 
should let our Congressional oversight committee chairmen 
in both the Senate and the House know that we had assem- 
bled them and that we were determined that CIA would re- 
main within its proper limits in the future. In that way we 
felt that these chairmen could help prevent my confirmation 
hearings from going off into an anti-CIA extravaganza. Con- 
sequently, I visited the courtly Stennis at Walter Reed Hos- 
pital, and after a brief oral summary he agreed that I meet 
with Symington and give him the rundown as well. Simi- 
larly, I made an appointment with Edward Hebert, the ex- 
cellent former Louisiana newsman who had become Chair- 
man of the House Armed Services Committee; he in turn 
sent me to see Lucien Nedzi, the Michigan liberal Demo- 
crat he had selected to chair the Intelligence Subcommittee 
of Hebert’s committee, in order to break out of the tradition 
of conservative Southern protection of CIA. Three of these 
men listened to my account of the family jewels without 
much excitement and accepted my assurances that I would 
see to it that CIA conducted its activities in full compliance 
with its charter in the future. There was a general consensus 
that these matters of the past should be left in the past in 
order that the Agency could continue to do its positive work 
in the present and future. 
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The single exception was Nedzi, who took his new re- 
sponsibilities as chairman very seriously. He insisted on 
reading the individual items in the family jewels list in great 
detail, asked very specific follow-up questions in regard to 
them and demanded repeated assurances that these kinds of 
activity would never be carried on in the future. He also 
asked the toughest question—whether the accounts of these 
activities could not and should not be publicly released, to 
serve as a catharsis of the past and a barrier against their 
repetition in the future. He represented that new and grow- 
ing approach to Congressional oversight of the CIA that I 
realized would, in the weeks and months ahead, indeed 
throughout my term as DCI, be followed by the older, more 
established chairmen with whom I would have to deal. Un- 
der pressure from their Congressional colleagues, the press 
and the public, they would no longer be willing merely to 
accept the CIJA’s accounts of its role and activities but would 
insist on their Congressional responsibility to supervise the 
Agency more closely and specifically. More than just resign- 
ing myself to this situation, I considered it correct in our 
Constitutional democracy, but I urged that this new era not 
be applied to the past. The shock effect of an exposure of 
the “family jewels,” I urged, could, in the climate of 1973, 
inflict mortal wounds on the CIA and deprive the nation of 
all the good the Agency could do in the future. And Nedzi, 
to his great credit (and some later political grief), accepted 
my arguments, although he made clear that he would hold 
me strictly to my assurance that a new approach would char- 
acterize the future. 

But even with the exclusion of the “family jewels” from 
the agenda, when Symington convened the Senate’s Armed 
Services Committee in July for my confirmation hearings, it 
was a pretty rough experience. All throughout Washington, 
mainly on the hoardings around the new subway construc- 
tion sites, anonymous posters appeared, showing an unflat- 
tering photograph of myself superimposed on the Ace of 
Spades and accusing me of assassinating 20,000 people in 
Vietnam (a reference to the figure I used in my Congres- 
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sional testimony as to how many Viet Cong Infrastructure 
figures were reported “killed” by the Phoenix program). At 
the same time, my telephone at home—which I insisted re- 
main listed—frequently rang with abusive or obscene call- 
ers. Barbara and the children stood up firmly, even to the 
statement made by one caller to thirteen-year-old Christine 
that “we'll get your daddy.” But I remember feeling, in a 
curiously mixed-up way, that if our daughter Catherine had 
to die, I was relieved that it had happened before these at- 
tacks began so they could not add to the pressures she suf- 
fered. Nevertheless, I forbade the CIA security officers to do 
anything about the posters, not even to try to determine 
their authors. Although a few friends tore down some of the 
posters in anger, I decided the best approach was to ignore 
them, and I noted that they were never mentioned in the 
press. I took only one step with regard to the phone calls. It 
was against one that persisted after most of the others had 
stopped, the phone ringing at various odd hours but no one 
speaking when we answered it. I asked the Agency’s secu- 
rity officers what someone, anyone, any ordinary citizen 
could do when plagued by such calls. They replied that the 
telephone company could trace the calls if it knew the exact 
hour that they were made. So I noted the times of the calls 
the next day, reported that to the phone company and soon 
learned the name under which the calling phone was regis- 
tered. Again I told the security officers to do nothing; I did 
not wish to add another CIA surveillance to the jewels. But 
the next time the phone rang, I picked up the receiver and, 
as soon as IJ realized that it was our silent harasser, I said, 
“Mr. John Doe,” using his name. He gasped and hung up, 
and never called again, probably terrified at what retribution 
CIA might be about to inflict on him. 

Things were hardly less rough in the Senate hearing room 
itself. The first session was open, with the TV cameras ea- 
gerly focused on the picture of America’s top spy presenting 
his credentials to the public. Symington led me sympatheti- 
cally through a wide range of questions giving me a chance 
to assert the independence of intelligence assessments from 


348 / HONORABLE MEN 


policy control, the fact that CIA is authorized to collect only 
“foreign” intelligence and that I would quit if required to 
undertake an activity that was illegal. He pressed me on a 
few of his hobbies, such as his distaste for military intelli- 
gence, the “secret” war in Laos and Kissinger’s wide influ- 
ence. But after I had said that “We are not going to run the 
kind of intelligence service that other countries run. We are 
going to run one in the American society and under the 
American constitutional structure...” he said that he was 
impressed with my answers and looked forward to voting for 
my confirmation. 

A series of witnesses then attacked me for the Phoenix 
operation and our intelligence coverage in Vietnam. But the 
main event took place behind closed doors in executive ses- 
sion, where Senator Edward Kennedy spent most of an 
afternoon dragging me over the coals of Phoenix and CIA’s 
connection with Watergate. The first was simple to deal 
with—I repeated the testimony I had given on several pre- 
vious occasions, and welcomed another chance to set the 
record straight on that much-misunderstood subject. The 
second was much harder. Kennedy pressed relentlessly on 
my participation in the “distancing” strategy and my “danc- 
ing around” before giving the prosecutors Ehrlichman’s 
name as the one who had asked that CIA help Howard 
Hunt. But even as I squirmed under the pressure, I admired 
the constitutional process that so forcefully put even intelli- 
gence officials under this sort of tension and made me pub- 
licly commit myself to run the Agency in a proper manner; 
and the final vote of 83-13, I thought, honestly reflected the 
fact that there were legitimate doubts in the Senate about 
my appointment. Kennedy was one of those who voted 
against me. But he replied to a letter I wrote, in which I 
expressed my hope that he would be proved wrong about 
me, saying he wished me well and looked forward to my 
having great success in office. 

In the weeks of waiting for the confirmation and thereafter 
to be sworn in, I decided that it was not enough for me to 
just hope to run the Agency properly and to collect a file on 
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the wrongs of the past. I had to do something to make very 
clear what kind of behavior was going to be allowed and 
what kind was not. Part of the difficulties of the past, I 
thought, lay in the absence of any clear guidelines as to 
what was proper and what was improper, allowing various 
actions to be taken for what once appeared to be good mo- 
tives or good reasons but which in retrospect turned out to 
be totally unacceptable. 

If the law under which the CIA operated was fuzzy and 
ambiguous, and it clearly and deliberately had been written 
that way, at least CIA’s internal directives could make clear 
a set of guidelines for behavior. The directives I had issued 
in Vietnam against assassination had set the record straight 
as to my attitude on that subject. Now it was essential to do 
the same on the subjects that appeared in the jewels collec- 
tion. So I sat down with the jewels collection and wrote out 
a series of specific instructions as to how such incidents 
were to be avoided in the future, then refined the instruc- 
tions in consultation with my colleagues and future deputy 
directors, and issued them on August 29. They ranged from 
stating flatly that “CIA will not engage in assassination nor 
induce, assist or suggest to others that assassination be em- 
ployed” to setting the clear limitation on Operation Chaos of 
“the collection abroad of information on foreign activities 
related to domestic matters ...focus(ed) clearly on the for- 
eign organizations and individuals involved and only inci- 
dentally on their American contact.” They also included a 
flat bar against opening United States mail and testing drugs 
on “unwitting” subjects, plus a variety of orders on how CIA 
should conduct its relations with the other departments and 
agencies of the government to ensure that it stayed clear of 
activities outside its proper charter. And with this set of di- 
rectives signed and issued, I felt that I could take the oath in 
the Oval Office of the White House on September 4 to “sup- 
port and defend the Constitution of the United States... 
without any mental reservation or purpose of evasion.” 

At the ceremony, President Nixon joked a bit by asking 
that I tell him about foreign developments before he read 
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them in the newspapers, and Schlesinger, Kissinger, and 
Admiral Tom Moorer, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, 
all wished me and the family well. Now I had an amazing 
opportunity to put some of the ideas J had accumulated over 
the years about intelligence into effect. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Director of Central 
Intelligence 


O; one of those ideas I had already started. By chance, the 
membership of the venerable Board of National Estimates, 
the element of CIA that produced the over-all assessments 
of world problems for the whole intelligence community, 
had dropped to only six in June, as a result of retirements 
among its normal total membership of twelve. Thus, I had 
the task of replacing them, traditionally from among senior 
officers of the intelligence community as well as a few rep- 
resentative generals or ambassadors who could bring out- 
side perspective to the Board’s deliberations. But I had an- 
other idea, based in part on some doubts as to the value of 
the Board’s contributions and in part on my own thoughts as 
to what intelligence needed and what I would need in the 
years ahead. I had sensed an ivory-tower mentality in the 
Board; its composition had tended to shift to a high propor- 
tion of senior analysts who had spent most of their careers at 
Langley and who had developed a “mind-set” about a num- 
ber of the issues, in opposition to the views of the Pentagon 
and because of the way Nixon and Kissinger had excluded 
them from some of the White House’s more sensitive inter- 
national dealings. 

They had been right about some of their positions, but 
they had also been wrong, and I was convinced that change 
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was needed if their inclination toward fixed positions was 
not to lead to trouble. Moreover, I knew very definitely that 
I needed help on what I saw as the most important part of 
the job ahead of me, becoming confident that I, as Director 
of Central Intelligence, was the best-informed intelligence 
officer in the government about every one of the major sub- 
stantive problems that confronted the policy officials I was 
supposed to assist. In this I was troubled over how badly the 
machinery was organized to serve me. If I wanted to know 
what was happening in China, for example, I would have to 
assemble individual experts in China’s politics, its eco- 
nomics, its military, its personalities, as well as the clandes- 
tine operators who would tell me things they would tell no 
one else. Or I could commission a study that would, after 
weeks of debate, deliver a broad set of generalizations that 
might be accurate but would be neither timely nor sharp. 

Looking at the twelve very senior positions on the Board, 
six of which were vacant anyway, I hit upon a solution: dis- 
solve the Board and use the twelve positions thus made 
available to appoint twelve senior assistants to report di- 
rectly to me on each of the main issues facing me. In short, I 
would apply to the rest of the world the scheme that Helms 
had devised for Vietnam and Schlesinger for the Middle 
East. But this came only after a struggle with the Chairman 
of the Board, who retired rather than accept the change, say- 
ing that he feared that the independence of the national-es- 
timate process would be compromised and would come to 
reflect strong White House or Kissinger preferences. I re- 
sponded that these estimates, on their face, were the Direc- 
tor’s estimates, so the responsibility for independence was 
already mine and I intended to meet it. What’s more, the 
United States Intelligence Board already constituted a 
“wise man” review, so there was no need for an additional 
one. 

Thus, I created the positions of National Intelligence Off- 
cers, and I told the eleven men and one woman whom I 
chose for the jobs that they were to put themselves in my 
chair as DCI for their subject of specialization. Thev were to 
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have no more staff than one assistant and a secretary so that 
they could identify totally with my position and not develop 
a role of their own. They were chosen from the intelligence 
community and private life as well as from CIA, and they 
served as the experts I needed in such subjects as China, 
Soviet affairs, Europe, Latin America, strategic weaponry, 
conventional forces, and economics, ranging throughout the 
intelligence community and out into the academic world to 
bring to me the best ideas and to press the different disci- 
plines to integrate their efforts. To reply to one charge that 
has been made about the NIOs, the move was not the result 
of any direct order or even indirect hint from either Presi- 
dent Nixon or Kissinger. I did not consult either on it, con- 
sidering it a mere matter of internal intelligence housekeep- 
ing so that I could produce a better product. 

And I am frank to say that Iam glad I made the change. I 
am certain that I could not have done my job without the 
NIOs, especially when I was later involved so intensely 
with Congressional investigations. They would call me late 
in the evening or show up at my desk early in the morning 
with some development they had plucked out of the reams 
of material flowing through Langley and say that it pre- 
sented an unforeseen danger or a novel aspect of a complex 
problem. Or they would spend the necessary hours assem- 
bling the experts from the whole intelligence community to 
dissect and analyze every detail of some obscure political or 
weapons change, clarifying the different interpretations of 
that change by the CIA, the DIA, and the other agencies so 
that those differences could be put succinctly before the 
heads of the Intelligence Board, where they could be ar- 
gued out and dissenting judgments plainly stated before I 
sent the final estimate on to the National Securitv Council. 
They did not work out so well in the management aspects of 
my responsibilities, but there was no question in my mind 
that the substantive contribution they made was vital. 

For another new venture, I awaited my swearing in. A few 
days later I told my new subordinates about my suggestion 
to Allen Dulles twenty years earlier, and my repeated rec- 
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ommendation during the middle 1960s, that CIA’s daily in- 
telligence reports be issued in newspaper format to empha- 
size the more important items and to offer the recipient the 
choice between a quick headline summary and reading in 
depth. I told them that the idea had been turned down by 
Dulles but that I still liked it, and I asked them to take an- 
other look. This time, I was amused to note, the reply came 
back that the new boss’s proposal was a pretty good idea and 
would not be difficult to implement and that they would be 
glad to do so. I did a customer survey as well, to be told by 
some that they liked it and by some that they wouldn't; Kis- 
singer said that I should feel free to try anything that I 
thought would make for a better product, but later declared 
that he did not like it (although he never suggested that I 
should stop it for that reason if others favored it, which they 
did). 

So in a few weeks the National Intelligence Daily was 
born, and it became the journal with the smallest circulation 
(about 60), the largest reporting staff (the whole intelligence 
community), and the worst advertising in the world (none, 
since the entire content was highly classified). But it did 
provide a mechanism for me to ensure that intelligence re- 
ports and assessments went to the senior officials and were 
not screened out by their staffs, that all the key officials 
were regularly briefed on the major world problems rather 
than only on the particular ones their own offices might be 
concerned with and that I myself would build up a backlog 
of knowledge on the many questions in the world so that I 
could reply confidently to the most unexpected question 
during a Congressional hearing. The Daily was supple- 
mented by a number of other publications, specialized or 
omitting highly classified material, but it became the focus 
of my effort to present our intelligence better and produce it 
better, since the best intelligence is of little value if it sits 
on the President’s desk instead of getting into his head. On 
every evening I could, I joined the editorial conference as to 
what subjects would be carried in the next day’s publica- 
tions, and I used a world map on the wall to jog my mind as 
to areas and subjects that I thought needed better coverage. 
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Along the same line, I put a great deal of emphasis into 
efforts to present our conclusions and assessments in 
graphic and even pictorial form wherever possible. I 
launched a number of experiments in seeking numerical 
terms in which to express the probabilities of the outbreak 
of war in the Middle East and similar situations and at the 
same time overcome the danger of giving a false indication 
of precision. I also managed to end one of the oldest debates 
in history, the one between the intelligence officer who, af- 
ter an event occurs, points to the single report that predicted 
it while the intelligence customer complains that he was not 
alerted because that report was buried among so many con- 
tradictory reports. I told the National Intelligence Officers 
that we would have a new report form, the “alert memoran- 
dum,” sent by me to the members of the National Security 
Council, so that the question of whether or not an “intelli- 
gence gap” had occurred could be simply settled by seeing 
whether or not such a memorandum had been sent, what- 
ever other reporting might have flowed through the commu- 
nity. The box score on these, after a year or so, showed a 
certain number of “Wolf!” cries. But it also showed many 
solid warnings, on some of which our customers took the 
warnings seriously enough to act to ensure that the pre- 
dicted event did not take place—not a statistically satisfying 
effect but a credit to the real purpose of intelligence. These 
kinds of change and experiment reminded me a bit of the 
pacification program in Vietnam, no one of them very “dra- 
matic,’ but cumulatively of great importance in adjusting 
American intelligence to the needs of the future. 

But one problem I could not solve—Kissinger’s penchant 
for holding key information so tightly that CIA’s analysts 
continually complained that they could not make proper as- 
sessments of foreign problems if they were barred from 
knowing what was being told to the American government 
at the top level and what positions the United States was 
taking in diplomatic negotiations. Kissinger’s direct links to 
the Soviet hierarchy, his negotiations with the North Viet- 
namese and, of course, his dazzling dances through the Mid- 
dle East, all were reported in the most secret of channels, 
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with no copies coming to Langley. But while I sympathized 
with the analysts in their frustration, I saw little hope of any 
change in the situation. The proliferation of leaks in Wash- 
ington, from the Pentagon Papers to Kissinger’s 1971 “tilt” 
toward Pakistan against India, had raised the question 
whether any secrets could be kept, and had driven Kissinger 
into extreme efforts to keep those he thought absolutely nec- 
essary for the conducting of coherent negotiations. And I 
confess that I agreed with his action; after Marchetti and 
Agee I felt I could no longer say that it was inconceivable 
that anyone in CIA would be guilty of an information leak, a 
position we had proudly held in earlier times. Periodically I 
would raise the subject with Kissinger, who would quickly 
direct that I be given access to the material on my promise 
to hold it closely, but in a few weeks the stream would again 
dry up as some new action started and new ultrasecret indi- 
cator was set up for the minimum number of named recipi- 
ents who had to know of it to execute it, and CIA’s analysts 
were not included. So I finally developed a rationalization 
for them—that they should produce the best possible assess- 
ments based on what they did know; if these agreed with 
Kissinger’s with his added knowledge they would reinforce 
his belief; if they disagreed, Kissinger would have to decide 
whether the difference was because of the extra knowledge 
he had or because he was being deceived. I told the analysts 
they were making an important contribution by forcing him 
to answer that question. 

Part of the job of presenting intelligence is, of course, get- 
ting it to the people who need it. And here again I found a 
need for change. Lieutenant General Daniel O. Graham, my 
Deputy for the National Intelligence Community (rather 
than CIA), stormed into my office one day after a trip to Eu- 
rope. He told me that he had visited one of our Air Force 
units and had asked to see the intelligence with which they 
briefed their pilots. He was shown some pencil sketches of 
targets that, he was told, had been made from satellite pho- 
tos but that the pilots were not cleared to see, since they 
were of too high a classification for personnel exposed to 
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possible capture. Here was dramatically useful intelligence, 
but we were not getting it to the very people it was most 
useful to, the pilots who were offering their lives to carry 
out missions. It was an absurdity as far as the effective ac- 
complishment of the mission was concerned and a blas- 
phemy to the dedication of the pilot. Needless to say, we 
changed the rules so that most satellite photos became more 
generally available in official circles. But even I as Director 
of Central Intelligence was not able to declassify them en- 
tirely, largely due to the diplomatic objection that other na- 
tions would create great difficulties if they were compelled 
to admit that many of their tightly protected secrets were in 
fact not secret at all. 

There were other cases in which people who “need to 
know” a specific intelligence item in order to do their jobs 
properly did not receive it. “Need to know” has long been a 
principle for the dissemination of intelligence, but tradition- 
ally it has been applied in the sense that those who do not 
“need to know’ do not receive it. But in the American con- 
stitutional system there are many other than senior Execu- 
tive Branch officials who “need to know” intelligence so 
they can play a better role in the decision-making process in 
which they are a necessary element. As a result, some of 
America’s intelligence that never leaves the tightest circles 
in many countries is revealed not only to the Congress in 
closed hearings but also to the public in such documents as 
the yearly posture statements of the Secretary of Defense, 
the press briefings of the Secretary of State, and even the 
statements of the President. But these are occasional and are 
subject to the suspicion that their authors are selectively ex- 
posing only those secrets that support their case. 

So, in line with my belief in the importance of the consti- 
tutional and political role of the Congress in American deci- 
sion-making, I began a program to supplement the periodic 
briefings given to the various committees by making daily 
publications available to them. But it didn’t work. Because 
the material was highly classified, it could be left only with 
the Committee Staff Chief during the day and had to be 
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picked up each evening, requiring the Senator or Congress- 
man to visit him to see it. They had only a short time avail- 
able in the face of their other commitments, and certainly 
not enough time to absorb our reports in depth. Some of my 
seniors in the Executive Branch were frankly appalled that I 
would expose such material to such a place of potential leak- 
age as the Congress, missing the point that the recipients 
were restricted to those on the key committees and that the 
chairmen had undertaken to be at least as careful with the 
information as Executive Branch recipients were. I tried a 
variation and developed a special bulletin tailored for the 
Congress particularly, shortening the material presented 
and concentrating on subjects I knew to be of immediate 
interest to Congressmen. But I never really solved the prob- 
lem of how to move more of the magnificent information and 
assessments produced by American intelligence to all of 
those who “need to know” so that our final decisions could 
be better, although I also never lost my interest in seeking 
ways to do it. 

Congress has political as well as practical difficulties in 
using intelligence information and assessments, difficulties 
perhaps best illustrated by my experience with respect to 
Diego Garcia. In 1974 the issue arose whether the United 
States Navy should substantially improve that island in the 
Indian Ocean. The arguments revolved around whether So- 
viet naval power was growing and whether the United 
States needed to have more naval-base facilities to meet it. 
Senator Stuart Symington asked me to testify on the subject 
before the Armed Services Committee, which would have to 
approve any increase in American investments in Diego 
Garcia. I summarized, in secret session, the evidence and 
history of Soviet naval activities there, presenting secret 
photographs and other sensitive information that we had 
available. In essence I told the Committee the two key con- 
clusions of a national estimate of the intelligence commu- 
nity: that there had been, over the past several years, a grad- 
ual growth in the Soviet naval presence in the Indian 
Ocean, that it would continue, and that surges in the Soviet 
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presence had always followed surges in the American pres- 
ence. At the end of the hearing Symington said that most of 
the information I had presented did not seem to be very 
sensitive and asked me to declassify it for public release. I 
agreed, removing only the photographs and other such sen- 
sitive material, in the belief that here was a chance to make 
available to America’s decision-making process the fruits of 
our intelligence. And I found myself in the middle of a po- 
litical crossfire. 

Those who urged the improvement of Diego Garcia, in- 
cluding both Schlesinger and the President, stressed the 
first part of my assessment in their arguments. But those 
who opposed it, conspicuously including Symington, wel- 
comed the second part as an indication that the improve- 
ment would only stimulate more rivalry in the area. Imme- 
diately I was asked to “clarify” my assessment to show that I 
had not “opposed” the improvement. I did this willingly. 
My clarification consisted of several quotations from my 
original testimony and reiterated both of its conclusions. But 
Symington later charged me with having waffled on my ear- 
lier remarks under pressure, because I had indeed clarified 
that I had not opposed the improvement—which was be- 
yond the scope of an intelligence assessment in any event— 
and I had used an argument that he had intended to use in 
refuting the improvement proposal. In other words, an intel- 
ligence assessment can become the center of a political ar- 
gument in the Congress between those whose positions 
have already been stated, instead of helping them to make 
up their minds. And in such cases it contributes little to the 
decision-making process and only exposes intelligence to 
opposition from both sides. 

But however much I preferred concentrating on improv- 
ing the analytical process and its presentation, one major 
chore demanded a great deal of my attention: producing a 
better intelligence community. Schlesinger had called for 
this in his 1971 study and had begun to try to carry it out 
while he was Director. Now, of course, the job should be 
easier, because after all the chief saboteur of a strong DCI 
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role in the past had always been the Secretary of Defense, 
and Jim Schlesinger, the great proponent of the concept, 
was now Secretary of Defense. And though the temptation 
might have been great for him, once he took over that de- 
partment, he couldn’t~and to his credit didn’t—resist my 
acting on the very recommendation that he himself had 
made. 

I vigorously used the various organs in which the separate 
intelligence agencies met—the Intelligence Community 
Staff, the National Intelligence Officers, and the United 
States Intelligence Board—as vehicles to open up contacts 
and discussion among the various components of the com- 
munity, to stimulate them to work together, to recommend 
to them what they should be doing, and to review how well 
they did it. And I quickly learned what every policy-level 
official who has come to Washington soon learns—that for 
every hour he spends on dramatic policy-making he must 
spend at least ten on the business of making the bureau- 
cracy function and moving it in the direction he believes 
important. Because the appealing concept of “leadership” of 
the sprawling intelligence community in reality meant many 
hours of frantic homework, mastering all the finely tuned 
options as to, for example, which satellite system should be 
selected and launched five years hence or how the greater 
funds needed for one system related to the twelve-month 
delay in coverage of another. It meant discreet pressure on 
submarine officers, concerned about the safety of their 
crews and their tactical advantages over their Soviet adver- 
saries, to provide information to CIA analysts seeking to ar- 
rive at some over-all assessment of Soviet sea power ten 
years hence, upon which construction programs could be 
approved or disapproved. It also meant long hours listening 
to the arguments why air-attaché aircraft needed to be re- 
placed, why a barracks for an intelligence unit was needed 
in Korea, and occasionally even why to advance a sugges- 
tion that the United States meet its difficulties over foreign 
bases by once again thinking of using signals-collection 
ships, despite the tragic experiences of the Liberty and the 
Pueblo off Israel and Korea. 
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And despite strong wording of the 1971 Presidential di- 
rective, I learned a few hard truths about the limitations on 
a Director of Central Intelligence’s power—namely, that 
while he can have a major impact on national intelligence 
management, the tactical intelligence activities of our armed 
forces are just too complex, detailed and inherent to the mil- 
itary structure for him really to affect them. The military ele- 
ments of the 1973 American intelligence community were 
not hostile to the DCI. But neither were they willing to sur- 
render to him; and I was sure that they would be able to 
develop under another name, and continue, whatever activ- 
itv I used my authority to forbid them. 

So I turned again to the “art of the possible” in dealing 
with the intelligence community. As a first step, I outlined 
what I thought were the important subjects that we should 
be working on; then I asked all agency heads on the U.S. 
Intelligence Board to either accept or modify them. My ob- 
ject was to replace an enormous paper exercise called the 
“requirements” process—which pretended to tell the com- 
munity precisely what it should be reporting on—with a 
simple set of general questions about the key problems that 
we should concentrate on. A wag promptly labeled this the 
KIQs, or Key Intelligence Questions, which I gladly ac- 
cepted for its connotation of “kicking” the community along 
in the right direction. Once each KIQ was formulated, the 
various agencies discussed what each would do to answer 
the question. This then was to be followed by a statement of 
the resources that each agency would apply, so that an ini- 
tial judgment could be made as to whether too many or too 
few were involved in the resolution of each KIQ. 

This degree of precision about budget allocations was ini- 
tially met with some reserve, and by the bureaucracy s infi- 
nite ability to obfuscate, especially since the fourth step in 
the exercise was to be an assessment by the National Intelli- 
gence Officers of how well each agency had done in answer- 
ing the KIQs. And this had the hidden danger of serving as 
the basis for budget cuts for those who had showed marginal 
results. I recognized the problem, and the negative reaction. 
But I had been told by business-school experts that every 
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new management system took three to five years to intro- 
duce. So I was content to keep moving in what I thought 
was the right over-all direction, hoping to iron the kinks out 
along the way. Besides, I wryly commented that by that 
time I would probably be gone anyway, and my successor 
would try some new system. I did not know how truly I 
spoke. 

With these new systems, I was content that I now had the 
tools to allow me to have some real impact on the commu- 
nity and its direction in the future. One effort to project a 
five-year “perspective” on the nation’s future intelligence 
needs permitted me to call for greater efforts in economics, 
point out the need for more research and development in 
new techniques of analysis, and insist that the problems of 
the less-developed world would require more and more of 
our attention. A series of hard-hitting post-mortems of the 
Intelligence Community’s performance in various crises al- 
lowed me to highlight weaknesses and spur steps to over- 
come them. Moreover, a community annual report to the 
President, recommendations to him about the budgets of 
each agency, and my acting as spokesman for the entire 
community in presenting the over-all appropriation request 
to the Congress provided vehicles for pressure on the differ- 
ent agencies to play as members of the community team 
rather than as loners. 

Meanwhile, there was also the Agency to run. The finan- 
cial and program-management steps I had started when I 
was Executive Director had given it a head start in these 
fields, so I saw no need for revolutionary changes there. And 
anyway, CIA needed a period of some stability after the 
turbulence of the reorganizations carried out under Schle- 
singer. 

But one area still needed attention—personnel manage- 
ment. In this field the separate directorates had been very 
much left to themselves because of the quite different types 
of people needed for analysis, overseas clandestine opera- 
tions, administrative support, and science and technology. 
But the Agency was politically vulnerable in its poor record 
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with respect to minorities. While it had some blacks in tradi- 
tional service positions, their rarity at the professional level 
was one of the worst in government. And while a substantial 
number of women were employed at the professional level 
for editorial and similar work, they reached a ceiling at the 
middle grades, above which only a token few were ever pro- 
moted. So I set up a study group to articulate some new 
standards and procedures, called upon the senior- and mid- 
dle-management levels for an extra effort to improve our mi- 
nority record, changed the rules to encourage the use of 
part-time women employees by counting them against per- 
sonnel ceilings only in proportion to the time they worked 
rather than the same as full-time employees, and instituted 
an annual planning-and-review mechanism to spotlight the 
offices that made progress and those that did not. 

This effort required the spending of many hours with dis- 
gruntled individuals, such as a black woman who had ap- 
pealed her lack of promotion. The investigator in the case 
reported that she did not make it competitively, in part be- 
cause she seemed not to be trying. But in a conversation 
with her I learned that she had successfully raised three 
children, put them through high school and into decent jobs 
without a husband. She certainly had the drive necessary to 
achieve in that difficult challenge. So I insisted that a pro- 
gram be developed for her training and gave her the chal- 
lenge of using it to qualify herself competitively for promo- 
tion on the next cycle. But I made no promises. Some eight 
months later I received a happy phone call from her, saying 
she had just received her promotion. I checked to see that it 
had truly been awarded competitively and not just to get the 
Director out of the unit’s hair, and I was told that there was 
no question about her ability or her response. All she had 
needed was the hope. This one case did not solve the 
Agency’s problem, of course, but it was accompanied by a 
very substantial number of others, especially by a surge in 
black professional recruitment. 

But there was one area in which I did not move fast 
enough, to my later regret. I had recommended to Schle- 
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singer that he move Jim Angleton. But by the time the deci- 
sion was mine to make, I thought the clandestine service 
had had just about all the personnel turbulence it could take 
for the moment and that a move against Angleton would be 
seen as symbolic of lots more to come. Since I had already 
taken away from him several of his key responsibilities, 
such as terrorism (ex-Chaos) and the FBI liaison, and had 
left him with a smaller staff to work on true counterintelli- 
gence operations, which was his real forte, I decided not to 
move him. I spent several long sessions doing my best to 
follow his tortuous theories about the long arm of a powerful 
and wily KGB at work, over decades, placing its agents in 
the heart of allied and neutral nations and sending its false 
defectors to influence and undermine American policy. I 
confess that I couldn’t absorb it, possibly because I did not 
have the requisite grasp of this labyrinthine subject, possi- 
bly because Angleton’s explanations were impossible to fol- 
low, or possibly because the evidence just didn’t add up to 
his conclusions. At the same time I looked in vain for some 
tangible results in the counterintelligence field, and found 
little or none. I did not suspect Angleton and his staff of 
engaging in improper activities. I just could not figure out 
what they were doing at all. 

But what really turned me off was the discovery that coun- 
terintelligence theories were actually hurting good clandes- 
tine operational officers. One had come under suspicion 
through a gross leap in logic. A defector had remarked that 
the Soviets were in contact with a CIA officer in a particular 
city. By a process of elimination, suspicion had settled on 
this one. But absolutely no other evidence was ever found to 
support it, even after careful check. Nonetheless, the officer 
was sent off to a distant and dead-end post for a number of 
years as a result. On another occasion, the head of a friendly 
liaison service in a foreign capital drew me aside on a visit 
to confront me with the fact that our counterintelligence had 
told him that our chief of station there was a Soviet agent. 
After I recovered from the shock and looked into the case, I 
discovered that similarly vague coincidences had once been 
used to bring him under suspicion. But the matter had been 
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exhaustively investigated several years before, and the offi- 
cer, a brilliant and effective one at that, was given a totally 
clean bill of health. But our counterintelligence had never 
accepted the conclusion. I read every document in his file 
and conducted my own inquiries to be sure, following 
which I wrote a memorandum that I, as Director, had done 
so and had total confidence in him and wanted no trace of 
the earlier suspicions to remain with him. And I told my 
foreign colleague that I had done so—and resolved that I 
just had to get a better handle on our counterintelligence. 

Angleton had one major responsibility other than counter- 
intelligence—Israel—which he had traditionally handled in 
the same totally compartmented fashion as counterintelli- 
gence. He had been one of CIA’s earliest contacts with 
Israeli Intelligence and had played a valuable role in the 
exchange of intelligence between Israel and the United 
States during the years of his highly personal and special 
relationship with them. But however appropriate that may 
have been in past quieter years, the artificial segregation of 
CIA’s contacts with Israel, which inevitably accompanied 
Angleton’s secretive management style, from its officers 
working in the Middle East as a whole, and to a consider- 
able extent the analysts, was impossible at a time when the 
Middle East had become one of the crucial foreign-policy 
problems of the United States. So I resolved to move the 
Israeli “account” from the Counterintelligence Staff. In the 
process I hoped Angleton might take the hint and retire in 
time to secure certain retirement benefits which closed in 
June 1974. 

But he dug in his heels, and marshaled every argument he 
could think of to urge that such an important contact could 
not be handled in the normal bureaucratic machinery. I 
yielded, in truth because I feared that Angleton’s profes- 
sional integrity and personal intensity might have led him to 
take dire measures if I forced the issue of either his Israeli 
relationship or his continued employment. But I knew that I 
would have to face up to the necessity of moving him out, 
sooner or later. 

The outside world also pressed in and took much of my 
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time from whatever I might have wanted to do within the 
intelligence community and CIA. On September 11, 1973, 
just six days after I was sworn in, the Chilean military rose 
against Salvador Allende, bringing a great chorus of world- 
wide accusations that CIA had engineered the coup, a 
charge that I would have to answer in detail later. But even 
more important, on October 6, a month later, Egypt and 
Syria launched a coordinated attack against Israel, and the 
cry of “intelligence failure” went up, with some basis. Some 
months previously a State Department intelligence memo- 
randum had concluded that, if there was no substantial po- 
litical and diplomatic progress toward a Middle East peace 
by the fall, the chances for an outbreak of war would in- 
crease substantially. Separate estimates reckoned that the 
Israeli would win such a conflict in a short time. By early 
October, a flow of contradictory evidence flooded the ana- 
lysts. The Egyptians had moved to the Suez Canal, but they 
had done so in previous maneuvers. Some clandestine re- 
ports suggested that an Egyptian and Syrian mobilization 
was in process, since operations and signal intercepts indi- 
cated a high state of alert and preparedness. But soothing 
words came from diplomatic circles. Then, when the attacks 
actually began, the intelligence community’s “watch com- 
mittee” focused on what the Arabs, in their opinion, should 
do rather than what they were doing and came to the con- 
clusion that “there was no hard evidence of a major, coordi- 
nated Egyptian-Syrian offensive,’ which the post-mortem I 
arranged for later called “quite simply, obviously and 
starkly—wyrong.” It was obvious that the intelligence pro- 
cess had failed notably in this performance. 

Several weeks later, on October 24, my silent pocket 
buzzer wriggled while I was at dinner with friends in Vir- 
ginia. I phoned the CIA Operations Center and was told that 
Kissinger wanted to see me right away at his State Depart- 
ment office (he had just added the Secretary of State title to 
that of Assistant to the President for National Security Af- 
fairs). I left Barbara with a promise that someone would 
drive her home and went off to the State Department. There 
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Admiral Tom Moorer and I were told that the meeting had 
been transferred to the White House basement “situation 
room,’ so we drove over together in my beat-up Skylark. 
There we learned that Brezhnev had just sent a tough mes- 
sage to President Nixon proposing that both Soviet and 
American forces be dispatched to the Middle East to pre- 
vent the Israelis from crushing the Egyptian Third Army, 
but that if the Americans would not, the Soviets would go 
alone. 

Long into the moming hours Kissinger, Schlesinger, and 
the rest of us discussed how to handle the danger that Soviet 
troops might enter the Middle East. The intelligence job 
was to say whether they could (ves), would (possibly, but 
not really likely except in purely token quantity—which, 
however, would be enough to raise the specter of Israelis 
fighting Soviets), or were in the process of doing so (air- 
borne forces were alerted and prepared to move and the So- 
viet airlift planes had gone to USSR bases, where they could 
quickly pick up the troops, but none seemed yet to be on 
the way). Aside from what I knew when I walked into the 
meeting, of course, I spent considerable time during the 
evening on the secure telephone with the CIA Operations 
Center and our Middle East and Soviet experts who had 
been assembled, and they in turn were in contact with the 
other elements of the community, in DIA and especially 
NSA with its worldwide electronic nets. 

Kissinger later asked me whether I thought we had over- 
reacted with the worldwide alert of our forces, Defense 
Condition 3, the lowest level of real alert. I replied that I 
basically thought not, especially as SAC and a good portion 
of the Pacific Command were already at that level, although 
the public-relations impact may have been greater than the 
act itself. But I came away with the conclusion that the col- 
lection machinery of the intelligence community, when fo- 
cused as it was in this case on a known problem area, can be 
superb. The real challenge I saw was to make the analytical 
process function with the same degree of excellence, both 
with respect to identifying dangers lurking behind contra- 
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dictory evidence and with respect to winnowing the valu- 
able items from the masses of information available from the 
collection machinery. 

In addition to crises like these—and there were others, 
from coups in Cyprus and Portugal to a nuclear explosion in 
India and a left-wing and possibly antagonistic government 
in Australia—the regular business of intelligence had to go 
on as well. Each new item of intelligence on Soviet strategic 
weapons had to be examined with meticulous care, to deter- 
mine whether it was compatible with or a violation of the 
1972 SALT agreements. Hours were required for prepara- 
tion and participation in discussions in the White House as 
to possible new subjects of agreement as these negotiations 
continued. Intelligence targets had to be changed. For ex- 
ample, Portugal had been such a quiet backwater that in 
1973 I suggested closing our station there, but by 1975 it 
had become the center of a struggle for power by a hard-line 
Communist Party in the heart of NATO. Africa in the 1973 
edition of the Key Intelligence Questions hardly rated a 
mention in comparison with the priorities of Indochina, but 
by 1975 it had risen to a principal area of attention. (Even if 
some of these look like mistakes in hindsight, I thought that 
preferable to listing everything as a top priority item just so 
we could never be wrong on paper—we had to try to be 
both selective and right.) Entirely new subjects rose in im- 
portance, from the economics of the oil trade to detailed 
geographic and economic briefing papers for Law of the Sea 
negotiations to the dangers ahead in overpopulated, under- 
developed and bitter ministates in the Caribbean. 

Just as I had believed in traveling in Vietnam, as Director, 
I believed it essential to visit the world. I made quick day or 
weekend trips to neighboring areas to meet the foreign offi- 
cials with whom CIA dealt and to assure them that we val- 
ued the cooperation and knowledge they provided us. I 
made a longer trip through Europe to reinforce our NATO 
relationships. And I made a particularly fascinating tour of 
the Middle East to look at the 1973 Suez battlefield from 
both sides and appreciate the dominating geography of the 
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Golan Heights to Israel (and to suggest the possibility of 
electronic listening posts on both sides so as to ensure early 
warning of real troop concentrations and dispel suspicion 
and misunderstanding from false alarms—which I was later 
told was incorporated in the negotiation process and finally 
accepted on the Sinai line between Israel and Egypt). 

CIA’s ceremonial work had to be done, too, meeting and 
greeting visiting foreign intelligence chiefs whose services 
gave us valuable intelligence or access to geography that en- 
abled our technical machinery to cover vital targets; and giv- 
ing medals to officers who had distinguished themselves 
throughout the world in current operations, and to Jack 
Downey, who was finally released from more than twenty 
years in a Chinese prison and aroused the admiration of us 
all at the calm and cool way in which he picked up the 
threads of his life in a totally changed America. 

On a typical day in 1974, the alarm rang at six-thirty, and I 
crawled out of bed and went down to get the Washington 
Post at the front door. I went through it carefully to see what 
foreign stories were top news, what issues were hot in Con- 
gress that I might be asked about, what the editorials and 
columnists were saying about the political scene in Wash- 
ington and whether Jack Anderson had some juicy story 
about CIA. Calisthenics, shower and English muffin, and it 
was eight o'clock and Mr. Galloway, the driver, and one of 
the security officers were outside in the blue Chevrolet with 
its unobtrusive armor plate. They had The New York Times 
and the National Intelligence Daily and I went through the 
latter first to pick up the wide range of information that 
wasn't in the public domain and check how the summary of 
a particularly difficult National Intelligence Estimate had 
been presented, with the dissenting position of one of the 
agencies. The New York Times I went through fairly rapidly, 
not rereading the news that had been in the Post but picking 
up its additional coverage and its editorial pages and noting 
how it was presenting some of the politically charged items. 
We pulled up to the front of the Agency about eight twenty- 
five and I walked rapidly through the marble entrance hall 
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and up to the private elevator. Into the office, where Barbara 
Pindar had pulled the classified material out of my safe and 
tried to arrange it on my desk in some sort of order, separat- 
ing the studies I had squirreled away to get at some day 
when I had time from the papers I had to move right away. 
Jenonne Walker, my executive assistant, came in to tell me 
of the cable traffic she had screened and to show me one or 
two I had to read, and quickly summarized one when I gri- 
maced at its length. 

At nine precisely I went in to the conference room, where 
the dozen senior officers of the Agency (plus General Danny 
Graham for the Community) were assembled for our daily 
morning meeting. Dick Lehman led off with a summary of 
the main news, plus what had arrived after the Daily had 
been printed at 6 A.M., and we chatted about one or two of 
the major developments in the Middle East or Southeast 
Asia. Then Bill Nelson alerted us about a problem in his 
Operations Directorate; it concerned the exposure of the 
bright exploit of one of our officers in Thailand who sent to 
the Prime Minister a letter purportedly from a Communist 
leader in hiding, the object being to stir up dissension 
among the Party’s chiefs. The Thai vouth whom the officer 
sent to post the letter unfortunately had an excess of consci- 
entiousness and registered the letter with his own return ad- 
dress. The exposure of the ploy was turning into a cause 
célèbre among the Bangkok students denouncing CIA “in- 
terference” in Thailand, with our ambassador no less irate. 
Ed Proctor for the Intelligence Directorate then told us of a 
National Security Council study that needed contributions 
from our economic, political and military experts on Latin 
America, and he predicted some sharp differences between 
CIA and DIA on parts of it. Carl Duckett for Science and 
Technology said that tomorrow’s meeting of the Executive 
Committee of the National Reconnaissance Office (which I 
would chair) would see a big fight over whether to delay an 
electronic ‘sensor system in order to find the funds to keep 
one of our photo systems functioning at peak schedule with 
the increased costs that inflation had brought. Jack Blake for 
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the Administrative Directorate said that the load on the 
Agency's computers was still increasing and that it seemed 
inevitable that more would be needed. 

The General Counsel and the Inspector General passed, 
but the Legislative Counsel said that a subcommittee of the 
Senate Foreign Relations Committee wanted a briefing on 
Southeast Asia next week; so I asked Proctor to start drafting 
it. Danny Graham spoke for the Community to say that his 
staff had gotten the comments of all the agencies on the new 
ideas for an intelligence center in the Pentagon for crisis 
periods. Angus Thuermer dropped the request of a hard- 
driving newsman for a backgrounder on South Asia, and Ed 
Proctor said that one of his better analysts could handle it— 
who could not expose our operations there because the Op- 
erations Directorate had never told him of them. Dick Wal- 
ters then ended by reporting that an old friend of his had 
been appointed chief of a friendly intelligence service, so 
he would invite him for a visit to make sure that our station 
chief got off to a good start with him. I said that we should 
“no comment’ the Thai-letter story when it hit the press, in 
order not to make it any more of an issue in Thailand than it 
already was, and just take our lumps on it as necessary, but 
to try to satisfy our unhappy ambassador. 

Then at ten o'clock the U.S. Intelligence Board, the heads 
of each of the agencies of the intelligence community, met 
to review and argue out a few differences over the pending 
national estimate on Chinese advanced weapons for the next 
ten years and to discuss the post-mortem the community 
staff had produced of intelligence performance during the 
Yom Kippur War. At noon, I presided over a ceremony to 
award a medal to a clandestine-operations officer for his cou- 
rageous activities in the mountains of Laos, although the ci- 
tation was written in generalities to keep the details secret. 
Then down to the cafeteria to lunch with four young eco- 
nomic analysts and share their excitement as they saw inter- 
est in their product growing in Washington and their prob- 
lems move to the top of the list for policy discussions. 

Back to the office and a final review with the authors of 
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the briefing I would be reading to the three o'clock meeting 
of the National Security Council committee wrestling with 
what to do about Southeast Asia and then the drive down to 
the basement entrance to the White House to sit and wait 
for Kissinger. Finally he arrived and I opened with my 
briefing—the North Vietnamese continuing to build their lo- 
gistics structure to support their forces still in South Viet- 
nam. The discussion ranged around the table as to what 
could be done about it, without conclusion, and Kissinger 
directed State to develop some options for what we might 
do by the next meeting. Back to the Agency, this time in 
rush-hour traffic, but I had some extra paperwork along so I 
read it in the car. 

Now a series of short meetings on particular issues for 
each directorate, reviewing the chief-of-station nominees for 
the changes due in the coming summer, approving the ap- 
pointment of a committee to look over the personnel-records 
system and improve it, talking with the National Intelli- 
gence Officer for China about some new trends there, walk- 
ing down to the Daily office to review the stories planned 
for tomorrow, and receiving a new American ambassador on 
his way to his post—telling him that CIA gets along very 
well indeed with strong ambassadors and badly with weak 
ones, and hoping that he will take the hint and be strong. 
Finally, the flow stops about seven o'clock, and I go down 
the elevator the last time for home, but with a thick book of 
homework for after-dinner reading (and locking in the safe 
for the night) on the options to be talked about for the deci- 
sion tomorrow on the photo versus electronic system, but 
preferring that kind of quiet evening to accepting invitations 
to the diplomatic world’s busy round of parties and small 
talk. 

If all this makes it appear that the Director is a juggler of 
many different things at one time, it is a true picture of his 
activities. But my main point is that his responsibility for 
substantive intelligence is the most important thing he is 
charged with. And that requires that he be helped by having 
as many as possible of his remaining jobs done by deputies 
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and other subordinates. For to the extent this can be done, 
he is freed to devote his time and energy to understanding 
the world and the trends and developments there that affect 
the people of the United States for good or for bad. He can, 
as I think he should, and as I tried to, do the necessary 
homework and discuss the basis for their assessments with 
the analysts and experts, and so be able to speak with con- 
viction and precision not only when he presents the open- 
ing intelligence assessment at National Security Council 
meetings across the table from the President, but when he 
has to defend it against a Kissinger or a Schlesinger chal- 
lenge during the course of the ensuing policy discussions. 

This kind of expertise can make the Director more effec- 
tive if the President seeks his personal counsel. Kennedy 
certainly did from McCone, who pushed his way into the 
President's office, and Johnson obtained it at his regular 
“Tuesday lunch” (which sometimes took place on Friday), 
at which Helms was a regular participant. Nixon, however, 
preferred detailed papers and made his decisions from 
them, and neither Helms nor Schlesinger nor I really saw 
him outside formal or ceremonial meetings. I remember 
only one private conversation with him; it occurred when he 
phoned to ask what was happening in China and I provided 
a quick summary off the top of my head. And by 1974, with 
the Watergate hearings and disclosures coming to a cre- 
scendo, he became increasingly withdrawn and inaccessi- 
ble. I recall one National Security Council meeting, when I 
was giving a briefing on some aspect of Soviet missilery, the 
blank look in his eyes convinced me that he was not listen- 
ing to a word I said. When Gerald Ford took over, he was 
accustomed to the daily briefing and publications that I had 
arranged for him to receive as Vice-President, and he con- 
tinued these for a time. But my own reluctance to push into 
the Oval Office unless I was invited or had something that I 
thought demanded my personal presence, combined with a 
lively awareness of the probable reaction if I had tried to 
elbow past Henry Kissinger, kept me from pressing for per- 
sonal access to either Nixon or Ford. 
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In retrospect, I consider this one of the errors I made as 
Director, although I am not sure how I could have done any 
differently. I know that our intelligence material did reach 
the President in the form in which it was sent. (Ford rather 
liked the Daily.) But some material can best be advanced 
only personally and informally in the give and take of con- 
versation. What’s more, the Director is much better able to 
direct the intelligence community if he has heard the Presi- 
dent’s concerns personally and shares some of his closely 
held communications. It might even have relieved the frus- 
trations of my uninformed analysts. So I am pleased to see 
that President Carter has a weekly intelligence session with 
Stansfield Turner. 

Such direct meetings also could keep a director confident 
that he is in tune with the President’s sensitivities as he de- 
cides on intelligence initiatives from day to day and that he 
can seek policy guidance on the inherent risks they raise. 
With Nixon and Ford the Presidents during my tenure, I 
had to handle these with Kissinger in informal moments be- 
fore and after meetings of the many NSC committees we 
attended, checking, for example, whether a CIA approach to 
a foreigner to become our agent would constitute a diplo- 
matic catastrophe if exposed. To his credit, Kissinger was 
invariably supportive, wishing us good luck and asking only 
some months later how it had worked out and if he could 
see some of the resulting reports, and expressing his admira- 
tion when they turned out to give an inside look at a difficult 
target. I grew to enjoy my private and committee sessions 
with him, listening to him berate the State Department— 
and even Intelligence on occasion—while sometimes force- 
fully warning him that the odds were against an outcome he 
hoped for. 

Kissinger was obviously brilliant, vain to such a degree 
that even he himself joked about it, canny in his husbanding 
and selective exposure of secrets and stern in his insistence 
on the prerogatives of a great power. He tried to relate all 
his actions to an over-all strategy. For a period, I must con- 
fess, I was awed by his command of, for example, the more 
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esoteric aspects of the SALT negotiations and the confusing 
array of weapons, options and trade-offs that he juggled bril- 
liantly at National Security Council meetings. As I became 
more confident on the topic myself I found myself increas- 
ingly supporting Kissinger’s efforts to keep the process of 
détente moving ahead with the comparatively cooperative 
Russian leadership then in power, and increasingly impa- 
tient with the Pentagon’s insistence that all concessions be 
made by the Soviets. Thus, I used intelligence to try to ex- 
pand the subject under debate from narrow weapons counts 
to the politics of over-all Soviet policy. And I successfully 
resisted the attempt to use intelligence to block negotiation 
on such matters as the cruise missile. I asserted that our in- 
telligence was comprehensive enough to assure that we 
would catch the Soviets at any attempt to cheat on any 
agreement before their actions could give them a strategic 
advantage over us. With Washington’s tendency to focus on 
and debate minutiae, I believed it proper for intelligence to 
try to raise the level of the discussion to the strategic rela- 
tionships facing us over time and space. Kissinger under- 
stood this and perhaps best expressed the contribution intel- 
ligence can make to policy when he returned a particularly 
secret report we had compiled for him with a rare compli- 
ment on its quality and the request to “Keep giving me 
things that make me think.” 

Obviously too close and personal a contact with the Presi- 
dent and his White House staff has its dangers. The Director 
is likely to be sucked into the President’s orbit and feel 
obliged to look not only for how intelligence can help a 
President to choose policies but how it can justify his 
choices. In my case, I was never close enough to either 
Nixon or Ford for this to happen. And Kissinger, while me- 
ticulous in telling me what topics he wanted assessed or 
what would be on the National Security Council agenda, 
never—and I repeat never—suggested what positions I 
should take or even asked what I would be saying before 
the meeting itself. Even if his approach had been different, 
however, the geographical separation of Langley from the 
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White House and my close relations with the indepen- 
dence-proud analysts at CIA would have exerted an influ- 
ence on me. And it is for this reason that in all the discus- 
sions about how the intelligence community should be 
organized I took the position that the Director should retain 
direct control and responsibility for CIA so that he can de- 
pend on it for his support and positions on substantive ques- 
tions, whatever other arrangements he might make with re- 
spect to the management of the community as a whole. 

One job certainly cannot be passed off to anyone else— 
the DCI’s job of speaking for intelligence to the American 
public. In line with the conclusions I had drawn about the 
public’s lack of understanding of modern intelligence and 
about the need for a change in the old traditions of total 
secrecy, I started a process of bringing intelligence out of 
the shadows and explaining what it really was all about. I 
began in the conventional way with a few quiet background 
discussions with knowledgeable newsmen and columnists, 
who actually needed no education but were interested in 
knowing something about who I was and what my approach 
to my new responsibilities would be. To these I added the 
equally conventional lunches with the editorial boards of 
some of the leading newspapers and weekly magazines, 
again for general background discussion, which I hoped 
would help them to put CIA stories in some proper context 
and to play down the sensational approach to intelligence. 
These went reasonably well, and I began to think of ways in 
which CIA could make more of its information and assess- 
ments about the world available to the public through the 
press, and build some better comprehension of what the real 
focus of intelligence work was. So I signed up for a few 
speaking engagements at which I hoped to reiterate some of 
the points I had made during my confirmation hearings. 
None of these was novel, of course, as Dulles, McCone and 
Helms had done the same thing, but I saw the need to speak 
more often directly to the public than their occasional for- 
ays, since the new political atmosphere, to my mind, de- 
manded full attribution and public accountability to get our 
message to the American people. 
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I knew that my credibility was at stake in the process, and 
that any long-term success in my venture into public rela- 
tions depended on maintaining it. At one of the editorial 
board lunches, I was asked whether CIA used American 
newsmen in its work abroad. I knew we had done so in the 
past, but I also knew that the employment of those whom I 
had handled had been terminated, and I thought this meant 
that the practice had ended. So I answered, “No.” But when 
on my return to Langley I checked to be sure that my an- 
swer was correct, I learned that while most had indeed been 
phased out, there were about five staff members of general- 
circulation media and about twenty-five in the stringer or 
free-lance category still working. To protect my credibility, I 
felt it essential to return to that editorial board and correct 
my answer, pointing out that we had always avoided influ- 
encing what these newsmen wrote. I also said that I was 
arranging to end the arrangements with the five who re- 
mained, since they perhaps cast some question on the integ- 
rity of the American press, although I said I would continue 
to use the free-lance journalists since the purchasers of their 
copy were under no illusions that they worked only for 
them. I learned a lesson about dealing with the press the 
hard way on that occasion. The numbers I had given to dem- 
onstrate how minimal the relationship between CIA and 
newsmen was at present provided the journal with a banner 
headline, and it resulted in a storm of breast-beating about 
the purity of the press that is still going on today and bids 
fair to spread to a claim that CIA should not only not have 
any contact with the American press but with any journalist 
at all, including presumably a TASS correspondent over- 
seas. This despite the fact that almost every other country’s 
intelligence service, including several impeccably demo- 
cratic ones, uses the overseas representatives of its press 
services with the enthusiastic support of all concerned. But, 
despite these problems, I thought the period long past when 
I could follow Allen Dulles’ example when he faced the 
same question, puffed his pipe a moment, and answered 
flatly, ““No’—and was never the object of an investigative 
reporters campaign to prove him false. 
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On another occasion, I invited a group of journalists to 
Langley for what I thought might be the first of monthly 
backgrounders on the situation around the world. It proved 
to be the last one. The assembled journalists asked hardly a 
question about the world situation but breathlessly bore in 
for a headline about CIA’s operations. As I fielded these 
with increasing dismay, one asked whether CIA used busi- 
nessmen in its work abroad, or as a cover. Naively believing 
that this long-established and well-documented practice of 
all intelligence services, real as well as fictional, was hardly 
a secret, I replied, “Of course.” The newsman kept press- 
ing: “How many? Thousands?” “Oh, no. Nothing like that” 
“Less than a hundred?” And in some exasperation, I finally 
blew it by saying, “Around two hundred”; and that was the 
single story to come out of the session. It not only taught me 
never to use a number when talking to a newsman, but 
ended my experiment in regular CIA press conferences. I 
continued, and even expanded, the practice of informal and 
off-the-record discussions between our analysts and know- 
ledgeable newsmen, but dropped any attempt to institution- 
alize the process. 

I did, however, keep up pressure to get our story out to 
the American people. To the annual “family day,” which 
brought employee families to see where Daddy or Mommy 
worked and reduce CIA’s air of mystery among its own per- 
sonnel, we added “alumni day” to bring retirees up to date 
on the Agency and to arm them with the answers they 
needed to defend the institution to which they had given 
their loyalty. One of the programs that bring top high-school 
seniors from every state for a briefing visit to the national 
capital suggested that a stop at CIA be included, and every 
Tuesday evening in the spring hundreds of young Ameri- 
cans now arrived for a question-and-answer session in the 
Langley auditorium. A number of colleges and universities 
also arranged to visit and discuss the intelligence profes- 
sion, from Princeton's Whig and Cliosophic Society to Mal- 
colm X College. I also brought tears to the eves of a Yalie 
employee when I arranged to have a copy of the statue of 
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Nathan Hale, expressing his only regret that he had but one 
life to give for his country as America’s first spy, placed in 
front of CIA headquarters to show that intelligence is as old 
as the Republic it serves. I accepted, and encouraged a 
number of our other officers to accept, speaking engage- 
ments around the country to explain intelligence and an- 
swer questions about it. 

But this gradual strategy, I must admit, could not keep up 
with the rising criticism of the CIA, spurred by Watergate 
and then sharply exacerbated by Allende’s overthrow and 
death in Chile. A determined effort was launched to link the 
Agency publicly with what had happened there. One 
Congressional investigation had been started as an exten- 
sion of Senator Frank Church’s study of the activity of mul- 
tinational corporations, and particularly covered the links 
that had existed between LT.T.’s people in Chile and the 
embassy and CIA station in Santiago. In the spring of 1973, 
Schlesinger had handled this probe, and under his direction 
we had reported to CIA’s oversight committees on the rela- 
tions between the Agency and I.T.T. with particular refer- 
ence to the 1970 Chilean election campaign. But we did not 
go into its Track II aspects. The subject had also come up in 
Helms’s confirmation hearings as Ambassador to Iran, and 
the press had kept the subject simmering throughout this 
period, then brought it to a crescendo when Allende was 
actually overthrown on September 11, 1973. 

The principal protagonist on the subject was Congress- 
man Michael Harrington, of Massachusetts. He pressed the 
subcommittee on Inter-American Affairs of the House For- 
eign Affairs Committee to hold a hearing on Chile on Octo- 
ber 11, and I was called to appear before it. I made clear 
that I could testify only in executive session if I were ex- 
pected to discuss any substantive intelligence on what had 
happened in Chile and that I would not testify at all on 
CIA’s operations there, in deference to the long-standing ar- 
rangement with the Congress that CIA’s operations would 
only be discussed with the oversight committees the Con- 
gress itself had established. The hearing amounted to little 
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more than a fencing match between Harrington and myself; 
I limited myself to statements of what had occurred in 
Chile, while he pressed for information about what CIA had 
done, and I refused to answer. Frustrated by this, Harring- 
ton put pressure on the oversight committee, Nedzi's intelli- 
gence subcommittee of the Armed Services Committee, to 
hold a full hearing on what CIA had done in Chile. Nedzi, 
of course, knew at least in outline CIA’s Chilean activities 
and wasn’t particularly eager to comply, but finally under 
Harrington’s pressure he did call the Intelligence Subcom- 
mittee into secret session in April 1974 (without Harrington) 
and asked me to testify. 

Now I was in something of a dilemma. I had no problem 
testifying and answering questions on all of the CIA’s covert 
political-action operations up to Allende’s election and since 
his installation in office—our so-called Track I activities. But 
there was Track II, the operation we undertook on the direct 
personal orders of President Nixon during the six weeks be- 
tween the time Allende won his plurality in the 1970 presi- 
dential elections and the time he was formally voted into 
and installed in office by the Chilean Congress. Although it 
lasted only six weeks and was cut off after Allende was inau- 
gurated, in Track II we had indeed looked for a coup. But 
President Nixon had ordered Helms and the Agency to keep 
that activity in the strictest confidence, reporting it to abso- 
lutely no one. 

After I had completed my testimony on Track I and an- 
swered all the Congressmen’s questions on it in full detail, 
however, I felt I could not in good conscience leave it at 
that. Before and after my confirmation hearing, I had under- 
taken in all sincerity to give assurances to the Congressional 
chairmen, Nedzi included, that I considered it my responsi- 
bility to keep them informed even about CIA matters that 
they would have no way of even suspecting, and therefore 
would be unable to question me on. And now here was just 
such a case—and a personal test for my conscience of that 
assurance. So, once the business on Track I had been con- 
cluded to everyone’s satisfaction and the session was ad- 
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journed (and the transcript closed), I approached Nedzi, 
who had only the committee counsel still with him, and in a 
quiet voice told him there was one other thing I had to tell 
him. I said there was an aspect of our effort in Chile which 
President Nixon had ordered and which he had also ordered 
be revealed to no one including the ambassador and the sec- 
retaries and departments of State and Defense. And then I 
gave him a summary of Track II in a very few words. He 
listened, asked how this related to the Track I story I had 
testified on and then sternly demanded my assurance that 
Track II had been cut off in 1970 and that I had been accu- 
rate in my testimony that CIA had not been associated with 
the military coup in 1973. I gave these assurances, and we 
let the matter drop. On my way home, I felt good about my 
conscience and my loyalty to the Constitutional role of Con- 
gress, but I recognized a dilemma in that I had violated a 
direct and, when he gave it, legal order of my boss, the Pres- 
ident. I added this problem to the contradictions I was 
somehow going to have to resolve between the American 
Constitution and the traditions of intelligence. 

But this was not the end. Harrington kept the pressure on, 
now turning to a rule of the House that said that any mem- 
ber is entitled to review the transcript of any committee of 
the House; and he wanted to review the transcript of my 
testimony on CIA’s Chilean operations. A few weeks later 
Nedzi phoned me to say that he and Hebert had decided 
they had no choice but to accede to Harrington’s request. 
But they planned to get and were prepared to enforce his 
commitment to respect the secrecy of the testimony. I re- 
plied that the decision obviously had to be theirs and that I 
had no basis on which I could effectively object to it. Har- 
rington signed that he would “agree to honor” the commit- 
tee rules that the information he received remain secret, and 
he read the transcript. At that point I thought the matter had 
ended and went on about my many other chores. I had that 
summer, even somewhat defiantly, accepted an invitation to 
appear before a thoroughly hostile “conference” on CIA and 
covert action in mid-September; there I thought I could at 
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least give CIA’s side in reply to the allegations and exagger- 
ations that were running through opposition circles. 

I got more than I bargained for. For a few days before the 
conference, in plenty of time for maximum press attention, a 
letter Harrington wrote summarizing my secret testimony 
“leaked” to The New York Times and raised a storm about 
CIA and Chile. But I went through with the appearance and 
got a chance to deny to Harrington’s face his claim that I 
used the word destabilization in my testimony, as a descrip- 
tion of our program in Chile. Nonetheless the word has cir- 
cled the world as a dramatic catchword for CIA activities, 
just as I knew it would, as soon as I saw it in Harrington's 
letter. As an illustration of CIA’s problem with such im- 
agery, my denial at the “conference,” my letter in The New 
York Times making the same point and a public statement 
by Nedzi’s committee that the word was not used by me, all 
were totally unable to reduce the political impact of this sin- 
gle word. 

One result of the Chile storm came in the Senate. A bill 
that came to the floor would have forbidden CIA any func- 
tion beyond pure intelligence—that is, no political or para- 
military action whatsoever. The Senate voted it down by a 
decisive vote of 68 to 17, but it passed an amendment to the 
Foreign Assistance Act that said that any CIA activity other 
than intelligence gathering could be undertaken only if the 
President “finds it important to the national security ... and 
reports, in a timely fashion ...to the appropriate commit- 
tees of the Congress.” In this way, CIA’s covert-action func- 
tion received its first legislative recognition, and my di- 
lemma after telling Nedzi about Tract II had been solved. I 
mentioned to my friends in the White House that this law 
meant that CIA never again could undertake a Track II 
without telling the “appropriate committees of the Con- 
gress.’ But it was not until the following year that I would 
learn that this law in effect had virtually eliminated the 
“covert” part of CIA’s covert action that year. 

Harrington's letter, and the ensuing uproar about CIA and 
Chile, had another effect, and one more personal and pain- 
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ful for me. Because that uproar produced an undercurrent of 
charges that my predecessor, former boss and sponsor in my 
preparation to become DCI, Dick Helms, might have bro- 
ken the law. At the time of the Senate confirmation hearings 
on his appointment as ambassador to Iran, Helms had been 
asked some specific questions about the CIA’s activities in 
Chile. In light of what had now been revealed, the question 
had arisen whether his answers were accurate. Within CIA a 
middle-grade officer who was aware of Track II, responding 
to the Schlesinger-Colby directives that all “questionable” 
matters be reported, submitted a memorandum saying that 
an investigation was needed to determine whether Helms 
had committed perjury. It was about as welcome on my desk 
as a cobra, and as hard to handle. 

Here I was in the middle of another conflict between the 
past and the future. Helms as a totally loyal servant of his 
President and his intelligence profession had manfully tried 
to keep the secret he had been directed to keep. But that 
middle-grade CIA officer had equally properly reacted to 
my very specific instructions that he should present to me 
anything about whose propriety he had the slightest doubt. 
If I accepted the one, I repudiated the past; if I accepted the 
other, I compromised the future. In my own mind I was, and 
remain, fully convinced that Helms did nothing for which 
he could or should be condemned. At the same time, I real- 
ized that if I took upon myself the decision that the matter 
should be dropped without further inquiry, I would be say- 
ing that Schlesinger’s and my directives and all my brave 
words about a new era of American intelligence contained 
the reservation that they would not apply if I thought they 
should not. To avoid granting myself the sole power to make 
a decision and to indicate that I took such reports seriously, 
I asked the Inspector General to assign three officers to ex- 
amine the record of Helms’s testimony in detail and to sub- 
mit to me their findings, so that it would be clear and on 
paper how the matter was treated and that it was not pushed 
aside. 

After several weeks the three officers submitted to me a 
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report that made my life no easier, because it did not come 
to any definite conclusion. The trio reviewed the testimony 
and the evidence that lay behind it and recommended that, 
as they could not say whether or not the facts were really in 
conflict with the testimony, I was legally obliged to consult 
with the Attomey General to make the final determination. 

I have to say I didn’t like that recommendation one bit 
and looked around to see whether I really had to comply 
with it. I turned first to the Agency's General Counsel and 
asked him to review the affair and give me his advice, also 
in writing. In due time he agreed with my view that Helms 
most certainly had not committed perjury. Then he went on 
to call my attention to an agreement that had been struck 
between the CIA and the Justice Department in 1954, that 
the Agency, because of the necessary secrecy of its opera- 
tions, could decide alone and on its own whether CIA 
would report possible criminal charges to the Justice De- 
partment, since a trial might risk the exposure of intelli- 
gence sources and methods. On the basis of this advice, I 
drafted a memo stating that in my mind no perjury had been 
committed and that unquestionably intelligence sources and 
methods (including Track II and its contacts) would be re- 
vealed in any court action. The draft concluded that the mat- 
ter should be dropped. 

But I had to do one more thing—submit the draft memo to 
the three officers who had made the review, so that they 
would know that their work had not just disappeared some- 
where in my office. But they, courageously and unani- 
mously, retorted when they read my memo that it would not 
stand up. They stated flatly that the 1954 agreement be- 
tween the CIA and the Justice Department could no longer 
govern, if it ever had any validity. And I could see as I 
talked the matter out with them that if I insisted on my “so- 
lution” I could expect the matter to leak eventually to the 
press (not necessarily by any one of them, but certainly 
nevertheless), with the implication that CIA in general and I 
in particular were “covering up.’ So I took a deep breath 
and made an appointment to see Acting Attorney General 
Laurence Silberman. 
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It was late December, just the week before Christmas, 
when I went over to have that chat with Silberman. I had 
not yet made up my mind whether to turn the Helms mate- 
rial over to him. What I really hoped to do was get a reading 
from him about the validity of that 1954 agreement between 
the CIA and the Justice Department, whether it still had any 
legal standing. But no sooner had I described it than he cut 
me off. “Come on, Bill,” he said. “You're a lawyer. You 
know better than that. I don’t care what the past arrange- 
ments might have been. In this day and age, there’s no way 
in the world the CIA is going to be given the extralegal priv- 
ilege of deciding unilaterally which of its employees should 
be prosecuted and who shouldn’t. That’s just plain non- 
sense. Sure, I understand the danger that vour legitimate 
secrets could come out in a trial, and that there are instances 
where a trial would have to be avoided in order to protect 
them. But that isn’t something the Agency has the power to 
decide on its own. It’s something the Agency can come to 
the Justice Department and argue about, but it’s something 
for us to take into consideration and decide, not you. So, 
come on now, let’s get down to cases. Who or what are you 
talking about?” 

I didn’t argue with him; in fact, I really agreed with him. 
It was indeed impossible, if one believed in the Constitu- 
tion, for a government official like myself to be given the 
power to determine unilaterally and secretly whether or not 
a criminal charge should be prosecuted. So, with some 
prompting, I described to Silberman the questions that had 
been raised about Helms’s testimony and my theory that it 
was not perjury. He listened, but ended up by insisting that 
the files on the matter be made available to the Department 
of Justice. Since this meant, among other things, turning 
over the secrets of Track II operations, I insisted that he 
guarantee that the material be handled within the Depart- 
ment in a highly classified and compartmented manner. He 
agreed, and the next day I made the necessary arrangements 
to have the files forwarded to Silberman. 

In the months and years ahead I would be condemned for 
this action. A number of colleagues and senior officers in the 
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Agency would say that I had turned against my friend, bene- 
factor and predecessor. But I am satisfied that I did what I 
had to do. Times had truly changed since 1954. The arrange- 
ment then between the CIA and the Justice Department, 
struck in good faith in that time’s atmosphere where the tra- 
ditional role of intelligence allowed it to operate in almost 
total secrecy, had to collapse in the new times where no 
one, not even the President, was allowed to put himself 
above the law. In what was by then the post-Watergate cli- 
mate—Nixon, of course, had been forced to resign a few 
months before, in August—subordinate CIA officers, in this 
case the three young officers who had made the review, 
were no longer content simply to accept what their seniors 
might decide, and it was their respectful but insistent pres- 
sure that, I realize, obliged me to act as I did. I was per- 
suaded that I had no right to make a decision on this matter 
alone or to preempt a ruling by the proper authorities, 
whether the dangers to intelligence security would prevent 
prosecution or investigation in the case. And I am glad they 
did, requiring me to uphold my oath to the Constitution and 
really demonstrate that a new and American intelligence 
had been born, not just talked about. 

Besides, I was convinced that no fair jury in the land 
would conclude that Helms had committed perjury, and that 
therefore he would not be indicted for it. And the subse- 
quent long silence from the Justice Department, despite oc- 
casional press rumblings, seemed to confirm my original as- 
sessment. Indeed, the final outcome, with Helms avoiding a 
show trial by not contesting a lesser misdemeanor that he 
had not “fully, completely and accurately” testified to Con- 
gress, specifically eliminated the perjury charge. One can 
only wonder how often that “fully, completely and accu- 
rately” standard is breached in Washington, and conse- 
quently whether the Justice Department's using it against 
Helms reflected more of a political than a legal attack on his 
directorship of CIA. But some would say, therefore, that I 
should never have presented the matter to Silberman, since 
that started the process, and I accept the blame for that as 
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the cost of my belief that intelligence must operate accord- 
ing to new rules. 

I had another chore to accomplish in that week before 
Christmas, equally unpleasant and Scrooge-like. Because 
another retirement deadline had been set by the Civil Ser- 
vice Commission for the end of December, I was deter- 
mined to face up to my responsibility to remove Jim Angle- 
ton before it, so he would not miss out on its benefits. 

During my trip to the Middle East I had learned to my 
shock that the CIA stations in Israel and the neighboring 
Arab countries were not allowed to communicate with each 
other because the Israel relationship went only to the coun- 
terintelligence staff. Therefore they could not compare 
notes and impressions and help each other to come to better 
assessments as to what was happening in that delicate area. 
I knew that Angleton had been most upset when I acceded 
to Kissinger’s request that I not visit East Jerusalem under 
Israeli auspices in order not to give any unconscious politi- 
cal signal to the Arabs. But I found the Israeli officials I met 
either not greatly disturbed by it or too polite to criticize it. 
Out of that trip and from a lot of other impressions I had 
come to the conclusion that I was not doing my job as Direc- 
tor unless I insisted that I, rather than Angleton, make the 
decisions about Israeli relations and counterintelligence. 
And I was reinforced in my belief that a change in manage- 
ment and the manager of both was essential. 

So, I called Angleton to my office to talk the matter out 
with him, saying that I had come to the conclusion that a 
change was necessary in both jobs, the Israeli liaison and 
counterintelligence, but that I wanted to retain his talents 
for the Agency, and especially his experience. I offered him 
the prospect of separate status, where he could summarize 
for us the many ideas he had and conclusions he had 
reached about counterintelligence, and where he would be 
consulted on, but no longer be in charge of, our Israeli liai- 
son. Not unexpectedly he resisted both ideas with the 
strongest arguments he could offer. And thinking that a day 
or so of reflection might make it easier for him to accept the 
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inevitable—and in my mind this time it was inevitable—l 
asked him to think over the matter for a couple of days to 
decide whether he would like to stay on in the way I de- 
scribed or whether he would choose to retire completely be- 
fore the deadline for the benefits. 

But on the next day—it was December 18, 1974—I re- 
ceived a telephone call that knocked all my plans into a 
cocked hat, ruining not only the Christmas season for me 
but nearly all of the next year as well. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Investigating the CIA 


ik telephone call was from Seymour Hersh, the Pulitzer- 
Prize-winning investigative reporter for The New York 
Times. He rang me up to say excitedly that he had “a story 
bigger than My-Lai” (which, of course, was the story for 
which he had won his Pulitzer), concerning illegal CIA do- 
mestic activities. Now, although Hersh and I could usually 
be found on the opposite sides of any issue involving the 
CIA, I had every reason to respect his journalistic integrity. 
Earlier that year, in February, I had learned that he was in- 
quiring about a rumored deep-ocean CIA operation (later to 
be revealed as the Glomar Explorer project). I had gone to 
him then and had requested that he not only not write what- 
ever he knew but that he not even speak of it to anyone, and 
he obviously honored my request. So now I felt that I owed 
him the interview he requested and could trust his responsi- 
bility both as an American and as a hard-driving newsman. I 
invited him to come to my office at Langley to discuss the 
matter. I also warned Brent Scowcroft at the White House 
and Congressman Nedzi that something was up. 

Our meeting took place on Friday morning, December 20. 
From what Hersh told me—that he had learned from several 
sources that the CIA had been engaged in a “massive” oper- 
ation against the antiwar movement involving wiretaps, 
break-ins, mail intercepts, and surveillances of American cit- 
izens—I realized immediately that he had come upon some 
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disjointed and distorted accounts of several items on our 
highly secret “family jewels” list. I did not ask him how he 
had come by the information, or from whom. For one thing, 
I was perfectly aware that a journalist of Hersh’s standing 
would protect his sources as fiercely as would we in intelli- 
gence. But more to the point, I didn’t have any trouble 
imagining just who or what they might be. After all, there 
were enough former CIA officers around, especially among 
the thousands fired or retired during the Schlesinger purge 
of the Agency, who had been privy to one or another of the 
“family jewels.” With the unease prevalent in the Agency 
about Operation Chaos, a journalist of Hersh’s skill would 
not have found it difficult to get a lead on CIA’s activities 
concerning the antiwar movement and quickly build from 
there admissions about individual wiretaps and other do- 
mestic surveillances used by the Agency. Anyway, my major 
concer at that moment was not to try to identify the leakers 
but to deal in some sane and rational way with the exagger- 
ated way Hersh had put together the information leaked. 
“Look, Sy,” I began, “what vou’re onto here are two very 
separate and distinct matters that you've gotten mixed up 
and distorted.” I then went on to try to explain—and put in 
proper perspective—the two matters that his sources had 
confused and exaggerated for him. First, I said, there was an 
operation that the Agency had conducted to discover 
whether the American antiwar movement was being sup- 
ported or manipulated by foreign powers, and that such mat- 
ters were properly within the CIA’s charter. Moreover, I 
stressed, after having concluded that no foreign power was 
involved with the antiwar movement, the operation had 
been terminated. As for the talk of mail intercepts, wiretaps, 
and surveillance of American citizens, that was something 
entirely different and in no way connected with the antiwar 
movement. What he had come upon here, I explained, were 
some cases in which CIA had acted under its responsibility 
to protect intelligence sources and techniques against leaks, 
and on some few occasions in its twenty-eight-year history it 
had used such surveillance techniques in the United States 
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and in so doing had overstepped the boundaries of its 
charter. But the important point, I emphasized, was that the 
Agency had conducted its own review of such activities in 
1973 and had issued a series of clear directives making plain 
that the Agency henceforth must and would stay within the 
law. “So, you see, Sy, you would be wrong if you went 
ahead with your story in the way vou’ve laid it out. What 
you have are a few incidents of the Agency straying from the 
straight and narrow. There certainly was never anything like 
a ‘massive illegal domestic intelligence operation.’ What 
few mistakes we made in the past have long before this 
been corrected. And there is certainly nothing like that 
going on now. 

But, as subsequent events amply demonstrated, Hersh 
didn’t see it my way at all. Indeed, the main thing he took 
away from our meeting that Friday was the sense that I had 
confirmed the reports he had heard. And so there it was on 
Sunday, December 22, 1974, splashed across three columns 
of the New York Times’s front page: “Huge C.I.A. Operation 
Reported in U.S. Against Anti-War Forces, Other Dissidents 
in Nixon Years.’ And that was followed by the shocking 
lead paragraph: “The Central Intelligence Agency, directly 
violating its charter, conducted a massive illegal domestic 
intelligence operation during the Nixon Administration 
against the antiwar movement and other dissident groups in 
the United States, according to well-placed Government 
sources.” 

A press and political firestorm immediately erupted. The 
charge that the Agency had engaged in domestic spying, the 
inference that it had become a Gestapo, proved the fatal 
spark. All the tensions and suspicions and hostilities that 
had been building about the CIA since the Bay of Pigs and 
had risen to a combustible level during the Vietnam and 
Watergate years, now exploded. What was to be called the 
Year of Intelligence in Washington began, a year in which 
the CIA came under the closest and harshest public scrutiny 
that any such service has ever experienced not only in this 
country but anywhere in the world. 
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I have to admit that I didn’t immediately foresee these 
traumatic consequences. After all, the CIA had been embla- 
zoned unfavorably in newspaper headlines countless times 
in the preceding years, most recently in regard to its Chile 
operations, and had weathered those storms. And it seemed 
to me that we could do so again—if we handled the present 
crisis in a calm and sensible way. In my view, the calm and 
sensible way in this case was to counter the distortions and 
exaggerations of Hersh’s article by publicly telling the true 
story of Operation Chaos and the rest, conceding the 
Agency’s few misdeeds in the past, explaining how they had 
come about, emphasizing that they were few and far be- 
tween and relatively small and, above all, stressing that they 
had been terminated by the Agency itself and reported to 
Congress in 1973 and that nothing of the sort was going on 
now, nor would anything like them take place in the future. 
More than anything else, it was the CIA’s experience in Wa- 
tergate that led me to this strategy. It seemed to me that our 
ultracautious “distancing” attitude during that crisis, our re- 
luctance to reveal anything more than we were specifically 
asked, had caused us to withhold information in hope of 
keeping the Agency clear of the scandal, and had created 
the very climate of suspicion and implied culpability that 
we had been, justifiably, trying to avoid. Thus I felt that this 
time we must take exactly the opposite tack, coming clean 
straightaway on those few activities in the Agency’s past that 
admittedly were questionable, in the hope that they then 
would be disposed of quickly and not become the subject of 
a long series of titillating, reluctantly revealed individual ex- 
posures, each making a new sensational headline. 

But when I contacted the White House that Sunday, I 
found that there was a great deal of concern over there on 
how to respond to the Times article which had come out 
much more seriously than I had expected it would when I 
first discussed Hersh’s call and Friday interview with Scow- 
croft. One of the President’s aides suggested that I phone 
the President to give him a basis for some comment on the 
story. He was at the moment en route to Vail, Colorado, for 
his Christmas vacation, so the White House operator put me 
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on an open circuit to Air Force One, readable by any listen- 
ing foreign intelligence-intercept operators and so hardly 
conducive to detailed discussion of intelligence affairs. 

“Mr. President,” I said, “on the story in the Times this 
morning, I want to assure you that nothing comparable to 
the article's allegations is going on in the Agency at this 
time.” I then went on to tell him that Hersh had mixed a 
few disconnected aspects of CIA’s past but that any such 
actions had been fully terminated. I concluded by offering 
to prepare a memorandum, detailing in writing what I had 
sketched out for him orally and documenting the truth of my 
assurance that all misdeeds of the past had been corrected 
m O 

Ford thanked me for the call and asked for the report as 
soon as possible. And then, on arriving in Vail, besieged by 
the press corps clamoring for a reaction to the Hersh article, 
Ford issued a statement which, in effect, repeated the assur- 
ances I had given him over the phone—that is, that the CIA 
was not engaged in domestic spying or any other illegal ac- 
tivity at the present time, and saying that he was asking Kis- 
singer as his National Security Assistant to obtain a report 
from me on the subject. 

Meanwhile, back at Langley, I set about drawing up my 
report to the President “in response to your request for my 
comments on the New York Times article of December 22, 
alleging CIA involvement in a ‘massive’ domestic intelli- 
gence effort.” It took only two days to prepare, summarizing 
the relevant items on the 1973 jewels list, and I appended a 
hefty appendix of the Agency directives that ordered a halt 
to such actions. When it was done, I topped it off with a 
covering note that pointed out that I had prepared the report 
in unclassified form (omitting any reference to individuals 
or intelligence sources and methods) and was thus suitable 
for the President to release forthwith to the press, to counter 
the grossly exaggerated impression of the matter given in 
Hersh’s article. But I did not make an issue of the possible 
release, as I did not believe in “crowding” a Presidential 
boss. 

In the middle of preparing this summary, I received a call 
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from Jim Schlesinger, and I went over to the Defense De- 
partment to show him how I was going about handling the 
crisis. Schlesinger, of course, was aware of what was going 
on better than most. He knew all about Operation Chaos 
and the Agency’s other questionable domestic activities on 
the “family jewels” list, since he himself had ordered it 
compiled in the first place. Therefore he had immediately 
recognized how and where Hersh had gotten his story and 
what a distorted concoction of partial truths it was. Thus, 
too, he understood what I was trying to do and fully backed 
me in the strategy I had adopted for handling the crisis that 
the story promised to stir up. But what he also realized—and 
I had totally overlooked—was the fact that neither President 
Nixon, nor Ford, nor Kissinger had ever been apprised of 
the family jewels list. 

Now it is important to recall here that the “family jewels” 
consisted of nearly 700 individual items of which the do- 
mestic activities covered in the New York Times story repre- 
sented only a part, although the major part. The list, for ex- 
ample, also included the CIA’s assassination attempts 
against Castro, which had not leaked to Hersh. To be sure, 
at the time the list was originally drawn up—after my ap- 
pointment as DCI but before my confirmation hearings— 
Schlesinger and I had agreed that I take it around to the 
Congressional committee chairmen and fully brief them on 
it, assassinations and all. But we had not done the same for 
Nixon or Kissinger, which I cannot explain to this dav other 
than by saying it fell between Schlesinger’s directorate and 
mine, during our transition, and that it was deep in the past 
by the time Ford became President. Schlesinger remem- 
bered this and told Kissinger that he had to know the full 
story about CIA’s questionable activities before he decided 
how to handle the Hersh article. I couldn’t have agreed with 
him more. That Tuesday evening when I went over to Kis- 
singer s office at the State Department to give him my memo 
to take to the President in Vail, I also brought with me the 
complete “family jewels” list. 

Kissinger went through it hurriedly. But when he came to 
the part about the assassinations he slowed down. “Well, 
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Bill,” he said, looking up, “when Hersh’s story first came 
out I thought you should have flatly denied it as totally 
wrong, but now I see why you couldn't.” He then took my 
report to Vail, where Ford and his staff discussed the next 
step and Kissinger filled him in orally on the rest of the jew- 
els. I hoped Kissinger’s greater knowledge would now 
change his criticism of my strategy, which had been suffi- 
ciently strident in Washington circles to cause an old friend 
to warn me that Kissinger was no friend of mine, that he had 
been making caustic comments about me in the past two 
davs. 

Barbara and the children had left for some Christmas 
skiing in Pennsylvania, and the plan had been for me to join 
them as soon as possible. But the way things stood, I felt 
that there was no way I could leave Washington. Obviously, 
Ford and Kissinger would spend the next day or so discuss- 
ing my memo and the “family jewels,” and I thought it 
likely that I would be asked to join them in Vail. But even if 
I weren't, I figured that I had best be at my CIA post during 
this period, because I hoped the President would release 
my memo to him, clarifying and countering the distortions 
and exaggerations in Hersh’s article, and I wanted to be on 
the scene to handle the deluge of press inquiries that that 
would surely cause. So I settled down to a bachelor’s Christ- 
mas week in Washington, waiting to hear from Vail. I waited 
in vain. 

Not that I didn’t have plenty to keep me occupied. For 
example, during the Christmas season I found myself once 
again engaged in a disconcerting legal conversation with 
Larry Silberman, the Acting Attorney General. As noted ear- 
lier, I had turned over to him some material on CIA’s Chile 
operations relating to Helms’s testimony at his Senate con- 
firmation hearings. When Hersh’s story broke in The New 
York Times, Silberman called me and said it looked like we 
had some further business to discuss. “What else have you 
boys got tucked away up your sleeves?” he said by way of 
greeting, waving Hersh’s article at me as I walked through 
his door. “What’s this one all about, Bill?” 

I told him, much as I had told the President, and in the 
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course of my explanation I revealed the existence of the 
family jewels list. “That’s very interesting,’ Silberman said 
after a moment. “Tell me, did you tum that list over to the 
Justice Department?” “No,” I replied, nonplused. “You 
know what that amounts to,” Silberman said. “You're a law- 
yer, Bill. You have had in your possession evidence of ille- 
gal actions. As a public servant, you're obliged to turn such 
evidence over to the proper authorities, in this case the De- 
partment of Justice. In withholding that evidence for a year 
and a half, Bill, you may have committed a crime yourself.” 
I was shocked at the suggestion. After a moment, when I 
had recovered a bit, I said, “The thought that the jewels 
should have been reported to Justice never crossed my 
mind. I reported the list to the chairmen of our appropriate 
Congressional committees and issued the directives that 
corrected the situation. I thought that was sufficient.” “Well, 
maybe,’ Silberman said. “But in any case you better let me 
have that list and I’ll see what we should do about it.” And 
in the period since that very bad moment, my belief has 
been vindicated that no fair jury would convict CIA officers 
for these long-past activities, which had been undertaken in 
totally different circumstances and atmospheres than 
today’s, and the Justice Department has decided on its own 
not to prosecute them. 

It was also during this period that Angleton’s retirement 
broke on the AP wire. On Friday, December 20, after hear- 
ing Hersh’s story from him and trying to show him its true 
proportion, I had called Angleton back and had told him that 
I must make clear that my decision to remove him was firm, 
whatever the Hersh article might say. I told him that no one 
in the world would believe his leaving his job was not the 
result of the article. But both Jim and I would know it was 
not, which was the important part to me. The news of his 
retirement added to the furious press storm that raged 
throughout that Christmas week. The New York Times fol- 
lowed up Hersh’s original piece with a story nearly every 
day, playing the issue so hard as a major exposure of mas- 
sive wrong-doing that many felt the newspaper was trying to 
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use it to make up for having been consistently scooped by 
the rival Washington Post on the Watergate scandal. The 
rest of the media, equally anxious not to be caught napping 
on a major news break, rushed out with their own versions 
of Hersh’s reporting. Television programs were staged, edi- 
torials written, everyone and anyone who might have had 
the remotest connection or opinion was interviewed. Under 
the steady drumbeat, the Congress was roused to a high 
state of indignation, and a demand for a wide-ranging inves- 
tigation of the CIA swept Washington. 

Inside the intelligence community tensions grew. One re- 
tired professional asked me sharply whether I was going to 
try to save the Agency. “Yes,” I replied, “but I won’t lie and 
I won't do anything illegal.” “Does that mean I would?” he 
hotly challenged. “No, I don’t mean that, but I want my lim- 
its to be clear,’ I said, trying to mollify him. A week after 
Hersh’s story appeared I gathered the leadership of the 
Agency in the auditorium at Langley to try to reassure them 
and, chiefly, keep them working on their real jobs. I briefed 
them on the jewels and the way they had been exaggerated 
and distorted by Hersh’s piece, on the fact that the direc- 
tives of 1973 were clear and that I believed that they were 
being followed today and that the Agency would survive if it 
could just get its story across. And I urged them to let me 
worry about dealing with the Congress and the press and to 
make their contribution to the Agency's future by continu- 
ing to produce the best intelligence in the world. In the 
weeks ahead J would have to repeat the exercise many 
times, answering some officers who asked in fury how a na- 
tion that had assigned them difficult and dangerous work in 
the past could be discussing prosecuting them for doing it 
today, and others who wanted me to square the ugly revela- 
tions of CIA past behavior with their plea, “What am I going 
to tell my children?” 

Yet, during all this uproar I hardly heard a word from Vail. 
Nor was my memo to the President released, as I had sug- 
gested. The silence from there was deafening. Ford, Kissin- 
ger, and a number of top White House aides had gathered in 
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the Colorado ski resort, and the press reported daily their 
discussions of the burgeoning CIA crisis and their strategy 
on how to handle it. But I was not included. As the week 
wore on, I felt myself increasingly out in left field while the 
infield was making decisions well out of my hearing. I con- 
cluded that the White House planned to “distance” itself 
from the CIA and its troubles (as the CIA had distanced it- 
self from the White House during Watergate), that it was 
going to draw the wagons around—and leave me isolated 
and exposed on the outside. I felt very lonely, but I saw a 
certain logic in the Ford administration’s determination not 
to take on almost thirty years of CIA’s sins. I decided that if 
I would have to fight the problem out alone, I at least would 
be free to use my strategy to save intelligence and not have 
to defer to every tactical move concocted in the White 
House. 

On January 3, 1975, a day before my fifty-fifth birthday, 
Ford returned from Vail, and that evening he summoned me 
to a meeting at the Oval Office. Kissinger, Don Rumsfeld, 
Phil Buchen, and one or two others of the President’s clos- 
est advisers were there. We quickly went over my “Vail Re- 
port.” I had brought a summary of the family jewels and we 
went through them, including the assassination plots, in 
some detail. The fact that these activities had been termi- 
nated before Ford took office gave little solace in view of 
the political difficulties they would nonetheless surely raise 
for him. 

I was then told that Ford was considering appointing a 
“blue ribbon” commission to conduct an investigation of 
CIA’s domestic activities to answer The New York Times 
charges, and hopefully to still the outcry and thus prevent a 
full investigation of intelligence from getting started. No 
one mentioned the possible release of my Vail report, and I 
decided that the President had turned my idea down. So I 
accepted the idea of the commission as another way to clear 
the record, being certain that it could only conclude, as I 
had, that although some things had been done wrong in the 
past they were few and far between and had been corrected 
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in 1973. I insisted that I not know the names of the individ- 
uals selected to serve on it until they were announced pub- 
licly, so that I could not be accused of influencing the 
choice of the investigators. But I was also convinced that the 
blue-ribbon commission would not be the end of the matter, 
and that the President’s carefully circumscribed investiga- 
tion of CIA’s domestic affairs would not stop Congress from 
conducting its own probe. It was clear that our failure to 
respond to the Times’s charges after two full weeks had only 
added to the rising clamor. The atmosphere in the nation 
had far too radically changed—in the aftermath of Vietnam 
and Watergate—for the Executive Branch to get away, as it 
always had in the past, with keeping the cloak-and-dagger 
world of intelligence strictly its own prerogative and affair. 
Intelligence was entering a new era, and the country was in 
the process of redefining its correct position under the Con- 
stitution. The Congress would have to be answered, I be- 
lieved; the Congress, having found and demonstrated its 
power in the Watergate affair to the amazing extent of hav- 
ing forced the President to resign, would demand to be an- 
swered. And I was right. 

The formation of the Rockefeller Commission was an- 
nounced on January 6, and January 13 was the date set for 
its first hearing, with me, my predecessor Jim Schlesinger 
and his predecessor Dick Helms as the first witnesses. But 
virtually at the same time, the intelligence subcommittees of 
the Senate’s Armed Services and Appropriations Commit- 
tees announced that they too would hold investigations into 
Hersh’s allegations against the CIA, and their first joint 
hearing was set for January 15, with the same trio of present 
and former DCIs called upon to testify. Not to be outdone, 
the House of Representatives let it be known that it also 
wasn't about to be put off by the Rockefeller Commission 
and intended to look into the matter for itself as well. And so 
began a year in which I found myself called to testify before 
one committee or another two or three or sometimes even 
five times a week. 

The Rockefeller Commission stayed in existence until 


400 / HONORABLE MEN 


May, its original three-month mandate extended by two 
months once its investigations were underway. Its charter 
had been carefully drawn to authorize it to look into only 
the CIA’s alleged improprieties in the domestic field—Op- 
eration Chaos, the mail-intercept program, and so on—and 
to stay away from the other “family jewels.” Thus, although 
I was called back several times in the ensuing few months, 
in fact, my testimony came down to little more than reiterat- 
ing and reviewing (and sometimes updating with later-re- 
vealed details) the memorandum I had prepared for the 
President when he was in Vail. Only Erwin Griswold, the 
former Solicitor General, of all the members of the Commis- 
sion, was anything that could be called aggressive in his 
questioning of me. I had the sense that he felt that I was 
tending to minimize the gravity of some of the Agency’s im- 
proprieties and from time to time he would climb on me 
fairly hard. But even in his case I had no trouble in giving 
him the full answers he sought. Indeed, if anything, as it 
turned out, I discovered that I was being somewhat too 
open and candid for some people’s tastes. After my second 
or third appearance, the Commission’s Chairman, Vice-Pres- 
ident Rockefeller, drew me aside into his office at the Exec- 
utive Office Building and said in his most charming manner, 
“Bill, do you really have to present all this material to us? 
We realize that there are secrets that vou fellows need to 
keep and so nobody here is going to take it amiss if you feel 
that there are some questions you can’t answer quite as fully 
as you seem to feel you have to.” I got the message quite 
unmistakably, and I didn’t like it. The Vice-President of the 
United States was letting me know that he didn’t approve of 
my approach to the CIA’s troubles, that he would much pre- 
fer me to take the traditional stance of fending off investiga- 
tors by drawing the cloak of secrecy around the Agency in 
the name of national security. So I mumbled something ap- 
propriate and went on to give the Commission what it 
needed to get a fair picture of CIA’s history, and I was 
pleased when its final report essentially reiterated my Vail 
report conclusions, that: 
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A detailed analysis of the facts has convinced the Commission 
that the great majority of the CIA’s domestic activities comply 
with its statutory authority. 

Nevertheless, over the 28 years of its history, the CIA has en- 
gaged in some activities that should be criticized and not per- 
mitted to happen again.... 

Some of the activities were initiated or ordered by Presidents, 
either directly or indirectly. 

Some of them fall within the doubtful area between responsi- 
bilities delegated to the CIA... and activities specifically pro- 
hibited to the Agency. 

Some of them were plainly unlawful... 

The Agency’s own recent actions, undertaken for the most 
part in 1973 and 1974, have gone far to terminate the 
activities.... 


If this had been the end of the investigations, I would 
have thought it a fair epitaph on the past and a fair outline of 
the approach that should be taken in the future. But it was 
not to be the final word in any sense; the constitutional sep- 
aration of powers had taken control of the subject of intelli- 
gence, and the Rockefeller Commission hearing proved only 
the opening scene. 

The first move by Congress occurred on January 15, two 
days after my first appearance before the Rockefeller Com- 
mission, when the intelligence subcommittees of the Sen- 
ate’s Armed Services and Appropriations Committees called 
me to testify at a joint session under the cochairmanship of 
Senators Stennis and McClelland. Now here, I must say, I 
was facing a reasonably friendly panel. These Senators, after 
all, had been performing the oversight function for years; 
they were that senior command structure that had been 
faithfully and patriotically protecting the CIA from public 
prying during all that time. They perceived of their duty 
now as what it had always been: to hear me out on the facts 
concerning the CIA’s improprieties in the domestic field 
and then to stand up for the Agency, warning of the dangers 
to national security if the intelligence service was too much 
tampered with. So here again my testimony essentially 
amounted to repeating my Vail report. But there was one 
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crucial difference. These fine Senators perceived the inten- 
sity of the public clamor and the strong views of their fellow 
Senators, and they knew that a public answer was needed. 
So they requested that my testimony be released and since I 
had testified in terms that in my mind were not classified, I 
consented. I was, of course, privately delighted. Ever since 
I had prepared the Vail report I had been hoping to get it 
out—believing it the most effective way to counter the mis- 
conceptions fostered by Hersh’s article. But on my way 
down from the Hill that afternoon, I realized that I had not 
told the White House what was coming in the press next 
day, so I stopped there to give Brent Scowcroft a copy of the 
statement the Committee had released; the substance was 
well known to them, but the fact of its public release was a 
new bombshell. 

My testimony was reported in the media the following 
day, January 16, and the effect was enormous. The New York 
Times devoted two full pages to the text of my statement. 
And I have to admit that it did not, as I had hoped, begin to 
quiet the storm whirling around the Agency. The years of 
total secrecy had made the CIA extremely vulnerable to sus- 
picion and sensation. Public ignorance of modern intelli- 
gence, the false popular picture of it gleaned from spy nov- 
els, and the twisted romanticism of people like Howard 
Hunt and Gordon Liddy provided a poor framework in 
which to understand my disclosures. Journalists tended to 
believe that what I had revealed about the CIA’s past mis- 
deeds was just the tip of the iceberg, that a great deal more 
of comparable activity must still remain concealed. So, the 
improprieties I had conceded dominated the media, overrid- 
ing my assertions that they were few and far between, and 
the storm continued unabated. 

But surely the most important factor in all the furor was 
the radically altered nature of the Congress. There had been 
a time when the joint hearing held by the Senate’s intelli- 
gence subcommittees would have been deemed sufficient 
and would have signaled an end to the matter. Senators with 
the seniority and clout of McClellan and Stennis then could 
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easily have squelched any demands for further action on the 
part of their junior colleagues. But this was no longer the 
case. This was the post-Watergate Congress, with new and 
even some old members exultant in the muscle that they 
had used to bring a President down, willing and able to 
challenge the Executive as well as its own Congressional 
hierarchy, intense over morality in government, extremely 
sensitive to press and public pressures. This Congress was 
not going to be satisfied with the single hearing held by 
Stennis and McClellan. And on January 21, less than a week 
after the joint session of McClellan’s and Stennis’s commit- 
tees, the Senate voted to create a Select Committee to Study 
Governmental Operations with respect to Intelligence Ac- 
tivities. It took as its precedent the Senate Select Committee 
that had investigated the Watergate scandal and set as its 
task an inquiry into all CIA activities—not just the matters 
raised in Hersh’s article—past, present, and future. Its chair- 
man was Frank Church of Idaho. 

The lesson was clear. The old power structure of the Con- 
gress could no longer control their junior colleagues and 
hold off their curiosity about the secret world of intelli- 
gence. In this new era, CIA was going to have to fend for 
itself without that long-time special Congressional protec- 
tion. Indeed, as it became ever more obvious that the na- 
tion’s attention and the media’s limelight were now to be 
focused mercilessly on the Agency, a number of other 
Congressional committees discovered that they too had 
some jurisdiction in the intelligence area and moved 
quickly to get their share of the headlines. CIA’s former 
Congressional protectors helplessly asked me to go ahead 
and testify before those committees and not claim any exclu- 
sive responsibility to the old watchdogs. In this fashion I 
ended up adding such audiences as the House Post Office 
Committee to the groups I had to tell about CIA’s past activ- 
ities and the fact that they would not be repeated. And I had 
to go before the redoubtable Bella Abzug to explain CIA’s 
need for protection of its sources in legislation she was 
pressing to open government files, taking in the process a 
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day-long tongue-lashing over why CIA had included her 
name among our reports from Paris about visitors to the Vi- 
etnamese Communist Delegation headquarters there, and 
telling her we would do it again if she visited an office 
abroad of an organization CIA was covering and which our 
troops were fighting. 

I cannot pretend that I was happy with this exposure. I 
was perfectly aware of the troubles it would cause, the deli- 
cate matters that were likely to be unearthed and revealed 
and the sensations created by everybody and his brother en- 
gaging in cheap TV theatrics at the expense of the CIA’s 
secrets. But I must say that, unlike many in the White 
House and, for that matter, within the intelligence commu- 
nity, I believed that the Congress was within its constitu- 
tional rights to undertake a long-overdue and thoroughgoing 
review of the Agency and the intelligence community. I did 
not share the view that intelligence was solely a function of 
the Executive Branch and must be protected from Congres- 
sional prying. Quite to the contrary, I felt that as the Consti- 
tution grants the powers of legislation and appropriation to 
the Congress, the Congress was entitled to conduct an in- 
vestigation of the intelligence structure. And one of my 
friends who knew me well correctly stated another of my 
considerations. He said to a newsman that I had analyzed 
the Washington scene in exactly the way I would have ap- 
proached a problem of understanding and influencing an- 
other nation’s capital and had realized that in 1975 the cen- 
ter of political power had moved to Congress and saw that 
CIA’s survival depended on working out satisfactory rather 
than hostile relations there. It was out of this belief that, as 
soon as I learned of the formation of the Senate Select Com- 
mittee on Intelligence, I phoned Senator Frank Church and 
offered him and his staff my full cooperation, saying that I 
was fully available for discussions on how we could go 
about assisting in the comprehensive investigation he had in 
mind while at the same time protecting the necessary se- 
crets of intelligence work. 

The Church committee’s approach was to set its staff to 
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collecting data and documents and generally laying the 
groundwork for the investigations and only then to call wit- 
nesses to testify before its membership. Since this would 
take several months, the first hearings of the committee— 
and my first appearance before it—didn’t occur until May. 
But that didn’t mean I wasn’t heavily involved with the 
committee well before then. From the onset, I had to spend 
a great deal of time negotiating the ground rules by which 
the Agency was prepared to turn over material to the inves- 
tigators. As I pointed out to Church and his committee co- 
chairman, John Tower of Texas, there were essentially three 
categories of material that they would want: unclassified, 
which of course they could have freely; classified, which 
they needed, but which they had to protect from leaking; 
and finally, certain material that should not be subjected to 
any risk of exposure, mainly involving the names of sources 
and the details of technology that could allow the Soviets 
and other targets immediately to frustrate critical and costly 
intelligence-collection systems. 

I explained the rationale for each category and requested 
that the committee assume for itself the same security disci- 
pline that we in the intelligence profession accept as a mat- 
ter of course. I asked, for example, that in the exchange of 
information and documents, the names of agents and staff 
officers be excluded routinely; that we establish at the out- 
set the rule that our contacts with foreign intelligence ser- 
vices not be brought into the investigation, and that their 
material and even their cooperation with the CIA not be ex- 
posed; that special arrangements be made so that particu- 
larly sensitive activities would be handled by the committee 
according to special compartmented systems—that is, so that 
every staff member would not have access to every bit of 
information passed to the committee; and that on certain 
highly sensitive activities we be allowed to brief only the 
chairman and ranking minority cochairman. I made a partic- 
ular point of requesting that the committee’s staff (although 
not its elected members) be required to sign secrecy agree- 
ments and that some arrangement be worked out for the fi- 
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nal disposition of the committee’s records to protect those 
records in the future as well as during the life of the com- 
mittee. I also asked that procedures be set up to protect 
Agency employees, including taking testimony from them 
without recording their identities on public documents, to 
prevent the exposure that would end their ability to serve in 
clandestine work abroad in the future. 

Now, these obviously were delicate negotiations, since 
they could easily be construed by the committee as an at- 
tempt by me to seal off information to which it should have 
access. But I stressed that I was not taking a hard line on 
these matters. I said I believed I could justify every case in 
which I desired to withhold specific information, to the 
committee's satisfaction without revealing the information 
or raising a point of principle as to the committee’s right of 
access. I pointed out that the separation of powers under our 
Constitution is, in many respects, ambiguous, and any at- 
tempt to get a clear ruling in principle on whether Congress 
has the right to Executive Branch secrets usually founders 
on the strong views of each branch of government. So I sug- 
gested that we apply the English case-law system, resolving 
individual disputes on the merits of each separate situation. 

As had been my experience with the Rockefeller Commis- 
sion, I reached a fairly good, although not complete, under- 
standing on these matters with Church and Tower, and thus 
I felt comfortable in instructing my subordinates to cooper- 
ate with the committee’s investigators. I must say, though, 
as in the White House, many long-time professionals in the 
Agency were anything but happy with my approach. Raised 
in the old tradition, some argued that intelligence was in- 
herently a Presidential function and that the Congress 
should be kept out of it. Others warned that the Congress 
could not be trusted with intelligence secrets, that release to 
it was the equivalent of release to the world at large. And 
still others, while eschewing such extreme stances, asserted 
that each item that the investigators requested should be 
fought over tenaciously and turned over only when there 
was no alternative. 


Investigating the CIA / 407 


I could not and would not agree. Drawing on my legal 
experience at Donovan and Leisure many years before, I ex- 
plained to my CIA associates that the investigation we now 
faced was like a major antitrust action. In those cases, an 
enormous number of documents are demanded by the pros- 
ecution, meticulously examined and then three or four spe- 
cific papers are extracted to prove the case. The only real 
defense in such actions, I pointed out, was not to fight over 
the investigators’ right to obtain the documents, as the 
courts would almost invariably rule against you, but to come 
forward with documents and information so as to place in 
proper context the documents selected by the investigators 
and to explain that they had another significance than guilt. 
Since this strategy often required the revelation of even 
more material than the investigators sought, it was greeted 
with very little enthusiasm within both the administration 
and the intelligence community. But I remain satisfied that 
it was the correct approach, pragmatically and constitution- 
ally, and eventually resulted in the Church Committee com- 
ing to fair conclusions about American intelligence, reflect- 
ing proper differences and not merely the hysteria that I had 
feared might take over. 

I cannot say the same for the House’s equivalent Select 
Committee on Intelligence. Compared with the Senate, the 
House was a far more raucous and unruly body with many 
new members voted into office in 1974 at the height of the 
nation’s anger over the Watergate scandal and hypersuspi- 
cious of CIA’s secrecy. It had a devilish time getting its act 
together. Its first move was made by George Mahon of 
Texas, the respected chairman of the Appropriations Com- 
mittee and a long-time friend and protector of the CIA. Hav- 
ing just survived the freshman revolt that led to the fall of 
Edward Hebert from the Armed Services chairmanship, he 
phoned to tell me that he would have to end the long prac- 
tice of reviewing CIA budget requests only in a small infor- 
mal group of senior committee members, and would have to 
ask me instead to report to the newly established Defense 
Subcommittee, which would mean an initial over-all brief- 
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ing on the intelligence community and budget for its new 
members. But the subcommittee, as it turned out, wanted to 
start with an account of the Agency’s domestic activities that 
were so much in the news—and do it in open session on 
February 20. Far from objecting, I welcomed the opportu- 
nity to put CIA’s case before the TV cameras, in the hope 
that this would settle the issue in the House and that the 
representative group of members in the new subcommittee 
would prove to be the kind to whom CIA could report its 
secrets in the future and thereby generate the kind of 
Congressional support it would need. So we had the public 
session in which I essentially repeated the Vail report and 
then a closed session in which I obviously startled some of 
the new and suspicious members with a frank and full de- 
scription of the community budget and intelligence activi- 
ties, secrets and all. My only real problem was staying out of 
the cross fire when some of the new members took verbal 
potshots at the established leadership of the committee and 
the House as a whole. 

But, as had been the case in the Senate, the House wasn’t 
about to be satisfied with the single hearing of Mahon’s sub- 
committee. It too wanted to set up a Select Committee with 
a mandate to conduct a total, no-holds-barred review of the 
CIA and the intelligence community. But the problem for 
that large and wildly heterogeneous body was agreeing on 
who should head it. The natural choice would have been 
Lou Nedzi, the chairman of the intelligence subcommittee 
of the Armed Services Committee. But some of the maver- 
ick, nonestablishment Representatives were opposed to 
him, regarding him, like Mahon, too much of a friend and 
protector of the CIA to have the stomach for doing the kind 
of hatchet job on the Agency that they were spoiling for. 
Since they were numerous enough (though clearly not in 
the majority), they were able to provoke several months of 
ferocious infighting in the House over the chairmanship, 
which ended in a 290-44-vote vindication of Nedzi by the 
full House but an arrangement by which he would step 
aside from the investigation. Thus it wasn’t until July that 
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the House Select Committee on Intelligence was formed, 
and Otis Pike of New York was finally selected as its chair- 
man, with members spanning the political spectrum from 
staunchly conservative Robert McClory of Illinois to Califor- 
nia’s flamboyant Ronald Dellums. 

But well before this happened and my troubles with the 
Pike Committee began, the CIA crisis suddenly exploded 
far beyond Hersh’s charges. Ironically, the White House, 
which had been the most concerned that this should not 
happen and had invented the Rockefeller Commission to 
prevent it from happening, was responsible for the devastat- 
ing turn of events. In late January, not long after the forma- 
tion of the Rockefeller Commission, President Ford hosted a 
luncheon at the White House for the publisher and top edi- 
tors of The New York Times. It was strictly off-the-record, 
and during its course, according to a later report, one of the 
Times editors criticized the composition of the Rockefeller 
Commission, saying it didn’t seem to be the sort of group 
that would do the hard-nosed investigation that the public 
expected. Ford is reported to have replied that he had cho- 
sen the membership with extreme care because he had 
learned from me (obviously referring to my briefing of him 
on the “family jewels”) that there were CIA activities that 
the members might come across in their investigation that 
were a lot more sensitive than those Hersh had reported on 
and that, in the nation’s best interest, he felt had to remain 
secret. “Like what?” hard-driving managing editor Abe Ro- 
senthal is said to have asked. “Like assassination,’ the Pres- 
ident is said to have responded, “off the record.” 

This juicy tidbit of information, in the atmosphere of those 
times when virtually all the media’s efforts were concen- 
trated on ferreting out any CIA activity, was almost impossi- 
ble to keep from leaking. And finally, leak it did, to Daniel 
Schorr of CBS, who in the middle of a background interview 
with me on February 27, said that the President had told 
The New York Times that he was concerned about CIA as- 
sassinations and then asked me whether CIA had ever killed 
anybody in this country. I was so stunned at the President’s 
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opening up this topic that I retreated to the long-time prac- 
tice of answering only the specific question asked. “Not in 
this country,” I replied to Schorr. To his follow-up questions 
I limited my remarks to simply pointing out that assassina- 
tions had been formally barred in the “jewels” exercise in 
1973, partly because I didn’t know how far the President 
had gone and partly because I had long decided that deny- 
ing that CIA had ever assassinated anyone (which is true) 
immediately evoked the question whether it had tried 
(which of course it had, against Castro). But in my unease I 
compounded the President’s mistake in this instance. My 
first answer left open the implication that CIA assassinations 
had actually taken place abroad. On the following evening, 
February 28, Schorr broadcast on CBS that “President Ford 
has reportedly warned associates that if current investiga- 
tions go too far they could uncover several assassinations of 
foreign officials involving the CIA.” 

There was no stopping the press or Congress now. My 
hope that a gradual and comprehensive description of mod- 
ern intelligence would come out of the investigations, that 
in fact the investigations could serve the useful purpose of 
educating the American public to the value of intelligence 
and thus help it enter a new era under the Constitution, col- 
lapsed on the subject of assassination. A hysteria seized 
Washington; sensation came to rule the day. 

From the moment of Schorr’s broadcast, I flung myself 
into a struggle to prevent an investigation into the subject of 
assassinations. I belatedly pointed out that in fact the CIA 
had never assassinated anyone; that clear prohibitions 
against assassination now or ever in the future .had been is- 
sued in 1972 and 1973; that the record on this matter was 
exceedingly imperfect and could not in particular clarify the 
degree of encouragement and pressure from the White 
House to conduct such operations under earlier Presidents; 
and that the only thing an investigation into the matter 
could accomplish was to do serious harm to the good name 
of the United States, nothing else. But my arguments were 
in vain. The Rockefeller Commission decided that it was 
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duty-bound to look into the matter and immediately de- 
manded full access to all of the CIA’s documents on the sub- 
ject—and it wanted them unsanitized. I tried to make a last- 
ditch stand on this score. Recognizing the awful problems 
that could be caused by the release of such documents—ca- 
bles with names of Americans and foreigners involved in 
the operation, memoranda of Washington conferences in 
double-talk and euphemisms, and similar confusing and 
dangerous material—I protested that some reasonable de- 
gree of precaution should be taken, at the very least by the 
sanitizing of names to protect the identities of the individual 
agents involved. But the reply I received to this was that 
since the Rockefeller Commission investigation was being 
conducted under the authority of the Executive Branch I 
need not concern myself about the security of the materials 
in question, that they would be treated as the Agency itself 
would have them treated and returned. And so I was 
obliged to order turned over whatever unsanitized docu- 
ments the Commission demanded, hoping that would be as 
far as they would go. But, as was probably predictable, that 
wasn t to be the case. 

The Rockefeller Commission’s mandate, even with the 
two-month extension, ran out before it had completed its in- 
vestigations into the assassination attempts. And, much to 
my dismay and over my vigorous protests, the White House 
passed over to the Church Committee all the unsanitized 
documents we had turned over to the Rockefeller Commis- 
sion, and it set off on an investigation into assassinations of 
its own. This lasted some six months and generated endless 
sensational headlines; and in the end it came to the conclu- 
sion I had predicted: It convinced the world that the United 
States and CIA had used this tactic widely, that Presidents 
may have been involved, while obscuring the fact that no 
assassination had taken place and that the practice was now 
clearly proscribed. 

The launching of the various investigations had a devas- 
tating impact on the normal work of the CIA—and on my 
regular duties as DCI. Apart from the fact that I and any 
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number of my senior associates were constantly being called 
away from Langley to testify before one committee or an- 
other, the Agency over-all was diverted from its proper re- 
sponsibilities by the deluge of demands from the hordes of 
investigators, with literally hundreds of CIA officers reas- 
signed from normal intelligence operations to handle the 
mechanical and clerical chores of locating requested docu- 
ments, sanitizing them to remove names of agents and par- 
ticularly sensitive operational material, and then negotiating 
whether or not the information could be publicly released. 

But unquestionably the greatest impact was on the morale 
of the Agency. With every new sensational headline, with 
every new damaging revelation, nerves frayed, emotions 
erupted. Officers were incensed that charges of CIA mis- 
deeds, which they had constantly and loyally denied over 
the years, were now being conceded to be true. They ac- 
cused the Agency’s top command, myself included, of mis- 
leading and even lying to them. Others were furious that 
attacks were now being made on officers who years before 
had loyally followed their superiors’ directives in the belief 
that what they were doing was proper for an intelligence 
service. They remonstrated bitterly that to be pilloried now 
and even subjected to possible criminal prosecution was 
hardly what they had expected from a grateful nation for 
their dedicated and sometimes dangerous service. One of 
our best operations officers, David Phillips, who had run an 
exceptionally successful series of political operations in 
Latin America, decided what CIA really needed now was an 
outside voice of support, similar to the support the FBI had 
received over many years from its society of former agents. 
So he retired, and went out with my hope that he could suc- 
ceed, but our joint understanding that he could have no spe- 
cial help from or relationship with CIA or we would be pil- 
loried for attempting to run a covert operation on the 
American public. 

Nevertheless, despite all the disruption, the CIA people 
as a whole followed my urgings that they put their main ef- 
fort on their intelligence duties. Indeed, paradoxically per- 
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haps, this was one of the most operationally active periods 
in the Agency's history and one of the most demanding on 
me in this regard in my tenure as DCI. For this was the 
period when the Glomar project blew sky high, South Viet- 
nam fell to the Communists, the Mayaguez crisis erupted, 
support for the Kurdish rebels reached its height, the Angola 
operation was launched, and intense debates raged within 
the administration over what to do about SALT, the Turkish 
suspension of our intelligence-base operations and the Pan- 
ama negotiations, just to mention a few of the more note- 
worthy things that preoccupied me while I was dealing with 
the relentless investigations into the Agency’s past. 

Glomar happened first, just a couple of weeks after Schorr 
had broken the assassination story, and I must say it pulled 
me away from the latter problem in a hurry. 

The Glomar Explorer, built under the cover of Howard 
Hughes’s Summa Corporation, and operated as a member of 
the well-established Glomar Marine Corporation’s fleet, had 
been completed and taken on sea trials in the spring of 
1974. Deemed fit, and represented to the world as a far-out 
experiment by the secretive Howard Hughes in the possibil- 
ity of mining manganese nodules from the depths of the vast 
Pacific, it had sailed that summer on what was accepted by 
all observers as a purely commercial enterprise. The secu- 
rity on the project at that point was perfect, so much so that 
while it was busily at work at a key stage, a number of for- 
eign ships came near, including one particularly curious 
one, observed its activities closely, and then sailed away ap- 
parently without suspecting it of being anything more than 
it professed to be. 

But, for reasons I cannot describe in detail, it was essen- 
tial that the Glomar’s activity be extended to another sum- 
mer’s fair weather in the surging ocean. Exasperating as this 
was, the Agency did not lose hope in the Glomar. The cover 
had worked, and the incredible technology had proved that 
it was possible to work 16,000 feet deep on the floor of the 
ocean. Problems that had caused difficulties could easily be 
remedied, and the lessons of the first year’s experience 
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made it certain that the Glomar would complete its tasks at 
a marginal increase in cost over the original effort. So, after a 
full and detailed review, the go-ahead was given. But a mys- 
terious incident intervened. 

In June 1974, just about the time the Glomar Explorer 
was on its initial shakedown voyage into the Pacific, the Los 
Angeles headquarters of Hughes’s Summa Corporation was 
broken into and burglarized. No one to this day can say for 
sure who the burglars were or what they were really after. 
But what they got was $70,000 in cash, some artifacts, and 
four footlockers full of documents, files, and sundry papers. 
Among the latter reportedly was a single-page memo, from a 
senior Summa official to Hughes, sketching out the CIA- 
Summa project. When we in the Agency heard of this sup- 
posed memo, we immediately got in touch with the FBI, 
briefed a few key officers on what was involved, and asked 
that the agents and the Los Angeles Police Department in- 
vestigating the burglary be especially on the lookout for this 
sensitive document and ensure that it would not be exposed 
if found. 

For a time it seemed that our luck was holding out and no 
harm had been done. But the burglars were not appre- 
hended and the document was not found; and—what was 
worse—the importance of that paper, and the fact that we 
were looking for it, leaked, probably from the Los Angeles 
police, to two investigative reporters in the Los Angeles 
area. A few months after the break-in, someone saving he 
was associated with the burglars put out a feeler to see if the 
government was interested in buying back the memo—for a 
healthy sum. The FBI arranged a meeting with an interme- 
diary, but at the last moment the latter apparently got cold 
feet and pulled out of the deal. But the two Los Angeles 
newsmen were relentlessly probing for more data, and on 
February 7, 1975, they were ready to go into print with what 
they had found. The Los Angeles Times splashed on a page- 
one headline: “US Reported After Russian Submarine/Sun- 
ken Ship Deal by CIA, Hughes Told.” Before the news- 
paper hit the streets, however, we heard that it was on the 
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way and I arranged for a CIA officer to get in touch with the 
paper's editor, to see if he could get it killed. We were too 
late for the first edition, but the editor, as soon as we had 
explained the importance of keeping the project secret, 
managed to drop the story back to page eighteen in subse- 
quent editions and then ordered the reporters off doing any 
follow-up pieces. A New York Times story was also date- 
lined February 7, but would not actually appear until the 
following day so I had the chance to get to the Times in time 
to get it to bury the story on page thirty in the first edition 
and kill it outright subsequently. 

Now we faced the problem of whether the Glomar had 
really been exposed. The two pieces, I felt, hadn’t necessar- 
ily done it, as foreign governments hadn’t necessarily ac- 
cepted them. This wasn’t just wishful thinking on my part. I 
remembered that, during World War II, the Chicago Tri- 
bune had run a front-page story revealing that the United 
States had broken the Japanese top-secret naval code, to 
which President Roosevelt had reacted in great fury. None- 
theless, the Japanese continued using that code—and the 
Americans kept intercepting and deciphering it; apparently 
the Japanese High Command had not gotten word of or 
hadn't believed the Chicago Tribune story. But even if the 
two Glomar stories had been noted, there was a fair chance, 
I felt, that not much significance would be attached to them, 
because both were garbled and error-ridden enough to 
throw anyone off the scent. For example, the Los Angeles 
Times story talked of the North Atlantic rather than the Pa- 
cific, where the Glomar had worked. The New York Times 
story concentrated almost entirely on the robbery of the 
Summa Corporation’s headquarters and only got around to 
mentioning the CIA connection in the thirteenth paragraph 
and then only passingly. So there was a real chance that the 
stories would be dismissed as just another of the hysterical 
tales about the CIA then crowding the press, and if Glomar 
was careful to follow the manganese-nodule-collection scen- 
ario it could even escape another close inspection next 
summer. 
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So, for the moment at least, my concern was really with 
the American press. Although I could reasonably hope that 
foreigners had missed the story I realized there was no 
chance at all that any number of hard-nosed investigative 
reporters would overlook the tantalizing references to the 
CIA in the Los Angeles Times and New York Times articles 
and that they wouldn’t start digging and ultimately unearth 
the whole truth. Moreover, they would surely be led by Sey- 
mour Hersh, who could claim that the story had now bro- 
ken, so that his year-old agreement with me to stay away 
from the subject was no longer in effect. But it was clear that 
it did not matter how many Americans learned of the project 
as long as we could keep it from foreigners. So, in the next 
few weeks I found myself racing around from newsrooms to 
editorial offices to television stations, trying desperately to 
plug any leaks on the story and feeling as if I were rapidly 
running out of fingers and toes with which to do the job. 
Every time I got a tip that a newspaperman or television 
correspondent was asking questions about the project I 
would hare off to see him or his superiors and personally 
request that they withhold the story. I realized well enough 
that journalists, justifiably, were mighty skeptical of govern- 
ment since Watergate and, these days, of the CIA especially, 
and I didn’t think legal action against the press would do 
any good at all. So, in order to convince them of the legiti- 
macy of what I was asking in this case, I took the gamble of 
responding to their questions to the minimum degree neces- 
sary to show my good faith, and only then, when I was sure 
they comprehended the seriousness of it, did I request that 
they hold back stories on the Glomar. In practically every 
instance, my urgings paid off and the press held back. But 
finally, on March 18, despite my last-minute telephoned en- 
treaties five minutes before air time, Jack Anderson blew 
the Glomar on national TV. 

Now, I don’t say that Anderson was any less responsible 
or patriotic than the other journalists. On one occasion in the 
past, in fact, he had responded to just the sort of request I 
made of him on the Glomar project, and I wrote to him, 
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thanking him for that. But this time he said that the Glomar 
was far too widely known throughout the press corps for it 
not to blow sooner rather than later, and by someone else 
rather than him. And I have to admit that it was becoming 
the subject of chatter around the Press Club bar. Once I 
knew for sure that he was going to air it, I called all the 
other journalists who had agreed to hold back on their sto- 
ries at my request. I had made a commitment to them that if 
I discovered that I could not persuade any one newsman to 
withhold the story I would let them all know that they were 
free to go with their stories so that none of them would be 
scooped. So, on March 19, newspapers and television pro- 
grams bannered these stories from coast to coast. There was 
not a chance that we could send the Glomar out again on an 
intelligence project without risking the lives of our crew and 
inciting a major international incident. 

But one further step needed to be taken, deciding what 
the government would say about the story now that it was 
out. To decide this, a White House meeting was called on 
the morning of March 19, and I attended carrying a copy of 
Khrushchev’s Memoirs. I pointed out that, in describing in 
detail his side of the 1960 U-2 incident, Khrushchev said 
that he had known of the U-2 flights for some time and that 
he was preparing to blast our “weather plane off course” 
cover story. But what had really upset him and had led to 
his cancellation of the Paris Summit meeting was President 
Eisenhower's admission that he had indeed approved the 
mission. So I argued that the government’s reaction to the 
exposure of Glomar should be a strict “No Comment,” and 
this was the decision. Thus, my previous willingness to 
brief newsmen and their publishers was replaced by a re- 
fusal to say a word about the subject, a matter of consider- 
able puzzlement to a number of them. But it worked, and 
our public silence was matched by a similar silence interna- 
tionally, so that the Glomar never became the subject of in- 
ternational acrimony. 

There have been a number of published post-mortems on 
the Glomar, and the more prevalent of these were a mea- 
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sure of the disrepute to which the CIA had sunk at the time. 
For they tended to impute a deviously manipulative motive 
to my handling of the events. For example, there were those 
who were convinced that the Glomar project was com- 
pletely successful and that then, in order to keep this a se- 
cret, I deliberately went around to all those newsmen to 
plant on them a false story that it wasn't, fully aware that if I 
told enough people the story was bound to leak eventually. 
And there are others who are sure that I put the story out 
solely for public-relations reasons. According to this view, I 
reckoned that it would do the Agency’s image a world of 
good at a time when the headlines were scourging it for as- 
sassination attempts and illegal domestic activities to get the 
press to report on a project of such daring and brilliance as 
the Glomar certainly was. I must say that this is all non- 
sense. The Glomar project stopped because it was exposed. 
A real significance of the affair, however, is its indication 
that most American publishers will cooperate in maintaining 
a national secret if they understand it really to be one, pro- 
vided that it does not spread so far as to be uncontrollable. 
But no sooner had the flap over the Glomar subsided than 
I was caught up in another world-shaking and heart-rending 
event: the fall of South Vietnam. With Congress’ refusal to 
supply the military aid needed by the South Vietnamese 
Army to carry on its forward defense, the situation grew in- 
creasingly more ominous there during March and April, and 
the meetings of the National Security Council’s Washington 
Special Action Group—WSAG—under Kissinger for crisis 
handling proliferated. My own initial hopes that the Thieu 
government could meet the challenge soon declined in the 
face of the evidence of the increase in North Vietnamese 
divisions and the loss of morale in the Southern army. So I 
had to take the unhappy position that further North Viet- 
namese success and even the fall of South Vietnam was the 
most probable outcome. This followed an earlier estimate 
we had made that the North Vietnamese would make a 
probe in 1975 but would save their main effort until 1976 
unless a target of opportunity opened; and it quite obviously 
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had. The WSAG meetings became increasingly sharp, with 
me allied, a novelty, with Philip Habib, the brilliant and 
knowledgeable Assistant Secretary for East Asia, whom I 
had admired and disputed with for years over how to deal 
with Asian military leaders. But, as I pointed out the threat- 
ening developments and urged that we remove from Saigon 
as many Americans and their Vietnamese co-workers as pos- 
sible, I fully understood the fears of Ambassador Graham 
Martin that a mass evacuation could trigger a panic and an- 
archy, which would make it impossible for any to escape. In 
this kind of situation, Kissinger’s argument that only the 
man on the spot can deal with all the unreported subtleties 
of a situation was exactly right. And his tactic of pressing 
Martin but supporting his decisions, in my mind, allowed at 
least some 130,000 to escape instead of the smaller number 
that would have survived earlier collapse. 

I could take only one consolation out of the disaster. One 
of the analysts, with whom I had many times argued that 
South Vietnam had more hope in the long run than he con- 
ceded, told me that his colleagues and he had been fearful 
that my own long and close relationship with Vietnam 
would affect my presentation of their gloomy conclusions in 
those days of crisis, and they were pleasantly surprised at 
the tough stand I had taken with Kissinger. I gave the ana- 
lyst credit for his assessments and said I appreciated his 
thought that I had become an analytical, as well as an opera- 
tional, professional. At the same time I made clear to our 
operational machinery that they were to help CIA’s Viet- 
namese colleagues and co-workers as much as they could, in 
their resettlement abroad and in the arrangements we made 
to end our contact with a valuable secret source within the 
Viet Cong, assuring him that we would absolutely guarantee 
that his help to us over the years would never be revealed. 

A few days later, I was awakened in the early morning of 
May 12 by the CIA Operations Center with a report that an 
American ship called the Mayaguez had been captured by 
the Cambodian Communists, also newly victorious. I ab- 
sorbed the sketchy details, was assured that our collection 
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machinery was alert for any further news and that the re- 
sponsible National Intelligence Officer had been advised, so 
he could begin to organize the intelligence picture. I asked 
whether the same report had been passed to the White 
House, State and Defense. It had, so I thought that all the 
necessary alerts would be handled by the operations centers 
and situation rooms there. I was wrong. 

President Ford heard of it first in his normal morning in- 
telligence briefing at seven-forty, and Kissinger not until his 
regular session sometime after eight. Apparently their oper- 
ations-center people had thought there was little that Ford 
and Kissinger could do on the basis of the sketchy informa- 
tion available and decided to let them alone until the regu- 
lar briefings. Needless to say, I changed the procedure so 
that the CIA Operations Center would advise me not only 
that such messages went to the White House, State and De- 
fense, but also whether or not the centers there planned to 
alert their principals, so I could decide whether the Director 
of Central Intelligence should call them himself. 

Once they were alerted, Ford and Kissinger wanted fast 
action; and I saw again one of the problems of our intelli- 
gence machinery. When a problem becomes tactical, the vi- 
tal detailed information to make judgments about it flows 
first through operational command channels, and the 
elaborate intelligence analytical structure is pretty much cut 
out of the main action, only able to follow it at second hand. 
The same thing had occurred in the Cyprus crisis the year 
before, when Kissinger’s phone conversations with foreign 
ministers and premiers went faster than the analysts could 
follow. So, in the Mayaguez situation, I found myself being 
briefed on new developments along with the President in 
the Cabinet Room by Acting Joint Chiefs of Staff Chairman, 
Air Force General David Jones, and making assessments of 
probable Cambodian Communist reactions on the basis of 
the opinions and judgments I had formed by reading the 
National Intelligence Daily over the previous weeks and by 
studying Cambodian character and Communism over the 
years. After the affair was over, I called for a post-mortem on 
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the intelligence contribution and resolved that, if I could get 
time away from the Congressional investigations, I really 
would like to figure out how better to organize ourselves for 
crisis management, so that we could keep up with the need 
for fast action but at the same time benefit fully from the 
depth of knowledge and understanding of our analysts. 

In addition to these intelligence activities, the Agency 
during this period was also conducting a number (albeit a 
much reduced number since the 1950s and 1960s) of covert- 
action operations. Perhaps the most significant of these were 
the ones in support of the Kurdish rebels in Iraq and of the 
non-Communist black nationalists in Angola. 

The Kurds are a primitive mountain people in the area 
where Iran, Iraq and Turkey meet, with the largest group in 
Iraq. They have struggled for autonomy for centuries, asking 
and receiving assistance from wherever they could find it. 
The assistance generally reflected the interests of the coun- 
try giving it. For example, the Soviets helped the Kurds 
when the USSR saw them as a useful force against Iran. But 
in 1972, the problem was Iraq, while Iran and the United 
States were concerned about Communist influence there. So 
the Shah of Iran asked President Nixon to share in his pro- 
grain to help the Kurd autonomy struggle against Iraq, as a 
way of demonstrating that the United States was truly allied 
with Iran against the danger of expanding Communist influ- 
ence in the area. With the best clandestine techniques, CIA 
provided that share—and it was only a minor share—of the 
aid requested by the Kurds to carry on a defensive struggle 
against Iraqi suppression. But in March 1975, the struggle 
was going badly, and the Iraqi were clearly winning despite 
the outside help to the Iranians. So the Shah changed course 
and arranged a settlement of his border disputes with Iraq 
and cut off Iranian (and American) aid to the Kurds. CIA’s 
cable traffic suddenly was jammed with requests to help the 
refugee and exiled Kurds instead of shipping arms and mili- 
tary supplies to them clandestinely. 

In Angola, late in 1974—before Angola’s independence, 
but after Portugal had announced that it would be granted— 
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our intelligence revealed that Soviet arms were moving to 
the Popular Movement for the Liberation of Angola 
(MPLA), not to strengthen the group in its liberation efforts 
(since that was no longer an issue) but to bolster it against 
its rival liberation movements, the National Front for the 
Liberation of Angola (NFLA) and the National Union for the 
Independence of Angola (UNITA). In light of the Soviet 
Union’s growing position in Somalia, the Indian Ocean and 
Guinea, and against the backdrop of its aborted attempt in 
the middle 1960s to establish a position in the Belgian 
Congo (now Zaire), this intelligence looked ominous. So, 
early in 1975, the National Security Council's Forty Com- 
mittee authorized a secret program of political, nonmilitary 
assistance to the NFLA, to be handled by the CIA and fun- 
neled in from neighboring Zaire, which was equally con- 
cerned over the danger of a Communist Angola. But this, as 
quickly became apparent, proved quite insufficient. Russian 
support to the MPLA was building that group up so rapidly 
that it was clear that, unless something more were done, the 
Marxist-oriented MPLA would gain full control after inde- 
pendence and put Angola under Communist domination. 
Thus in June the Forty Committee approved increased 
CIA backing, including military hardware, not only to the 
NFLA but to UNITA as well. And CIA responded quickly, 
moving arms to the two groups, helping with their training 
outside Angola (as no CIA officers were permitted to engage 
in combat or train there) with such effectiveness that the 
tide was completely reversed, and it was the MPLA that be- 
came embattled in the capital city of Luanda (thanks in part 
also to support to UNITA from South Africa, which CIA 
stayed well away from, knowing that this would discredit 
UNITA among other black African nations). In their desper- 
ation, the MPLA called for open help from their Soviet and 
Cuban allies, who responded with a massive airlift of tanks, 
artillery and rockets and the dispatch of some 12,000 to 
15,000 Cuban military personnel to join directly in the bat- 
tle. The tide was again reversed, but the battle was not over. 
CIA had run out of funds to supply the additional equip- 
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ment and forces the NFLA and UNITA needed to meet this 
new situation. So, I requested an addition to our appropria- 
tion. And in the course of this, the operation exploded into 
the public print—a few months after the fall of Vietnam and 
in the middle of the Congressional investigations and hear- 
ings on CIA—and was sensationalized to suggest that a new 
terrible Vietnam-like American involvement, not mere assis- 
tance to black nationalists who wanted to fight for their own 
version of liberation, was being cooked up in far-off Africa. 
The Congress turned down our requests for more aid, and in 
a short time the MPLA’s victory over its opponents was 
plain. 

Now, on both these operations—as indeed on all of the 
CIA’s covert-action operations—I was obliged to keep the 
Congress well briefed and regularly informed. For as noted, 
in October 1974, after the Chilean uproar, a law had been 
passed requiring the DCI to report on all CIA covert-action 
operations to the “appropriate?” Congressional committees. 
And there were, by this time, eight: the Appropriations, 
Armed Services, Foreign Affairs, and Select Intelligence 
Committees of both Houses. Thus, by mid-1975, appear- 
ances on the Hill had become a pervasive aspect of my job 
as DCI, and I was going up there to report on every new 
step taken in the Angola, Kurdish, and other covert opera- 
tions currently underway as well as testifying on practically 
everything the CIA had ever done during the last three de- 
cades to the Select Committees investigating intelligence. 
Sadly, the experience demonstrated that secrets, if they are 
to remain secret, cannot be given to more than a few Con- 
gressmen—every new project subjected to this procedure 
during 1975 leaked, and the “covert” part of CIA’s covert 
action seemed almost gone. 

But I was determined that the real work of the Agency 
would go on. I arbitrated a debate between CIA’s Latin 
America analysts and Dick Walters, who had known for de- 
cades the leaders they were assessing. I asked that our eco- 
nomic reports carry unemployment indices as well as mone- 
tary ones, because of their political significance. I pointed 
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out to our weapons experts that the Soviet Backfire Bomber 
could be used against the United States even if it could not 
make a round trip from the Soviet Union since, as General 
George Brown had pointed out, our B-52’s planned only for 
a one-way mission. And I approved the use of a microphone 
“bug” as part of our intelligence coverage of an indepen- 
dence movement in Micronesia. The last would be criti- 
cized later by the Senate Intelligence Committee, probably 
correctly, but I did it in part to show our people that the 
Agency would not pull in its horns and only undertake safe 
and easy operations just because it was under pressure. If 
the impression arises that I was jumping from frying pans to 
fires during this period, it is correct. But I was exhilarated 
doing it. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Survival 


By May, the Rockefeller Commission’s extended mandate 
expired and it went out of business. It had, of course, failed 
to preempt Congressional investigations of intelligence, 
which I never believed it could, but it did produce a sober 
and useful summary of CIA’s domestic activities as a back- 
drop to its conclusions set forth above. It confirmed the posi- 
tion that I had taken in the Vail report and ever since, that 
the CIA’s misdeeds domestically were truly few and far be- 
tween—certainly not the “massive illegal domestic-intelli- 
gence operation” that Hersh had reported—and that they 
had been corrected in 1973. Its report gained currency, and 
so much of the sting was taken out of Hersh’s December 
story that the Pulitzer Prize Committee was said to have 
passed him over, judging him to have overblown his report- 
ing. 

But on one point the Rockefeller Commission's report 
did add—unintentionally—to the sensationalism swirling 
around the CIA. That was on the matter of the death of 
Frank Olsen. Indeed, even the CIA professionals, myself in- 
cluded, were shocked and shamed to learn of the true cir- 
cumstances around this CIA officer’s suicide, as revealed in 
the report, following his being administered LSD without 
his knowledge in 1953 in a joint CIA-Army test program. I 
had been aware that a death had occurred in this program. 
The program itself, which was designed to determine the 
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effects and possible uses of LSD by hostile intelligence or 
political forces, was listed among the “family jewels” as one 
of the CIA’s past questionable activities. But the Agency’s 
records indicated that steps had been taken in 1953 to en- 
sure that Olsen’s suicide was treated as a line-of-duty death 
and that appropriate arrangements were made to take care of 
his family. 

Thus, it came as a shock when the Olsen family, identify- 
ing the incident from the published Rockefeller Commis- 
sion report, stated that this was the first they had heard of 
the circumstances and specifics of Olsen’s death. The offi- 
cial reaction was immediate. President Ford extended his 
and the nation’s regret and instructed that recompense be 
made. I made a particular point of contacting the family and 
extending the CIA’s very sincere apologies for the tragedy 
and did everything I could to push through the appropriate 
and acceptable recompense. But one of the most difficult as- 
signments I have ever had was to meet with his wife and his 
now-grown children to discuss how to give them the CIA 
records and thus open up and overcome a twenty-year secret 
that had had such an impact on their lives. 

Virtually at the time that the Rockefeller Commission was 
winding up its business, the Senate Select Committee on 
Intelligence, under Frank Church, was at last ready to begin 
calling witnesses to testify before its membership. Since its 
formation in January, the Church committee had been en- 
gaged in collecting and collating data and documents and 
generally laying the groundwork for its investigations. I had 
worked with Church and his cochairman, Senator John 
Tower, during the preceding months to develop the ground 
rules for the investigation, and I was anxious that they get 
off on the right foot. After a number of tries, I ultimately got 
all the committee members and their senior staff out to Lang- 
ley for an extensive introductory briefing, giving an over- 
view of the intelligence community, the types of its opera- 
tions, the budgets of its programs, and its procedures for 
approval and review. I concluded by saying that I believed 
that it was in the CIA’s best interest that the committee ob- 
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tain a full and clear understanding of the world and methods 
of intelligence, since in this way we could debate, on the 
basis of knowledge, the scope of their investigation and 
could avoid going off on tangents with respect to one or an- 
other individual activity. 

The second thing I did was retain the services of Mitchell 
Rogovin as the Agency’s counsel for the investigations. The 
CIA’s own General Counsel, John Warner, had recom- 
mended this move to me, having clearly foreseen the enor- 
mous demand for legal advice and representation that the 
investigations would place on his office. It was, perhaps, the 
smartest move in the entire exercise. Rogovin was a highly 
independent, exceptionally brilliant, Washington-wise attor- 
ney with a background ranging from representing Common 
Cause to work in the Internal Revenue Service. Within a 
matter of days after his appointment, he had won the respect 
and admiration of all the contending forces in Congress, the 
administration and the intelligence community, and in the 
ensuing months he did a great deal to smooth the process of 
getting the more extreme members of each of these groups 
to accept the fact that others also had legitimate concerns 
and rights, and to work out compromises to avoid confronta- 
tions. On many occasions he and I would sit patiently 
through tough-talking denunciations of Congress by the 
members of the interagency coordinating group in the base- 
ment of the White House, then drive back to Langley agree- 
ing, with resigned smiles, just to take the heat from the Con- 
gress for a few days for being dilatory until the White House 
realized that the material in question really had to be deliv- 
ered to the Congressmen. 

On May 21, I made my first appearance before the Church 
committee. Anxious to establish an aura of responsibility 
and seriousness, Church ordered the session closed to the 
press and public. The topic under discussion was assassina- 
tions and I had come prepared to testify on the matter as 
compiled in the “family jewels.” But barely had I been 
sworn in than it looked as though all our preliminary talk 
about sweet reason was going right out the window. The 
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committee's counsel, Frederick A. O. Schwarz, set out to 
“clarify” just what the committee wanted to know, and he 
proceeded to read off a series of all-encompassing defini- 
tions, which included everything from any direct participa- 
tion by the Agency in a plot to most of CIA’s paramilitary 
operations. It became clear that what Schwarz really was up 
to was to lay a basis for a great foray into Phoenix again; the 
“definitions” read like a criminal indictment; all that was 
missing, it seemed, were the handcuffs on my wrists. I con- 
fess I was angered, but I did my best to maintain my cool 
and told Schwarz that I would be delighted to testify about 
Phoenix, as I had done three times before, but that I thought 
it would be more useful for me to outline the CIA’s relation- 
ship to the cases included in the “jewels” and the others 
about which we had been asked, such as Ngo Dinh Diem in 
Vietnam. My anger must have been more transparent than I 
thought, because I heard afterward that Schwarz’s opening 
remarks were generally considered a disaster, threatening to 
launch the committee into a confrontation with me instead 
of starting the serious review of the past that the Congress- 
men wanted. And I heard no more of Phoenix during the 
hearings. 

The Church committee stayed with assassinations 
throughout the summer, calling me and others to testify sev- 
eral times and then, in the fall, brought out an interim report 
on the subject. Despite its strong rhetoric, it really vindi- 
cated the position I had taken at the outset. For example, its 
second “finding” was that “No foreign leaders were killed 
as a result of assassination plots initiated by officials of the 
United States” (Castro is still alive and CIA’s few steps in 
regard to Lumumba had nothing to do with his death), al- 
though Americans were privy to or encouraged coups that 
resulted in deaths (Trujillo, Diem, Schneider) and certainly 
tried against Castro. In two cases, that of Rafael Trujillo in 
the Dominican Republic and René Schneider in Chile, the 
report confirmed that the CIA had provided weapons to the 
groups that assassinated these men but concluded that those 
weapons were not in fact used in the killing. And the report 
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noted Helms’s directive of 1972 and mine of 1973, against 
any CIA involvement in assassinations. 

Furthermore, the Church committee report acknowledged 
that the record was exceedingly unclear as to the level in 
the White House at which authority, consent or knowledge 
of the CIA’s actual assassination plotting existed. Something 
of a bias crept into the report on this score, with the case 
strengthened against the Eisenhower and Nixon administra- 
tions and somewhat softened with respect to the Kennedy 
administration. Nevertheless, I found the report’s account of 
the CIA’s activities themselves reasonably fair and straight- 
forward, and I certainly agreed with its basic position that 
the United States should not be involved in assassinations, 
with the single exception of an active war situation, where, I 
said, I would happily have helped to carry the bomb into 
Hitler’s bunker in 1944. If our young men and an enemy's 
young men are killing and being killed, the older leaders 
can hardly be immune, and the committee accepted this 
point as well. 

For all of this, though, I was not happy with the report. In 
the first place, as a matter of principle, I thought it wrong 
and unwise to issue such a report, since it would tarnish the 
good name of the United States at home and abroad and pro- 
vide the basis for an extended anti-American campaign by 
our adversaries. I was specifically unhappy about the inclu- 
sion of individuals’ names, and protested that those identi- 
fied might be subject to retribution or at the very least held 
up to public opprobrium for things they had done years ago 
under the direction of their superiors. We struggled in- 
tensely over this issue, even including my going before 
Judge Gerhard Gesell in District Court to testify to my be- 
lief that the inclusion of one officer's name could subject 
him to possible violence, and in the end the Committee re- 
lented with respect to some twenty of the thirty-odd names 
they had originally included. And I must accept that the 
committee’s position was not unreasonable with respect to 
the remainder, since they were either very senior CIA offi- 
cials who must bear some public accountability for their ac- 
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tions, or in the one category that I was most uncomfortable 
defending—members of the Mafia. Because during the ef- 
forts against Castro some CIA officers had the godawful idea 
that the Mafia still had contacts in Cuba and would be 
happy to try to get him out of the way; a collaboration had 
been set up to do the job. It failed, in part because it was 
ineptly planned, but in part also because Mafia greed is not 
the stuff of which self-sacrificing revolutionists are made. It 
brought the predictable, but not predicted, complications in 
its train: requests to call off prosecution of Mafia hoods be- 
cause the CIA operational background might be revealed. I 
made the appropriate arguments against including these 
names in the Committee’s reports to demonstrate that the 
CIA will always protect its sources, but my heart was hardly 
in it, and I really didn’t protest much when the committee 
included them. An amusing sidelight to this incident was 
the committee’s own effort to protect the identity of “a close 
friend of President Kennedy” who was also a “close friend” 
of the Mafia figures involved—Judith Campbell Exner. 

From assassination the Church committee moved on to 
Chile, and on this topic too it issued a separate staff report. 
And, to my way of thinking, although the rhetoric was 
stronger to the contrary, here also the facts essentially vindi- 
cated the CIA. Not surprisingly, it skipped quickly over the 
years of assistance to the center democratic forces and put 
its main emphasis on the Track II operation and the military 
coup that overthrew and killed Allende. The report gave a 
fair and accurate account of the Agency’s Track II six-week 
effort, personally ordered by President Nixon and kept se- 
cret from even the State and Defense departments, to pre- 
vent Allende’s inauguration as president after his victory at 
the polls, which, among other things, resulted iman aborted 
kidnap effort in which General René Schneider was killed. 
But then, as I had maintained all along, the Senate report 
stated that the CIA had turned to a program of supporting 
center democratic groups against Allende and, in its careful 
and somewhat grudging language, “found no evidence that 
the United States was directly involved” in the 1973 coup. 
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While the Senate committee was pressing ahead in this 
essentially orderly and responsible fashion, the House was 
still trying to get itself organized, so that it could get into the 
act. It wasn’t until the beginning of June that it managed to 
form a Select Committee on Intelligence equivalent to the 
Church committee. On June 12 I was summoned to testify, 
with a quite obviously hostile panel waiting to pounce on 
me, including such figures as Michael Harrington, Ronald 
Dellums, and the new chairman, James V. Stanton. It prom- 
ised to be a donnybrook, with me at the bottom of the pile. 
But the House was still embroiled in its own struggles, and 
in the end I left without saying a word, because the minority 
Republican Representatives decided to boycott the hearing 
at the last moment, making it impossible to hold under the 
House rules. It was well into July by the time a compromise 
was struck at last and Otis Pike, a fellow graduate of Prince- 
ton and of Columbia Law School, was put in charge. 

As I had done with Church, I immediately got in touch 
with Pike after his appointment, offered my full cooperation, 
and suggested that we get together to work out the proce- 
dures by which his committee’s needs could be met without 
endangering the Agency’s legitimate secrets. But perhaps 
because of all the tugging and pulling that had preceded his 
appointment, and his determination not to be accused of 
being a CIA patsy, Pike looked on his role as that of my 
adversary in the investigation process. Thus, he at first flatly 
refused to apply to the House committee or its staff the prac- 
tices that had been accepted by the Rockefeller Commission 
and the Church committee. For example, he vigorously 
complained that the compartmentation system that I urged 
was just a device by which to withhold information. More- 
over, he refused to accept any classification system for the 
committee’s documents, no matter how sensitive the mate- 
rial might be, nor would he require his staff to sign secrecy 
agreements binding them to protect the sensitive material 
they would learn. But ultimately and most seriously, he ac- 
cepted without change the ragtag, immature, and publicity- 
seeking committee staff that had been gathered for the in- 
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vestigation, a bunch of children who were out to seize the 
most sensational high ground they could and could not be 
interested in a serious review of what intelligence is really 
all about. Only after the most intricate negotiations were we 
able finally to work out some sort of arrangement to allow 
the investigation to proceed, and then at the cost of my sac- 
rificing some of our normal security procedures. 

A herald of our troubles with the House committee oc- 
curred even before it managed to get itself organized 
enough to hold its first hearings. As part of the preparatory 
process for its investigations, the committee staff was shown 
a copy of the “family jewels.” One of the items included 
was the fact that over the years the CIA had detailed officers 
to various government agencies, including the White House, 
on a rotation basis to serve as liaison officers and to improve 
the CIA’s knowledge of those agencies since it often had to 
work with them on intelligence matters. The head of each of 
those agencies was perfectly aware of the CIA officer’s pres- 
ence and assignment. Nevertheless, in 1973 when I re- 
viewed this practice along with the other items on the “fam- 
ily jewels” list, I concluded that a few specific situations 
were questionable since they could be construed as involv- 
ing the Agency in domestic activity. One of my 1973 direc- 
tives on this subject stated that the CIA “will not develop 
operations to penetrate another government agency, even 
with the approval of its leadership.” 

When the House committee got hold of the “family jew- 
els” list, all the other, more juicy items—Operation Chaos, 
assassinations, the mail-intercept program and the like— 
were already by then widely known and as such no longer 
material for sensational headlines. But one of the committee 
staff members seized on this item and breathlessly circu- 
lated it to the members, who in turn hastened to pass to the 
press, the utterly distorted and false charge that the CIA had 
“infiltrated” the White House. And this stirred a retired U.S. 
Air Force colonel, Fletcher Prouty, who had served for a 
time as liaison officer between the Air Force and the CIA, to 
allege—and allege it to Daniel Schorr on nationwide televi- 
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sion—that Alexander Butterfield had been his CIA “contact” 
in the White House. I immediately replied that the tale was 
“outrageous nonsense” and Butterfield categorically denied 
it. But Butterfield, of course, was the man who had revealed 
the existence of the Nixon tapes, which had brought Presi- 
dent Nixon down, and so a nationwide uproar was created, 
doubtless satisfying egos of the House committee staffers 
even though, once the facts were out and Prouty was dis- 
credited, it lasted for only three days. 

One good thing that the Pike committee did was to decide 
not to get into the subject of assassinations, leaving that to 
the Church committee. It chose instead—and I credit Pike 
himself with the good sense in making the choice—to focus 
on three simple questions about intelligence: How much 
does it cost? How good is it? And what are the risks in- 
volved? In theory, these seemed to me to be right on the 
button as worthwhile and sensible, and I was confident that 
intelligence would come out with a good grade, albeit not a 
perfect one, and that the result would contribute to the edu- 
cational process I had long thought needed, with the main 
intelligence mission in the forefront and the sensational 
derring-do tales in their real perspective. But in fact the ad- 
versary atmosphere and the committee staff (and a few of 
the members) turned the exercise into a pretty awful mess. 

Rather than attempt to recount all the myriad controver- 
sies with the Pike committee over the next six months, one 
issue can serve as representative of what I mean by a pretty 
awful mess. This particular one pertained to the committee’ s 
stated goal of determining how good was the CIA’s intelli- 
gence, and its staff thought it had struck on a gold mine 
when it found the Agency’s own post-mortems on various 
incidents, those we had drawn up ourselves to evaluate the 
errors we had made. The fact that these covered only our 
faults and not our successes did not concern the staff, since 
they knew that only the former made good headlines. 

One of the most dramatic and hard-hitting of these post- 
mortems was on the CIA’s intelligence assessment, made for 
the Watch Committee on October 6, 1973, that there would 
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not be a major war between the Arabs and the Israelis. As 
we have seen, the post-mortem called it “simply, obviously, 
and starkly—wrong.” And my staff had made a careful study 
to determine the reasons for the mistake, so we would not 
repeat it. The House committee obtained this post-mortem 
and, after using it as part of their evaluation of the CIA’s 
intelligence performance, requested that it be declassified 
for public release. I agreed that its conclusions could be, 
since they did not reveal the sources of our assessments, al- 
though some of the material quoted in the post-mortem 
might. 

But the conclusions were not enough; the committee 
wanted to spice up their public release by quotes of the 
original material. So a committee meeting was called on 
September 11 to vote on the public release of the material in 
question, with Mitchell Rogovin attending for me. The Con- 
gressmen, abetted by their staff, argued that I had made the 
deletions less to protect intelligence sources than to save 
ourselves from public embarrassment. As the session be- 
came more acrimonious, Rogovin telephoned me several 
times and, as I was determined to be as forthcoming as pos- 
sible, I agreed on point after point to allow our deletions to 
be restored, rationalizing in some instances that while they 
did reveal that signals intelligence had been the source of 
information, they at least didn’t fix the specific signals inter- 
cepted. On others, however, I felt obliged to dig in my 
heels, stressing that they revealed that we knew the item at 
the time it was reported and thus revealed just what we 
could read of the traffic involved, which the countries in 
question even now could use as a basis for reviewing their 
security procedures and improving them, to our disadvan- 
tage. For hour after hour, it went back and forth in this man- 
ner, the committee agreeing on some deletions and I agree- 
ing on some restorations, until we came to a sticking point 
on four words. 

The four words were “and greater communications secu- 
rity, referring to our coverage of an increase in the security 
procedures applied to Egyptian signals communications. 
The committee didn’t believe that these four words re- 
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vealed anything more than our over-all signals-intelligence 
capability. But after Rogovin read the words to me over the 
phone, I thought that they might refer to changes that had 
occurred in Egyptian signals procedures, and I believed that 
this could assist a careful communications-security officer to 
identify possible weaknesses or strengths in his procedures 
by reviewing each step he had taken at the time. Thus, with- 
out the opportunity to check the actual basis of the four 
words to determine whether they hurt our collection capa- 
bilities or not, I made a decision that the four words must be 
deleted. Since that day I made a full review of my decision 
and have been reinforced in the position I took. The prob- 
lem was best illustrated in an exchange that took place be- 
tween a journalist and myself during a press conference I 
held the afternoon of the controversy. He said that the aver- 
age person could not see anything particularly significant in 
the four words. I replied that it was not merely the average 
person who studied such matters, but trained communica- 
tions-security officers who could deduce lessons from four 
such words to improve their security and consequently de- 
prive us of information. 

But the committee voted to release the four words never- 
theless. Obviously we had reached a critical moment in the 
investigations. For the committee to flatly ignore my protest 
and release what I regarded as legitimate secrets placed all 
our classified material and sensitive information at hazard. 
As soon as he learned of this, President Ford directed that 
no additional classified material be turned over to the Pike 
committee until some satisfactory arrangement could be 
worked out for the protection of our material. And since I 
was aware that the situation could be presented in the most 
negative way in the media, I called a press conference in 
the CIA auditorium in Langley to explain the basis for the 
President’s action. I avoided taking any ultimate position 
as to whose authority—the Congress’ or the Executive 
Branch’s—was dominant in the issue, merely saying that I 
thought the constitutional process would, in good time, 
work out a solution to the impasse. 

Several days elapsed while the House committee drafted 
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a citation declaring me in contempt of Congress for refusing 
to turn over further documents, and I bemusedly wondered 
if this would be the way my name would go down in history. 
My sense of isolation, of being out on a limb all on my own, 
was rapidly growing by this time. I did not believe that, in 
the long term, the Executive could hold to a position that 
blocked a Congressional committee from pursuing an inves- 
tigation of intelligence. But nothing seemed to be happen- 
ing in the White House or its interagency coordinating 
group to resolve the paralysis in which we had landed. So 
for the first time I felt that I had an issue I had to take up 
directly with the President, and phoned for an appointment, 
which he quickly granted, and Rogovin asked Philip 
Buchen, the President’s legal counselor, to join us. I 
counted on the Presidents long experience in Congress to 
make him realize that some solution had to be achieved to 
remove the impasse. I stressed that no solution would come 
out of negotiations between the CIA and the Pike commit- 
tee, that as this was a battle between the Executive and the 
Congress, the White House and the Congressional leader- 
ship had to get involved. “Weve got to do something. We 
simply cannot be in the position of blocking the investiga- 
tion,” I said. “Please, Mr. President, could you make contact 
with the Congressional leadership and put someone in the 
White House in charge of this thing?” The next day Ford 
appointed Jack Marsh, a Counselor to the President and an 
experienced former Congressman, to manage the Executive 
Branch’s approach to the investigations of the intelligence 
community by both Church and Pike committees, rather 
than have the contest debated among the various people in- 
volved. 

There were still some pretty sharp differences of opinion 
as to the degree to which requests by the Congressional 
committees should be met. Kissinger, Schlesinger and 
Scowcroft, for example, were hard-liners, repeatedly arguing 
for a tough attitude and questioning anything more forth- 
coming. Buchen, because of his legal background, and 
Marsh, because of his Congressional experience, realized 
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that stonewalling would never work and argued for some 
measure of cooperation with the Congress. Among them, I 
was certainly among the “doves,” holding that the commit- 
tees should be given the material they requested with the 
exception of those that revealed the identities of our officers 
and agents, our relations with foreign intelligence services 
and particularly sensitive technological data about our sys- 
tems. And I argued again and again that it was in our inter- 
est to respond to the investigation in a responsible manner 
and endeavor to develop an understanding of intelligence, 
rather than an adversary relationship, on the part of the com- 
mittees. It was when I had finished making this argument 
one time that Kissinger made his crack about my going to 
“confession” when I went up to the Hill to testify. And once 
when we decided on a particularly tough position to put to 
one of the committees, Schlesinger said that I should not be 
the one to go up to the Hill to express it “since you don’t 
really believe in it, Bill.” And I had to admit he was right. 
But my initiative with the President at least resolved the 
impasse with the Pike committee. On September 26 the 
President gathered House Speaker Carl Albert, Minority 
Leader John Rhodes, Pike and his committee’s ranking mi- 
nority member Robert McClory, Kissinger, Rumsfeld, 
Buchen, Marsh and me in the Oval Office. After we dis- 
cussed the issue involved without conclusion—whether the 
Congress had the right to release something that the Execu- 
tive Branch had declared a secret—Pike indicated that he 
was prepared to accept an arrangement by which the flow of 
classified material would be resumed subject to an under- 
standing that the material would not be declassified by the 
committee without an opportunity for the CIA to object. If 
agreement could not be reached, Pike agreed, the President 
would personally review the material, and his decision on 
whether the material could be declassified and released 
would be controlling, although the committee would retain 
its right to proceed to a judicial review and resolution of the 
dispute in the courts. Pike stressed that he was speaking for 
himself and not the entire committee, but the meeting dis- 
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banded with the understanding that this solution would be 
adopted if the committee went along with it. 

It was on this basis that I resumed the flow of classified 
material to the committee. I forwarded it “on loan with the 
understanding that there will be no public disclosure... 
without a reasonable opportunity for us to consult with re- 
spect to it. In the event of disagreement the matter will be 
referred to the President. If the President certifies in writing 
that the disclosure of the material would be detrimental to 
the security of the United States, the matter will not be dis- 
closed by the committee, except that the committee would 
reserve its right to submit the matter to judicial determina- 
tion.” The committee never formally voted to accept these 
conditions, but essentially they unblocked the impasse we 
had reached, until the final round of battle over the House 
committee’s release of its final report. 

I had urged all along that the CIA be given a chance to 
look at the final report before it was publicly released so that 
we could catch any serious security exposures that might oc- 
cur in it. As a result, we were provided with an early draft 
for this purpose and did indeed find in it material that we 
strongly felt should not be made public. The three most se- 
rious had to do with Agency covert operations in Iraq, An- 
gola and Italy, in all three of which the committee’s release 
could present major difficulties to friends of the United 
States who had counted on our continuing secrecy. As a sep- 
arate matter, when I saw the draft report, I was incensed at 
the totally false impression it gave of the effectiveness of our 
intelligence by cutting and pasting our own post-mortems to 
focus on whatever failures or mistakes we had identified and 
analyzed. It was, in my view, an utterly unbalanced and 
contentious piece of work, presenting an extremely unfair 
picture of the Agency and the intelligence community. 

With respect to the materials that I felt should not be re- 
leased for security reasons, I insisted that Pike adhere to the 
procedure he had agreed to, in which the President would 
be the final arbiter of what could or could not be made pub- 
lic. And President Ford had made it quite clear that he felt 
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that disclosure of these materials would be detrimental to 
the United States. But Pike refused to abide by the agree- 
ment, contending rather lamely that it had applied only to 
the basic documents acquired from the CIA and not to the 
committee’s own final report, as though the latter could dis- 
close something he had agreed the former should not. 

Now, just at this time, the report itself was leaking pro- 
fusely and in fascinating detail to the press. There was some 
suggestion that it was the CIA that was in fact the source, 
leaking the material in order to discredit the committee and 
undermine the report because of its almost totally negative 
view of the Agency. This was arrant nonsense, and one of 
the leaks proved that conclusively. It had to do with the fact 
that Senator Henry Jackson had been consulted in 1973 by 
the Agency on how best to handle a particular problem the 
Agency had with the Congress, when he had quite properly 
advised us on whom to approach in the matter. This piece of 
information appeared as a footnote in a version of the Pike 
committee draft report that the CIA had not received; the 
draft that we did get didn’t contain it. So there could be 
little doubt that the leak came from the committee itself or, 
more likely, from members of its rather irresponsible staff. 
But as the leaks continued flowing, first the House at large 
became increasingly uneasy and embarrassed, and then the 
committee itself split on whether or in what form the report 
should be released. Pike was determined to go ahead, argu- 
ing that “To say that this committee of Congress can’t write 
a report and file a report without clearing it with the Execu- 
tive Branch is preposterous.” But his cochairman, McClory, 
felt that “It would be a violation of our agreement with the 
White House and with the intelligence agencies if we were 
to use materials that were submitted to us under an agree- 
ment of confidentiality.” Some effort was then made to ne- 
gotiate changes in the report to make its release more ac- 
ceptable, but before these were concluded the House of 
Representatives voted by a 246 to 124 majority to shelve the 
work entirely. The key issue for the House was its obliga- 
tion to abide by an arrangement one of its committee chair- 
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men, Pike, had made with the President, and the effect a 
refusal might have on future relations with the Ford or any 
administration. 

Although, after I had left office, Dan Schorr arranged for 
the report’s publication in the Village Voice, the fact of the 
matter is, at least in my view, that the entire Pike committee 
work wound up being a thoroughgoing waste of time and 
money, when it might have served the useful purpose of ed- 
ucating the public to the true nature of the intelligence com- 
munity and its value, despite its admitted failures, to the 
nation’s security. Ironically, one of the best post-mortem cri- 
tiques of the Pike committee performance was made by Pike 
himself, in a newspaper interview published on February 
10, 1976, when he said “he should have had tighter control 
of the staff’ and that “most of the staff members had been 
aware of all the committee investigations and that he should 
have compartmentalized investigations and thereby limited 
the number of persons with sensitive information about any 
given inquiry.” 

All the wrangling and the sensational leaks from the Pike 
committee provided it, not surprisingly, with the lion’s 
share of the headlines vis-a-vis the more orderly, responsi- 
ble Church committee. Equally unsurprisingly, the mem- 
bers of the latter committee got a bit envious. So, in Septem- 
ber, after some four months of serious closed sessions, the 
Church committee threw open its hearings to a suitably 
spectacular, headline-grabbing subject. And I, unwittingly, 
handed the committee a corker on a silver platter. 

As part of my continuing determination that any illegal or 
questionable activity of the Agency, past or present, be ex- 
posed and halted—in short, that the “family jewels” list be 
completely comprehensive and up-to-date even after its ini- 
tial compilation in 1973—I had issued a standing order that 
all CIA officers be on a constant lookout for any such activi- 
ties and report them to me. Thus, in the spring of 1975 Carl 
Duckett, the Deputy Director for Science and Technology, 
informed me that he had discovered several bottles of lethal 
substances—eleven grams of shellfish toxin and eight milli- 
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grams of cobra venom—along with some associated equip- 
ment with which they could be administered including a 
dart gun and other devices, which had been squirreled away 
in a little-used vaulted storeroom in his directorate. Now, 
the possession of these materials was unquestionably im- 
proper. In 1970, fulfilling a treaty commitment, President 
Nixon had ordered that all such materials be destroyed, ex- 
cept for research quantities, which the amounts Duckett had 
come up with clearly exceeded, as they were capable of kill- 
ing thousands of people. Duckett had learned of the exis- 
tence of the poisons from an officer in his Office of Techni- 
cal Services and, after a bit of investigation, had discovered 
what had happened. At the time of the Presidential order, 
the Office of Technical Services was still a part of the Direc- 
torate of Operations and a middle-grade officer there had de- 
cided, in an excess of zeal, that the potential value of the 
toxins was too great to allow them to be destroyed and so he 
stored them—safely, thank heaven. Sometime thereafter, the 
officer retired. His successor assumed that the storage had 
been approved by his superiors until one of the repeated 
calls to report any questionable activity led him to make 
sure—and Duckett and I became aware that we had some- 
thing we should not have. As soon as we had the facts 
clearly in hand we reported them to the White House and, 
with its approval, to the appropriate Congressional investi- 
gating committees. 

With this splendid example of the effectiveness of its “in- 
vestigation” and with its competitive instincts fully aroused, 
the Church committee decided to hold its first open hearing. 
So, on September 16, I found myself with some wonder- 
ment describing the story about the poisons and dart gun 
before the TV cameras. I tried to explain that the failure to 
destroy the poisons as ordered had been more a bureau- 
cratic oversight by a middle-level officer than a sinister CIA 
plot; that the toxins and the dart gun (which my hastily pre- 
pared statement called a tongue-twisting “Nondiscernible 
Microbioinoculator’) had never been used; and that, in any 
case, it was the CIA itself that had brought the matter to the 
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cominittee’s attention, which surely indicated the innocence 
of our error and the degree to which we too wished to put an 
end to such questionable activities. 

But none of what I said mattered very much. With the 
lights glaring and the cameras turning, and with every Sena- 
tor eager to play with the dart gun and get his picture taken 
holding it, the over-all impact was of the wildest hugger- 
mugger of the cloak-and-dagger world. The only consolation 
I had—and this I credit to Mitch Rogovin’s careful 
foresight—was that I, as the Director of CIA, wasn’t photo- 
graphed holding the weapon, because he grabbed it and 
passed it to the Senators instead of letting a staff member 
plop it on the table in front of me. An idea of the total confu- 
sion that the session produced can be acquired from the 
“subway story.” In the CIA files, a description appeared of 
an experiment conducted by the Army years before, using 
inert material to determine the vulnerabilitv of the New 
York subway system to hostile bacteriological attack, and 
one of the Senators asked me a question about it. The result 
was a series of stories in New York papers giving the 
impression that CIA was somehow romping wildly through 
the subways spreading poison. 

In fairness, however, I have to add that this ghastly day 
was an exception to the otherwise generally responsible and 
serious approach taken by the Church committee and char- 
acterizing its final report (not issued until well into the 
spring of 1976). For despite some sanctimonious hyperbole 
about the failure of CIA to reflect the highest standards of 
American life, the final report in general was a comprehen- 
sive and serious review of the history and present status of 
American intelligence, with its faults shown as an aspect of 
the nation’s historical experience in the Cold War rather 
than as the sins of intelligence alone, and a substantial de- 
gree of its attention was directed to the need to improve our 
analytical capabilities. I certainly did not, nor do I now, 
agree with every one of its conclusions and recommenda- 
tions. But I certainly welcomed its repudiation of the image 
of CIA as a “rogue elephant” by the statement that “The 
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CIA, in broad terms, is not ‘out of control’ ”’; the finding that 
American intelligence agencies “have made important con- 
tributions to the nation’s security, and generally have per- 
formed their missions with dedication and distinction” and 
that “the individual men and women serving America in dif- 
ficult and dangerous intelligence assignments deserve the 
respect and gratitude of the nation”; the conclusion that 
“the Congress has failed to provide the necessary statutory 
guidelines” and finally, the view that “the United States 
should maintain the capability to react through covert action 
when no other means will suffice to meet extraordinary cir- 
cumstances involving grave threats to U.S. national 
security” instead of totally banning such activity. The com- 
mittee made the expected criticisms of the “jewels,” of the 
traditional intelligence culture, and the need for tighter con- 
trols. But when I compare the final report with my initial 
fears of what it would do, expressed in my remarks to my 
CIA colleagues that the question was a simple one of “sur- 
vival,” and heightened when my old Jedburgh colleague, 
Tom Braden, wrote in his newspaper column that CIA was a 
“monster... shut it down,” I confess a sigh of relief at the 
outcome. Most important, this committee’s basically respon- 
sible approach has been followed by a permanent Senate 
Select Committee on Intelligence, which has demonstrated 
that effective Congressional supervision can be accom- 
plished while the essential secrets are kept. 

Nonetheless, to a large degree, the circus that the Church 
committee and the media made out of the poisons and dart 
gun was the last straw for the White House. From the outset 
I had been, of course, aware that many in the administration 
did not approve of my cooperative approach to the investiga- 
tions, and I had felt myself increasingly isolated from the 
White House “team” as the year progressed. I had been 
blamed for not categorically denying Hersh’s story at the 
very beginning; I had been criticized for turning material on 
Helms over to the Department of Justice; I had been chided 
for being too forthcoming to the Rockefeller Commission; I 
had been scolded for not stonewalling at every Congres- 


444 | HONORABLE MEN 


sional hearing. But the impact of the toxin spectacular, and 
especially the fact that I had delivered the dart gun when 
Congress demanded it, blew the roof off. 

From that day forward, gossip and rumor spread like wild- 
fire throughout Washington that my days were numbered. 
Newspaper columnists reported that the incident had trig- 
gered the White House into a vigorous search for anew CIA 
chief. At every public appearance I made, reporters clus- | 
tered around me to ask whether I expected to be fired. 
Again and again I found myself repeating a carefully re- 
hearsed statement, that the Director of Central Intelligence 
served at the pleasure of the President and that whenever 
he no longer pleased the President he would, of course, 
cease serving. Although, as I must admit, I steadfastly tried 
to deny the truth of it to myself, I knew that my days were 
numbered, and I began to talk of the possibility of a new 
face at the head of CIA when the investigations were over, 
so it could resume looking forward instead of backward. 

But I could not and would not change my basic approach. 
I believed in the Constitution; I believed in the Congress’ 
constitutional right to investigate the intelligence commu- 
nity; and I believed that, as head of that community, I was 
required by the Constitution to cooperate with the Con- 
gress. I also believed that any other approach just wouldn’t 
work. So, I pressed on with my strategy, responding to Con- 
gress’ legitimate demands while at the same time I tried to 
get it to protect intelligence’s legitimate secrets. And so the 
struggle went on. 

The staffs of the committees seemed inexhaustible in 
their ability to write requests for “all documents’ dealing 
with broad categories of subjects. The intelligence profes- 
sionals reacted with alarm and indignation at such fishing 
expeditions. Negotiations would then try to boil the re- 
quests down to some reasonable degree. The material 
would be gradually collected and carefully examined with a 
view to sanitizing it. The delays involved would arouse sus- 
picions and frustrations on the part of committee staff mem- 
bers that nothing was forthcoming. Then the sanitized mate- 
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rial would be passed on to the committees. And sooner or 
later, chances were better than even, a spectacular headline 
or TV program would explode. 

The spectacular TV program on November 1, a Saturday, 
was Daniel Schorr’s CBS evening news description of the 
CIA’s Kurdish operation, making the point that it was ar- 
ranged between President Nixon and the Shah of Iran and 
had been abruptly suspended, leaving the Kurds to their 
fate at the hands of their Iraqi enemies. The operation had 
been described to the Pike committee only a few days be- 
fore, so there was very little doubt in any one’s mind where 
the press had got hold of it, and Pike himself was shaken 
and disturbed by the leak. I spent that morning in the White 
House with Marsh and others concerned with the investiga- 
tions, discussing whether we could get the Church commit- 
tee not to publish its report on assassinations, as well as 
wringing our hands over the way the House committee was 
leaking. After the session adjourned, I went out to National 
Airport to catch a plane for Jacksonville, Florida, where I 
was scheduled to meet with Egyptian President Anwar 
Sadat to discuss intelligence matters in the Middle East. 
The meeting, as I-noted earlier, never took place, because 
Barbara Walters had completely captured the Egyptian Pres- 
ident’s attention. When I returned to Washington that night, 
I was greeted by a message from Marsh asking me to be in 
the Oval Office at eight the following, Sunday, morning. It 
was there and then that the President asked for my resigna- 
tion as DCI. 

After Barbara and I had alerted our family so they 
wouldn’t be shocked at the news, we went over to visit the 
Schlesingers that Sunday evening, to hold a bit of a joint 
wake, since the news was now out that Jim too had been 
fired as Secretary of Defense. He was surprised, and a bit 
pleased, that I had also turned down the consolation-prize 
job that Ford had offered; he smiled at me and said, “It 
looks like Dick Helms outlasted both of us.” Later I turned 
my thoughts to the future and decided that I would write 
this book to try to present a real picture of American intelli- 
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gence to contest the sensational and hostile image that dom- 
inated the media, and then I would retum to the law and 
resume the profession I had interrupted more than a quarter 
of a century before. And I decided the time to start moving 
ought to be right away; in my view, as soon as the word was 
out that the President had fired me—and it was out in blaz- 
ing headlines that Monday morning—and thus by definition 
no longer was “reposing special trust and confidence” in 
me, as my commission read, my authority as DCI was 
ended. So I cleaned out my office and planned to depart 
Tuesday. 

But then Dick Walters, the DDCI, intervened. He had 
made the obvious observation that Ford and everyone else 
around him had overlooked. And that was that at the very 
height of the investigations the CIA was about to be without 
a chief. To be sure, George Bush had been named by Ford 
as my successor, but he was in Peking at the moment and it 
would take him a month or more to disengage from his du- 
ties there (which included accompanying Ford on his early 
December visit to China), process through the Senate con- 
firmation hearings and be sworn in as DCI. In the meantime 
the hearings were still going on; in fact, I was scheduled to 
testify before one committee or another right on through un- 
til the New Year. It was an impossible situation, and Walters 
realized this and told me he was going down to the White 
House to say so. I certainly didn’t ask him to do so, but I did 
say that I had no problem with staying, but on the necessary 
condition that President Ford make it clear that I could 
speak with authority in the interim period. Walters trans- 
lated this into a statement that the only way I could be con- 
vinced to stay would be for the President to ask me per- 
sonally. 

On Wednesday, then, November 5, Ford called me again 
to the Oval Office. Since I knew exactly what the meeting 
was for, I took the initiative and said, “Mr. President, I don’t 
want to make this in any way difficult. I am fully prepared to 
stay on until George Bush can get here, but the DCI serves 
at the pleasure of the President. In order to be effective he 
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must have the President’s full authority to act. If I have that 
from you, that’s all I need.” “Certainly, Bill,’ Ford re- 
sponded with some relief. “You have my full authority, of 
course. Do you want me to put that into writing?” I replied 
that it wasn’t necessary, that I was satisfied to have his word 
on it. Nevertheless, he released a statement to the press say- 
ing that he had asked me to remain as DCI until George 
Bush returned from Peking and could take over the assign- 
ment, and that during my “lame duck” term I would have 
full authority in the job. And that was how I conducted my- 
self—as if I would be there forever. 

Bush got back to Washington in mid-December but wasn't 
sworn into office until January 30, 1976, and those final 
three months of my career in the CIA were among my busi- 
est. For example, it was during this period that many of the 
most serious battles with the Congressional investigations 
came to a head, especially over the release of the Church 
committee’s assassination report and over the Pike commit- 
tee’s final report. And it was also during this period that a 
comprehensive new charter was finally developed for the 
intelligence community—Executive Order 11905. 

Shortly after I became DCI I had determined that one of 
the problems that had caused the “jewels” as well as the 
difficulties in managing the community was that there was 
no clear charter for the community and its agencies, or rules 
by which they should act. There were the fuzzy and ambig- 
uous words of the National Security Act of 1949, a series of 
secret and top secret National Security Council directives, 
which were a hodgepodge of bureaucratic language, the in- 
ternal regulations of each of the agencies, and a large num- 
ber of memoranda agreements and guidances such as the 
President’s 1971 letter to Helms about taking the leadership 
of the Intelligence Community. Out of all these, one was 
supposed to be able to derive some idea of the rules of the 
game, but in fact most intelligence officers like myself oper- 
ated on the basis of a feel for what their job was and on how 
individual problems should be resolved in the bureaucratic 
machinery. 
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So I decided that there was real need to produce an “om- 
nibus?” National Security Council intelligence directive, so 
that we could review the charters, relationships, and rules of 
behavior of the community and its agencies, and ensure that 
they were realistic and proper in today’s world. The task 
proved to be interminable, in no way speeded by the fear of 
many agencies that it might result in some diminution of 
their power or functions. I finally overcame some of this by 
promising Schlesinger, who was as suspicious of my motives 
as the rest, that the directive would merely try to codify the 
existing situation and make no changes whatsoever during 
this phase of the action. But I ran into more fear when I 
incautiously revealed that I thought that, once the secret 
codification had been made, it should be screened and an 
unclassified version developed for public release as part of 
the process of educating and reassuring the public as to 
what intelligence was all about. 

Thus, the intelligence bureaucracy ground along slowly 
with successive drafts and studies, with minute differences 
argued over until Michael Raoul Duval, assistant to Jack 
Marsh and the President, picked up the subject, making the 
sensible argument that the President should assert his au- 
thority over intelligence by straightening out its charters 
and rules rather than let the Congressional committees take 
all the initiatives after the investigations. Thus, during my 
lame-duck period I found myself not only handling the day- 
to-day problems of CIA and the community but also partici- 
pating in meetings and discussions on how intelligence 
should be organized and run in the future, ending in a long 
Saturday-afternoon National Security Council session with 
President Ford on January 10, at which all the options were 
reviewed and discussed in depth and the decisions taken 
that resulted in the Executive Order issued on February 18. 
Before the session Marsh told me to be free to take full part 
despite my peculiar lame-duck status. I did, and I was glad 
that the main lines of the final order very much followed a 
number of the points I argued for. In effect, the order consti- 
tuted that “omnibus” intelligence directive I had started 
working toward so many months before. 
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But the most satisfying development during this final 
phase in my career came with the growing recognition that 
my approach to the turbulent Year of Intelligence had been 
the correct one—that it was, in fact, working. In the begin- 
ning, clearly, it had seemed that my policy of candor was 
only worsening the crisis and further endangering the intel- 
ligence community’s future, as every admission I made of 
past misdeeds was irresponsibly leaked by the Congress, 
ruthlessly exploited by the press and emblazoned in sensa- 
tional and misleading headlines. But as the year ended, a 
verv real calming note began entering the national debate 
over intelligence, to a certain extent helped by my being 
fired. The Congress and the media, by and large, gradually 
became convinced that I and my colleagues were genuinely 
endeavoring to be responsive to the constitutional process, 
that we wanted truly to be as forthcoming as practically pos- 
sible, that we had made and were willing to continue to 
make the reforms that the changing nature of the times de- 
manded. To be sure, the press remained excited by any ref- 
erence to the CIA—as it does, indeed, to this very day—but 
the more serious journalists and the more serious journals 
eventually learned to distinguish between the sensational 
and the real, the legitimate secrets and the boondoggles. 
And the Congress learned to appreciate that, whereas it had 
the right under the Constitution to have access to informa- 
tion classified as secret by the Executive Branch, it had the 
corresponding responsibility to exercise selfrestraint with 
those secrets in the legitimate interests of the nation’s 
security. 

To a very large degree, the steadily changing attitudes of 
the media and the Congress were the result of steadily 
growing pressure from the public at large. The extensive 
testimony of my colleagues and myself to the Congressional 
committees, the frequent press conferences and back- 
grounders that I held and the speeches I continued to give 
throughout the country played a part in this. But fundamen- 
tally the pressure reflected the good sense of the American 
people who understood the nation’s need for intelligence 
and grew increasingly uneasy that those services were in 
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danger of being destroyed. A growing volume of mail ar- 
rived at the CIA’s headquarters from worried Americans ex- 
pressing concern whether the Congress and the press were 
going too far in their revelations and assaults on the intelli- 
gence community. Gradually the true dimensions of what 
the CIA had done wrong—some, but not much—began to 
emerge through all the clamor, and gradually an increased 
sophistication developed as to what intelligence was all 
about. By the latter days of 1975, the pendulum had begun 
to swing back, and perhaps the ultimate encomium that I 
received came when Henry Kissinger, sometimes my sever- 
est critic, took me aside after a meeting in the Oval Office 
and said, “Bill, I feel required to say this to you. For the 
longest time I believed that what you were doing was 
wrong, that what you should have done was to cry havoc 
over the investigations in the name of national security. But 
I have come around to believe that your strategy was really 
correct.” 

But a single and terribly tragic event did more than any- 
thing else to cap the American public’s desire to see the 
pendulum swing back and an end brought to the hysteria 
over the CIA. And that was the brutal murder, by three un- 
known terrorists, of Richard Welch, CIA chief of station in 
Athens, on December 23, 1975. The shock effect was enor- 
mous. Suddenly the nation was reminded that intelligence 
is a serious and dangerous business and that its officers are 
exposed to real risks. There followed a series of charges and 
countercharges about who was responsible, and I am afraid 
I lost my temper when a scruffy group of anti-CIA activists 
attempted to absolve themselves for having published the 
identities of a number of CIA officers, including Welch, by 
saying that the CIA was responsible for his death by send- 
ing him to Greece “to spy and perhaps even to intervene in 
the affairs of the Greek government.” I blasted back that the 
group, ‘without even an expression of human sympathy, has 
issued a statement which can only be called a shocking at- 
tempt to use the death of a dedicated American as fuel for its 
irresponsible and paranoiac attack on other Americans serv- 
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ing their country here and abroad.” In fact, whatever the 
individual actions of that group or the weaknesses in CIA’s 
cover arrangements, it was clear that the main cause of his 
death was the sensational and hysterical way the CIA inves- 
tigations had been handled and trumpeted around the 
world, and the American public began to demand that it 
stop. 

Welch’s body was flown home on December 30, and I 
went out to Andrews Air Force Base in the cold dawn to 
meet it and do the best honors a civilian service could pro- 
vide, lining up at the tail of the plane with Phil Buchen from 
the White House, Assistant Secretary of State Arthur Hart- 
man, and Welch’s former wife and his three children. Presi- 
dent Ford had directed that Welch be accorded the full hon- 
ors of an American killed in battle and himself attended the 
military funeral held in the chapel next to Arlington Na- 
tional Cemetery, where he was buried. The dignified pos- 
ture of his family, especially his oldest son, Patrick, a newly 
commissioned Marine lieutenant, powerfully portrayed to 
the TV-viewing public the kind of people who serve the na- 
tion in its intelligence service. 

As the Senate went through its confirmation procedures 
for George Bush during January, my work didn’t die down 
at all. National Security Council meetings on SALT, the 
Middle East, and the Executive Order on intelligence came 
apace. Congressional hearings continued and I tried to wrap 
up a number of unfinished items in the normal business of 
the Agency and the Community so they would not land im- 
mediately on Bush’s desk. I did have the chance to intro- 
duce him to the senior officers of the Intelligence Commu- 
nity and begin his briefings to the limited extent appropriate 
before the Senate acted (so as not to presume upon its pre- 
rogatives). A series of journalists came around for interviews 
to sum up the experience, and I was able to use the author- 
ity I still had to award a Distinguished Intelligence Medal 
to James Schlesinger for what he had done for the Commu- 
nity, and to Carl Duckett for what he had done for intelli- 
gence technology. And on January 27, President Ford 


452 / HONORABLE MEN 


brought my family to the Oval Office to award me the Na- 
tional Security Medal and add my name to a very distin- 
guished list including Bill Donovan, Allen Dulles and John 
McCone. But even then I wasn’t finished, as I hurried from 
the Oval Office to a press conference I had called at CIA to 
blast the Pike committee’s leaked report both for its content 
as “totally biased and a disservice to our nation, giving a 
thoroughly wrong impression of American intelligence” and 
for the irresponsible manner of its dissemination. 

The next day, January 28, the Senate voted to confirm 
Bush, and my authority ended. I arranged to cancel my 
clearances to see classified information, packed up the me- 
mentos on my desk and left the office. Barbara and I came 
back the next two days for a reception and handshakes from 
hundreds of our friends and colleagues, and a dinner with a 
series of jokes and farewell presents from the senior officers. 
And, finally, on Friday, January 30, I received President 
Ford and Bush in the CIA auditorium for Bush’s swearing 
in, opening it by saying only, “Mr. President, and Mr. Bush, 
I have the great honor to present to you an organization of 
dedicated professionals. Despite the turmoil and tumult of 
the past year, they continue to produce the best intelligence 
in the world,” and was met by a storm of applause from my 
old associates, which embarrassed me despite its sincerity 
and warmth. After the speeches, I followed Dick Walters’ 
final bit of good advice and slipped away and drove home 
alone in Barbara’s somewhat dusty Skylark, trying to put my 
thoughts in order about where American intelligence—and 
Colby—had come from and where they both should be 
going in the future. 


EPILOGUE 


Constitutional Intelligence 
for America 


As I drove along the George Washington Parkway toward 
home and a new life, I decided that I was not bitter about 
being fired. I understood and accepted President Ford's 
need to assure the American public that he had taken charge 
of CIA after the year of investigation, and to do so by putting 
one of his own “team” in as its new chief. I thought CIA 
was lucky in the choice he had made, George Bush, and felt 
that the President had certainly extended himself to be nice 
to me after making that choice. I had to confess, though, that 
I was sorry to go, since I was going to miss the fantastic 
coverage of world affairs in the National Intelligence Daily. 
I also believed there was still a lot I could have done to 
bring CIA and the whole of the Intelligence Community up 
to its real potential—in particular, in making improvements 
+n the intellectual and analytical procedures, which I had 
barely had a chance to touch but which fascinated me in 
what might be tried, thanks to the contributions that modern 
technology could make to our thinking processes. But I was 
satisfied, if even a little stubbornly so, that I had done well 
in working out a wholly new relationship between Ameri- 
can intelligence and the Congress, one which in my mind 
finally resolved the previously unacknowledged contradic- 
tion between the old tradition of intelligence and the Con- 


453 


454 / HONORABLE MEN 


stitution, even though it did reduce the President’s power 
and would make the lives of my CIA colleagues more diffi- 
cult in requiring them to obtain Congressional approval as 
well as acquiescence for their operations in the future. 
Nonetheless, I realized, the most important part of the job 
was still ahead: the need to build public understanding and 
support for modern intelligence, which the investigations 
had not helped and may even have hurt. I did not see that I 
could have done very much differently, except in some de- 
tails such as how I handled the dart-gun incident before the 
Church committee or by removing Angleton before he be- 
came an apparent scapegoat. But I saw that American intelli- 
gence still had to get rid of its James Bond—or Maxwell 
Smart—image, and that America’s debates about intelli- 
gence still had to fix on improving its quality rather than 
excitedly dwelling on its past sensational adventures and 
misadventures. I wondered what I might still contribute in 
that process, and I realized that now, as a private citizen, I 
could say and write what I thought about these issues. 
American intelligence had come a long way since my 
World War II OSS days in France and Norway. Its scholar- 
ship, its technology, and its new generation of professionally 
trained and experienced operations officers produce fantas- 
tic information and assessments of our world. And these en- 
able our leaders to make foreign policy and defense deci- 
sions on the basis of knowledge rather than in the haze of 
ignorance and suspicion in which thev operated in so many 
situations in the past. America’s scientific and technological 
genius applied to intelligence, the integrity of its academic 
discipline, which has become the intellectual heart of the 
process, and the courage and resourcefulness of the officers 
who trained and built an operational service during my life- 
time to match and better older foreign organizations—all 
were a credit to the nation they served with such dedication 
and skill. I had been lucky to be a part of their efforts, and I 
was especially honored to have been named to lead them. I 
certainly had a life of challenge among them, in the physi- 
cal, the intellectual, and the political senses, and I can look 
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back happily to the decision that Barbara and I made those 
many years ago when we accepted Gerry Miller’s invitation 
to join CIA and went off to Scandinavia. 

But I realize that my view of American intelligence and of 
its leading element, the CIA, is much different from that of 
the ordinary citizen, and even from that of the well- 
informed minority. Their harsh opinion, in part, is of course 
the result of those questionable activities that have come to 
light and have cast a shadow of meanness, cynicism and 
amorality over the intelligence profession. Drug experi- 
ments on unsuspecting Americans, prying into the lives and 
mail of American citizens, concern only about “flap poten- 
tial” instead of legality and discussing with Mafia hoods 
how poison could be administered to Fidel Castro—none of 
this could be condoned with the argument that the use of 
abhorrent means is justified by the end of protecting the na- 
tion. The nation has a far better image of itself, strong 
enough to reject such behavior and survive without it. 
Equally unsavory recent revelations about the FBI, tarnish- 
ing the reputation of that once universally admired institu- 
tion, have had the effect of rubbing off on CIA and com- 
pounding the image problem. While we in intelligence 
knew such activity to be exceptional and were often as 
much surprised by it as was the public, we have to admit 
that this activity was both bad and a natural outgrowth of the 
clandestine ethos, which held that if an activity could re- 
main secret it could be justified by its role in the Cold War 
contest. Even my own action of issuing directives against 
such behavior was done without disclosing the history that 
had led to the directives; in effect, I was trying to “distance” 
CIA from its own past, but thereby only added to the 
impression of the institution protecting itself through se- 
crecy. 

But the public’s image of intelligence was formed and ex- 
aggerated by more than CIA’s own missteps and misdeeds. 
Intelligence’s tradition of total secrecy had served to con- 
ceal its virtues as well as, or better than, its vices, a fact no 
longer compensated for by President Kennedy’s sympa- 
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thetic remark that “Your triumphs are unheralded, your fail- 
ures trumpeted.” And two events overturned America’s tol- 
erance and even encouragement of intelligence’s secrecy: 
Vietnam and Watergate. Public confidence in government 
generally was shaken, producing among some a total turn-off 
and among most an end to the patriotic acceptance and sup- 
port for what the leadership and the experts asserted they 
did in the public interest. A new revisionist history arose to 
question the premises and the wisdom of policies and activi- 
ties that had once had the fullest public support, from the 
Cold War to America’s economic and commercial role in the 
less-developed world. The revisionism had its impact on in- 
telligence, in greater questioning from the Congress and 
opinion leaders of the projects and procedures of intelli- 
gence, and in a sustained public appetite to see the initials 
CIA in the headlines. 

To meet this new challenge, and indeed to enable Ameri- 
can intelligence to survive in this new world, only a bare 
start on a new approach has been made. My own 1973 direc- 
tives prescribed that certain obvious abuses no longer be 
permitted. President Ford issued, in 1976, Executive Order 
11905, which for the first time publicly described our intelli- 
gence community and the restrictions on it. Together these 
solved part of the problem of the past, when intelligence 
practitioners had no clear-cut guide as to what was permissi- 
ble and what was beyond the nation’s conscience, so their 
judgment in some cases plainly was warped by rationaliza- 
tions in support of what seemed to be a contribution to the 
security of the nation or the greater efficiency of the intelli- 
gence machinery. But these small steps toward a set of rules 
for intelligence have to be filled out in the way that the 
American people traditionally express their consensus on 
how their affairs are to be conducted: through an Act of Con- 
gress defining the roles and rules for American intelligence. 

Such an act need not go into the precise details required 
for internal CIA directives. But it should state the broad 
principles and prohibitions under which American intelli- 
gence must operate. The division between CIA’s foreign in- 
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telligence mission and the FBI’s internal-security activities, 
the use of NSA’s and other agencies’ capabilities for elec- 
tronic surveillance and message intercept against foreign 
nations and their agents and not against Americans (unless 
authorized by judicial warrant); clear prohibitions against 
involvement with assassination, torture, or weapons barred 
in treaties to which the United States is signatory; and the 
obvious but previously muted truth that American intelli- 
gence is bound by American law—all this should be plainly 
stated, and then would be reinforced with the other laws 
going beyond Executive Branch directives, that such activi- 
ties would bring legal penalties to those undertaking them. 
In the course of the hearings and debates leading up to such 
an Act of Congress, a number of other principles could be 
debated and the line carefully could be drawn between 
what is too great a limit on future flexibility and what is too 
little reflective of American ideals. One example, for in- 
stance, for such debate is whether no covert political action 
should be undertaken “to subvert democratic governments’ 
(as the Church committee concluded, producing an almost 
impossible definitional task to determine whether a regime 
like North Vietnam’s “Democratic Republic of Vietnam,” or 
CIA’s aid to Socialists in Western Europe in the 1950s, 
would have been included) or whether a simpler—and 
lesser—restriction such as a bar against assistance to “mili- 
tary” attempts against “civilian” governments would be a 
better over-all restriction on future United States options 
(barring a repetition of the Diem coup, Track II in Chile, 
and the 1958 Indonesian operation—but not CIA’s help to 
the restoration of the Shah of Iran, to Christian Democrats in 
Latin America, or to Magsaysay in the Philippines). 

Many intelligence activities are better criticized on the 
basis of specific circumstances than on broad principles, 
however, and statutory bars are not the way to deal with 
them. Procedures rather than prescriptions can separate ac- 
tivities that might be required and fully justified in the na- 
tion’s interest in some cases, from those that should be re- 
jected in the specific circumstances of the moment. The 
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Executive Branch has long had means to permit intelligence 
decisions to be reviewed by senior officials, for example, the 
National Security Council committees established by every 
President since Eisenhower, the Office of Management and 
Budget review of requests for appropriations, and the out- 
side panel of wise citizens on the President's Foreign Intel- 
ligence Advisory Board. But the weakness of Executive 
Branch procedures was shown in Chile’s Track II, when the 
President, under whose authority these review bodies were 
established, directed that they be bypassed. 

Congress, which for years had exercised its review func- 
tions in only the most perfunctory manner, roused itself in 
1974 to insist that any activities of CIA abroad, other than 
intelligence gathering, be reported to the “appropriate com- 
mittees” of the Congress as a first step toward assuming its 
full constitutional role of reviewing and approving or disap- 
proving the actions of the Executive. The 1975 year of in- 
vestigation was a convulsive attempt, after the fact, to per- 
form this function for the twenty-five years during which it 
had been neglected. But its outcome, nonetheless, was to 
establish a proper procedure in the Senate (and finally in 
1977 in the House) by which continuing review could be 
accomplished by special committees that could know the se- 
crets but be small enough to keep them from exposure. In 
1776 the Committee on Secret Correspondence stated that 
“fatal experience has shown, that there are too many mem- 
bers of Congress to keep a secret,” and today’s 535 are no 
less leakage prone than the 50-odd then. So, Congressional 
review today must be accomplished by a small, representa- 
tive body of the Congress and not by exposure of the secrets 
to all. These committees, with the clear responsibility for 
reviewing intelligence activities, can replace previous 
Congressional “oversight” (in both senses of the word) with 
the kind of Congressional consultation and responsibility in 
American decisions about intelligence operations called for 
by the Constitution, bringing perhaps a new meaning to the 
initials C[A—Constitutional Intelligence for America. 

Behind the two elected authorities over intelligence, the 
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Executive Branch and Congress, stands the ultimate source 
of its power, the people. And any improved structure for 
American intelligence must recognize that the American 
people are no longer content to provide blind support for 
the secret work of intelligence, whatever may have been the 
traditions of the past. It is, therefore, equally essential that 
the relationship of the people to our intelligence apparatus 
be redefined and made appropriate to modern America; the 
American people must not be expected to continue to follow 
an intelligence tradition built for other times, realms and es- 
tablishments. 

Part of this will be accomplished by the legislative pro- 
cess of adopting a new and clear statute for American intelli- 
gence, since the debates about its provisions will allow the 
public to influence the concepts and limits to be set for 
American intelligence. Just as clear legislation will give di- 
rection to the practitioners of intelligence, so it will also 
give information to the public as to the tasks assigned in its 
name and the limits of behavior it has authorized. Thus, stat- 
utory text can replace adventure fiction as a guide to behav- 
ior and supervision, and provide reassurance of propriety. 
Part of the process will also come as a result of serious 
Congressional supervision, with its inevitable public com- 
ments about intelligence, both its successes and its failures, 
placing in discussion matters that in the past would never 
have been revealed. 

But the major part must come from a new responsibility of 
intelligence—educating the public in its ways and values 
and educating it in world affairs through its products. Intel- 
ligence must accept the end of its special status in the Amer- 
ican government, and take on the task of informing the pub- 
lic of its nature and its activities as any other department or 
agency. The public can no longer be expected to follow 
Helms’s 1971 admonition that it “must take it on faith that 
we too are honorable men devoted to the nation’s service.” 
Even though the men and women of CIA had been honor- 
able to themselves and in their service to their nation (with 
the very few exceptions that occur in any collection of falli- 
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ble human beings), Americans have long looked to a govern- 
ment of laws and not merely of men, and CIA must fit 
within this if it is to continue. Thus, the public must be in- 
formed of what intelligence is doing in its name and how 
this contributes to the general welfare of the nation. This 
can be accomplished, in part, by the kind of public-informa- 
tion program usual in other departments and agencies, bro- 
chures, lecture engagements and tours of Langley, raising 
the volume and priority of activities of this sort already un- 
derway. 

But by far the most effective manner of accomplishing the 
task of public education is by letting the public benefit di- 
rectly from the products of intelligence, its information and 
assessments, and thus building an appreciation for their ex- 
cellence and their importance to decisions about American 
policy. Simple as this concept is, and even given the fact 
that most of the important conclusions and assessments of 
intelligence today do reach the citizenry through official re- 
leases or unofficial leaks, it evokes fears of wholesale expo- 
sure of intelligence and its total destruction as a result. But a 
perusal of The New York Times on one side and Aviation 
Week on the other soon reveals the American assessment of 
the strength, today and projected into the future, of Soviet 
missiles, submarines and armored divisions in Eastern Eu- 
rope, our understanding of the factions that will contend for 
power after Brezhnev, our estimates of the policies that Arab 
oil producers will follow, and of the conflicts of tribal fac- 
tions in the African continent against its colonial frontiers. 

Thus the material is made public already. But its source in 
the intelligence community is obscured from the people 
who use it. This proves that intelligence substance can be 
disseminated to the public while its sources are kept secret. 
The similarity to journalism is striking. Deep Throat’s iden- 
tity remains a secret, but the nation has benefited from his 
information. Journalism has long since seen its function as 
bringing information to the public, and protecting its 
sources as a means to that end. Intelligence now faces the 
challenge of recognizing that in America its true function is 
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the same. It must view the protection of sources as a means 
to that same end instead of almost an end in itself, which so 
long characterized its ancient traditions of secrecy. 

It is not enough, however, only to make the practice of 
intelligence proper, important as that may be. Intelligence 
must also be improved to meet the very real challenges of 
the world ahead. It must be comprehensive and reliable 
enough to provide a positive verification that arms-control 
‘agreements we may reach with adversaries are complied 
with, or early warning when they are not. It must eliminate 
the wastage of exaggerating possible danger, resulting in 
needless expenditures on defense, just as much as it must 
avoid complacency and so encourage an adversary to think 
he can take advantage of us. It must expand its concepts of 
what constitutes the national interest of the American peo- 
ple from purely military security to their economic well- 
being, and what constitutes a threat from those posed by 
nation states to those presented by anarchic terrorists and 
multinational cartels, from those arising from political deci- 
sion-making to those growing out of sociological and cul- 
tural forces. 

The easiest field in which to see both the need and the 
likelihood of improvements in intelligence is in the techno- 
logical. Even a straight-line projection of the changes that 
have occurred in this field since the U-2 grew into the space 
system, sonar grew into the Glomar and radar grew into the 
incredibly sensitive sensors of today, produces awe about 
what kind of technology is ahead. Since it is clear that tech- 
nological improvement is accelerating, not merely growing, 
the changes are apt to be even greater than we can now pro- 
ject, and as startling and dramatic to the new generation of 
intelligence officers and customers as the advent of space 
technology was to the first. A few “science fiction” thoughts 
that are well within the possibility of development can illus- 
trate this: constant visual surveillance of all areas of the 
globe despite weather, darkness, or camouflage; instant 
translation of electrical messages and oral transmissions any- 
where in the world; electronic sensors searching out and 


462 / HONORABLE MEN 


identifying dangerous concentrations of metals, chemicals 
and organic substances. Some equally spectacular innova- 
tions will be available to allow our clandestine intelligence 
operations to penetrate attempts by hostile groups or nations 
to keep secrets that could threaten us. Miniature machinery 
to carry away photographs or recordings of secret discus- 
sions and documents threatening our safety and welfare; 
proved psychological techniques permitting a high degree 
of accurate assessment and prediction of the likely actions of 
foreign leaders and political movements; instant machine 
analysis of the background of a potential source and compar- 
ison of his information and alleged access with previously 
collected material to provide confirmation or raise doubts as 
to his bona fides—these and many comparable improve- 
ments in our clandestine operations abroad will plainly be 
available. The increasing integration and eventual ‘‘mar- 
riage” of the technological and the clandestine cultures into 
a single intelligence approach will produce many more. 

Some of these technological improvements might, of 
course, be blocked by a fear that they might be used to take 
us to George Orwell’s totalitarian world of 1984. But the 
clear guidelines and constant supervision of a constitutional 
approach to American intelligence can prevent this, and en- 
sure that our use of such capabilities will be as much within 
the standards of our society as our restricted and legally con- 
trolled use of weapons and military facilities. 

But it is in the analytical area of intelligence that I see the 
greatest potential for improvement, and the greatest need. 
And it was in this area that I was disappointed that I had so 
little time and opportunity to press for change. We have 
barely begun to bring the “two cultures” of science and the 
arts into real alliance, despite my few gestures in this direc- 
tion, encouraging the use of computers, experimenting in 
techniques to bring greater precision and utility to estimates 
by refining their presentation into specific probabilities 
rather than subjective verbal statements, and funding re- 
search and development projects to try out wholly new ap- 
proaches to analysis. But continued pressure in this direc- 


Constitutional Intelligence for America / 463 


tion, in the academic and commercial world as well as in 
government, will and must improve our techniques of analy- 
sis for the positive benefits they can bring to our under- 
standing of the world around us and allow us to keep up 
with the information explosion, which can bury us other- 
wise. 

For example, our disciplines and techniques of just plain 
thinking and communicating obviously need improvement. 
Individual facts and events must be placed in their true po- 
sition and proportion vis-a-vis the whole of a situation, both 
horizontally within all the relevant factors in other disci- 
plines and situations and vertically in time between the past 
and the future. A myopic focus on the wrongs and weak- 
nesses of Ngo Dinh Diem, not seeing them in the context of 
South Vietnam’s contest with North Vietnam and of the 
change he was leading from a French colonial society to a 
modern nation, led to President Kennedy’s approval of his 
overthrow and the disaster of America’s direct military in- 
volvement in Vietnam. A similar myopic distaste for Nguyen 
Van Thieu’s unwillingness to turn from his army political 
base led to Congress’ refusal to send the South Vietnamese 
the aid they needed to continue to fight the far more totali- 
tarian North. And a myopic fascination with the old intrigue- 
filled traditions of intelligence and its essentially few mis- 
steps and misdeeds over a quarter of a century almost led to 
the destruction of what is clearly the best intelligence ser- 
vice in the world. Similar myopia threatens in the future, for 
example, the selective application of human-rights criticism 
to America’s client states like South Korea without viewing 
the alternative of Kim I] Sung’s draconian rule in the North, 
or an anachronistic focus on our military security while the 
real dangers to the future grow in the sociological frustra- 
tions of the Third World’s massive populations and under- 
developed economies. It is one of the challenges to “intelli- 
gence,” both in the human and in the institutional sense, to 
find new ways of thinking to avoid such problems. 

Part of this process of improvement involves experiments 
in new techniques of analysis, imposing more rigorous disci- 
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pline to ensure consideration and evaluation of all the “hori- 
zontal” and “vertical” factors. For this, simple procedures, 
checklists, review techniques, and the aid of machine sys- 
tems can obviously be helpful. These could include the 
“red” and “blue” teams in war games applied in political 
and economic as well as military situations. Subordinate Na- 
tional Intelligence Officers should be appointed to cover 
smaller and smaller geographic units such as individual 
African nations and the constituent republics of the Soviet 
Union, thus providing the basis for a moot Central Commit- 
tee meeting reflecting the separate local interests of the 
component units. Outside panels should be increased to 
bring in critics and consultants from academia and the pri- 
vate world to contest the intelligence bureaucracy’s comfort- 
able conclusions and force it to look for the unexpected and 
the improbable. Intense research and development in these 
fields might come up with important new concepts and 
avoid immature enthusiasms for apparent panaceas that 
might produce more harm than good. In the process, our in- 
tellectual and philosophic “culture” can lose its ingrained 
distaste for, and even fear of, technology by appreciating its 
help to precision, discipline and reduced drudgery. At the 
same time we can hope that the scientific and technical 
“culture” can accept the finite quality of machinery and find 
fulfillment in providing new platforms from which the hu- 
man mind can climb to new heights. 

As these two “cultures” merge, so must the others that 
characterized the initial years of American intelligence. Far 
from separating the analvst and the technician from the 
rough clandestine officer, all three must become aware that 
they are fellow members of the same profession, working 
together to learn and to understand all they can of the com- 
plex world around us. The analyst must value the informal 
“feel” of the operations officer, who is immersed in a fast- 
moving and subtle situation, not merely his formal report. 
The operations officer must sense the larger frame into 
which the analyst fits his observations. The technician must 
be close to both to provide the tools they need and will use 
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and to supplement their work or overcome their handicaps 
with technological breakthroughs. And all three must reach 
out openly and frankly to the other professions working to- 
ward the same goal of knowledge, whether the other ser- 
vices be in government or the private world of academia, 
journalism, or commerce. The more the information of all of 
these can be shared and debated, the better it will be 
screened and refined for the public good, for which all are 
working. 

Yet another part of the process of improving intelligence 
involves changes in its presentation and in its service to all 
the participants in the American decision-making process. 
American intelligence must serve the Constitution as well 
as abide by it. By circulating its improved information and 
its assessments it can lead the government and the people to 
a broader appreciation of the problems facing our nation in 
the world of the future; it must expose the fullness of intelli- 
gence analysis rather than have single features of situations 
selected and exaggerated to support or conflict with compet- 
ing policy choices. We must develop a new and positive 
meaning to the old intelligence doctrine of the “need to 
know’’—that those who do need to know to make wise 
American decisions must receive the information and as- 
sessments of intelligence. 

This is perhaps one of the most difficult tasks ahead for 
intelligence. It must develop the distinctions between pro- 
tecting the secrecy of its sources and techniques and making 
available the substance of its information and its conclu- 
sions. It must face public criticism and political challenge of 
its assessments. It must maintain the independence and ob- 
jectivity of its judgments apart from the policies and pro- 
grams they may support or question. Internationally, we 
must insist that an intelligence judgment is a step toward 
policy, not a reflection of it. In a political debate where 
knowledge can be power, intelligence judgments must be 
supplied impartially to all factions, to help the best solution 
to emerge, rather than the favored one. Photographs must be 
declassified, backgrounders attributed, publications edited 
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to protect the sources but allow the substance of the reports 
and assessments to circulate to Congress and the public. 
The estimates will then be debated and the sage unanimity 
of the cloistered world of intelligence will be challenged by 
those close to the struggle and fearful of irrational and fool- 
hardy, but real, surprises. Out of the process will come a 
better understanding of the role and value of modern intelli- 
gence, as well as better intelligence itself. 

Out of this better understanding must come a better ap- 
preciation that the real secrets of American intelligence 
need protection, and better protection than they have today. 
George Washington once wrote that upon “secrecy, success 
depends in most enterprises” of intelligence. While his 
statement reflects the old tradition of total secrecy about in- 
telligence, it also shows that secrets about intelligence are 
fully compatible with American tradition. We respect and 
protect many secrets because certain American institutions 
cannot operate without them: the ballot box, confidences be- 
tween attorneys and clients, advance crop statistics that 
might upset the free market. Under present law, however, 
intelligence secrets are essentially protected only against 
the foreign spy, not against the current CIA employee who 
quietly leaks an item to a friendly newsman because he dif- 
fers with some policy, or the former employee whose mem- 
oirs suddenly appear on the newsstands with the names of 
his former agents and friends. As we saw, the protection the 
Agency got in the Marchetti case depended on the chance 
that we learned of his intention before he and Marks pub- 
lished, and thus we were able to enforce his contract not to 
do so without the Agency’s clearance. And one ex-employee 
and his publisher escaped the procedure by keeping their 
publication a deep secret until the release of thousands of 
copies. 

But again the Constitution must be the guide. A criminal 
sanction could indeed be established punishing an intelli- 
gence employee who violates his undertaking to protect the 
secrets he must learn as a part of his intelligence duties. But 
in my view the sanction should apply only to him and not to 


Constitutional Intelligence for America | 467 


the newsman or publisher or some other person to whom he 
tells the information. To obviate a fear expressed by Daniel 
Schorr that the newsman could be subpoenaed to identify 
his source, a provision could be added that no third party 
repeating the information in the exercise of his First 
Amendment rights could be enmeshed in the case. And 
since I am well aware that the charge can be made that such 
a statute could be used to chill the “whistle-blower” against 
abuse or wrong-doing, I believe that the government, before 
it could prosecute, should have to satisfy an independent 
judge that the secret revealed truly did expose a legitimate 
intelligence source or technique. With these two provisions, 
both the rights of the employees and the interests of the 
American public in preventing any intelligence cover-up 
can be protected, while at the same time the sources and tech- 
niques essential for obtaining the information necessary to 
defend them in the world of the future can also be protected. 
And if they were passed by Congress, I now believe that 
CIA should have no right of prior review or restraint of sucha 
publication, and should depend solely on the deterrent ef- 
fect of these carefully circumscribed criminal sanctions. 
With this better understanding of the reality of modern 
intelligence through this greater disclosure of its function- 
ing, limits and products, a new division can be established 
between the aspects of intelligence that should be known 
and discussed in the American political arena and those 
whose secrecy must be respected and protected. Necessary 
cover for clandestine-operations officers will again have 
public acceptance and cooperation and not be the basis of a 
game of hide-and-seek. And I believe that the public will 
continue to accept and even expect covert political and 
paramilitary action in those situations requiring some Amer- 
ican response more effective than a diplomatic protest and 
less violent than sending the Marines. With the dangers 
foreseeable in the world ahead from delirious terrorist 
groups, megalomaniac local despots and frustrated dema- 
gogues, all with access to modern weaponry and even possi- 
bly to advanced methods of destruction, some quiet assis- 
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tance from America to more responsible elements in their 
countries may enable them to secure and retain power, solv- 
ing without danger or damage what otherwise might grow to 
major and violent confrontations. These techniques should 
be used only rarely, when no other, less risky means exist, 
and it should be clear that our effort should be one of sup- 
port for elements offering the prospect of responsible and 
friendly policies for both the United States and the area con- 
cerned, and not merely against some individual or group 
viewed as promoting policies uncomfortable for our selfish 
interests. If the operations meet these standards, the Execu- 
tive Branch and Congressional committees required to be 
informed of them will accept their propriety and respect the 
need for their secrecy. If a proposal is so dubious that this 
cannot be counted on, the operation will not be launched. 
In some situations other experiments may be needed to de- 
vise ad hoc overt or nonofficial corporate machinery to meet 
large-scale challenges in novel and informal but not neces- 
sarily secret fashions, similar to CORDS and to the quasi- 
independent public board to which Radio Free Europe was 
transferred after its CIA sponsorship was exposed. Through 
such structures, CIA’s expertise and even personnel could 
contribute openly, but CIA itself would not be assigned mis- 
sions inappropriate to its secret procedures and machinery. 

One subject that will continue to be discussed and de- 
bated about intelligence is its organization, especially 
whether the Director should be named an intelligence czar 
above the entire community with full authority over it or 
merely be the first among equals of the heads of the various 
intelligence agencies of the different departments. This is 
the sort of issue that can fascinate the Washington bureau- 
cracy and power brokers for decades. But I confess I con- 
sider it a very subordinate question to the major ones I have 
outlined on how to keep our intelligence proper and how to 
make it better. The elements of the argument are obvious: 
the desirability of a single focus of responsibility for the 
wide world of intelligence; the efficiency of a single author- 
ity over the overlapping interests and needs of the different 
departments and services for intelligence; the danger that a 
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ezar would slip into the orbit of the White House and tend 
to support its policies instead of pressing for independent 
assessments; the separate needs of the different depart- 
ments for special types of intelligence support and their 
ability to invent other names and continue them if barred 
from “intelligence”; and so forth ad infinitum (and perhaps 
ad nauseam). 

Since this debate can—and will—go on forever, I propose 
to stay out of it and assert my belief that American intelli- 
gence can work, however it is likely to be arranged on the 
organizational wiring diagrams, because its professional de- 
velopment since World War II has produced such a cadre of 
experienced and expert practitioners and body of doctrine 
that the Community will drive toward excellence and ser- 
vice beyond narrow bureaucratic interests. If the Director 
fulfills his substantive responsibilities to know and improve 
our intelligence information and assessments so he can pro- 
vide them to the President, the National Security Council, 
the Congress and the people of the United States, he will be 
in the best possible position to task the members of the 
Community with real requirements that they will recognize 
as important, whatever their hierarchical relationship to 
him. He will also be best able to measure the value of their 
contribution and thus the ideal size of their budgets and to 
advise the President and Congress. He will be so chal- 
lenged and occupied that he will have to depend heavily on 
deputies and subordinates to handle whatever managerial 
tasks he may be assigned, and he will soon discover that 
organizational questions lose any appeal that they might 
have had initially. 

The future of intelligence has a further dimension. On 
June 22, 1973, I was invited to the White House to attend 
the signing of the United States-USSR Agreement on the 
Prevention of Nuclear War and go through the receiving 
line thereafter. When President Nixon introduced me to 
General Secretary Brezhnev as Mr. Colby of the CIA, Brezh- 
nev drew back in mock alarm and teased, “Is this a danger- 
ous man?” President Nixon assured him that I was not and 
that I fully agreed with the Treaty they had just signed. I 
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decided to make my first, and still only, venture in summit 
diplomacy. “Mr. General Secretary,” I said, “the more we 
know about each other the safer we all will be.” I wish I 
could say he agreed with me, but he listened to the transla- 
tion and turned without a reply to the next person President 
Nixon presented to him. 

But the point is valid. Ignorance, suspicion and misunder- 
standing have been the sources of too many wars, either be- 
cause they generated hostility and hatred or a false belief 
that the other side could be easily defeated. And of course, 
surprise after complacency has cost millions of lives that 
might not have been sacrificed if warnings had generated 
preparations to deter or repulse an attack, from the Japa- 
nese’s on Pearl Harbor to Hitler’s on Russia. 

Recent years have brought a major change in the role of 
intelligence in this regard, from the old effort for strategic or 
tactical advantages to a new contribution to reassurance and 
understanding. The most dramatic example occurred in the 
SALT negotiations between the United States and the 
USSR. Agreement on limiting nuclear arms had been sought 
by the United States for decades. In 1946 the Baruch Plan 
proposed passing America’s monopoly of nuclear weapons 
to the United Nations, but the effort failed because no satis- 
factory assurances could be developed that other nations 
would abandon the field if the United States did. In the 
1950s Eisenhower sought mutual restraints and offered a 
program of “Open Skies” to monitor them, with unarmed 
photoreconnaissance aircraft from the United States and the 
USSR flying over each other’s territory, but the Soviets re- 
jected the idea. In the 1960s Kennedy and Johnson tried to 
arrange the exchange of inspection teams free to investigate 
the territory of both sides, but this too was turned down. But 
by 1972, overhead photography had been sufficiently devel- 
oped on both sides so that each could rely on its own “na- 
tional technical means of verification” of the limits agreed. 
And SALT I was signed. 

One of the aspects of that agreement shows what intelli- 
gence can offer a future world. Both the USSR and the 
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United States were considering the next strategic step of de- 
ploying nationwide antiballistic-missile systems to destroy 
incoming hostile missiles. But agreement was reached that 
neither would do so, leaving both sides vulnerable to retal- 
iation and thus deterring a first use. Aside from the stability 
this brought to the strategic balance between the two na- 
tions, and the incremental value of this individual step in 
the arms-control process between them, the cancellation of 
the program saved the United States from expenditures esti- 
mated at between fifty and one hundred billion dollars in 
the next several years. 

In many other situations around the world this sort of ac- 
curate and dependable intelligence is already helping to 
avoid the frictions and disputes that have so many times in 
history led to violence and agony for so much of the world’s 
population. From the Sinai Desert, as we have seen, to the 
DMZ in Korea, to our certainty that there are no offensive 
missiles in Cuba, assurance and confidence from knowledge 
have replaced fear and suspicion of the unknown, even with 
respect to areas closed to outside visitors and operating in 
the closed and secretive ways of a police or totalitarian state. 
The contribution is not only in the field of military security, 
since careful scholarship and collection of intelligence gives 
early alerts of economic, resource, political and terrorist 
trends that permit advance preparation to minimize the im- 
pact or negotiate away a confrontation. International states- 
men are gradually becoming accustomed to conducting their 
negotiation on the basis of common understandings of the 
facts and factors involved rather than believing they can 
profit from private and secret knowledge withheld from the 
other side (although Soviet military officers still try to per- 
suade their American counterparts to keep from civilian ne- 
gotiators on both sides “secret” military information about 
Soviet weapons systems, and still insist on using the Ameri- 
can names for the Soviet weapons being negotiated over, 
since the Soviet weapons are too secret to discuss with 
Soviet civilians, despite the fact that they are known in de- 
tail to American intelligence). 
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This, then, is the future dimension of intelligence. It must 
become an international resource to help humanity identify 
and resolve its problems through negotiation and coopera- 
tion rather than continue to suffer or fight over them. To the 
extent that American intelligence provides its products to 
help the American people make better decisions, it will lead 
this process, and its material also will become available for 
others in the world to use. But I believe we will see, and 
should welcome, an institutionalizing of this process on the 
international level, so that information and assessments 
about world problems can be made conveniently available 
to all, applying to intelligence as a whole the techniques 
and experience of such specialized world information cen- 
ters as the United Nations Food and Agriculture Organiza- 
tion, the International Labor Organization, and the host of 
semiofficial and private centers and services that are con- 
tributing to this same process in their particular fields. This 
does not mean that intelligence should in any way be con- 
solidated into one gigantic intelligence center, which would 
collapse of its own weight, but rather that the concept of 
the intelligence “community” of separate agencies in the 
United States gradually be expanded to the world level, 
recognizing specialization where it is appropriate, exchang- 
ing different appreciations to seek better comprehensive 
judgments, and ensuring that each item appears in its appro- 
priate horizontal and vertical proportion in final overall 
assessments, 

As the nations move into this new era of international dis- 
semination of information, they will come to appreciate the 
benefits of the greater knowledge they will gain. They will 
also be dissuaded from attempting to conceal information for 
strategic advantage, realizing the futility of any such attempt 
in the face of America’s intelligence machinery. And then 
the words from John (8:32), which Allen Dulles prized so 
highly and placed in CIA’s entrance hall, will truly charac- 
terize the role of American intelligence: “And ye shall know 
the truth, and the truth shall make you free’ —free of war, 
misery, and ignorance. 
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